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And the five gentlemen went out of the Louvre arm in arm 
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CHICOT THE JESTER 
PART II. 


CHAPTER XLV. 
CHICOT MORE THAN EVER KING OF FRANCE. 


THE gates of the Louvre were generally closed at twelve, 
but the king gave orders that they should be left open on 
this night till one. Ata quarter to one Quelus came up. 

‘s Sire,” said he, ‘‘ the duke has come in.” 

‘* What is Maugiron doing ?” 

«< Watching that he does not go out again.” 

««' There is no danger.” 

«« Then 4 

«‘ Let him go to bed quietly. Whom has he with him ?” 

«<M. de Monsorean and his ordinary gentlemen.” 

«* And M. de Bussy ?” 

** No; he is not there.” 

«*So much the better.” 

** What are your orders, sire ?” 

«Tell Schomberg and D’Epernon to be quick, and le+ 
M. de Monsoreau know that I wish to speak to him.” 

Five minutes after, Schomberg and D’Epernon entered ; 
the former with only aslight blue tint left, which it would 
take several baths to eradicate, and the latter newly 
clothed. Afterthem, M. de Monsoreau appeared. ‘‘ The 
captain of the guards has just announced to me that your 
majesty did me the honor to send for me,” said he. 

<‘ Yes, monsieur; when I was out this evening, I saw 
the stars so brilliant, and the moon go clear, that I thought 
it would be splendid weather for the chase to-morrow ; so, 
M. le Comte, set off at once for Vincennes, and get a stag 
turned out ready for me.” 

‘‘ But, sire, I thought that to-morrow your majesty 
had given a rendezvous to Monsieur le Duc d’Anjou and 
M. de Guise, in order to name a chief for the League.” 

‘¢ Well, monsieur ?” said the king haughtily. 

“Sire, there might not be time.” 

**There is always time, monsieur, for those who know 
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how to employ it; that is why I tell you to set off at once, 
so that you may have all ready for to-morrow morning at 
ten. Quelus, Schomberg, have the door of the Louvre 
opened for M. de Monsoreau, and have it closed behind 
him.” 

The chief huntsman retired in astonishment. ‘‘Itisa 
- whim of the king’s,” said he to the young men. 

eeYes,”” 

They watched him out, and then returned to the king. 

*¢ Now,” said Henri, ‘silence, and all four of you follow 
me.” 

«¢ Where are we going, sire ?” said D’Epernon. 

<‘ Those who follow will see.” 

The king took a lantern in his hand, and led the young 
men along the secret corridor, which led to his brother’s 
rooms. A valet-de-chambre watched here ; but before he 
had time to warn his master, Henri ordered him to be 
silent, and the young men pushed him into a room and 
locked the door. 

Henri opened his brother’s door. Francois had gone to 
bed full of dreams of ambition, which the events of the 
evening had nourished ; he had heard his name exalted, 
and the king’s abused. Conducted by the Duc de Guise, 
he had seen the Parisians open everywhere for him and 
his gentlemen, while those of the king were insulted and 
hooted. Never since the commencement of his career 
had he been so popular, and consequently so hopeful. He 
had placed on the table a letter from M. de Guise, which 
had been brought to him by M. de Monsoreau. His 
surprise and terror were great when he saw the secret 
door open, and still more when he recognized the king. 
Henri signed to his companions to remain on the thresh- 
old, and advanced to the bed, frowning, but silent. 

“Sire,” stammered the duke, ‘‘the honor that your 
majesty does me is so unlooked for——” 

‘*That it frightens you, does it not ? But stay where 
you are, my brother ; do not rise.” 

«But, sire, only—permit me-——” and he drew towards 
him the letter of M. de Guise, 
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«You are reading ? ” asked the king. 

‘< Yes, sire.” 

“Something interesting to keep you awake at this time 
of night ?” 

“Oh, sire, nothing very important; the evening 
courier——” 

*< Oh, yes, I understand—Courier of Venus; but no, I 
see [ am wrong—they do not seal billet-doux with seals of 
that size.” 

The duke hid the letter altogether, 

“‘ How discreet this dear Frangois is !” said the king, 
with a smile which frightened his brother. However, 
making an effort to recover himself, he said : 

‘«Did your majesty wish to say anything particular to 
me 2”? 

““What I have to say to you, monsieur, I wish to say 
before witnesses. Here, gentlemen,” continued he, turn- 
ing to the four young men, ‘“‘listen to us; I order 
you.” 

‘¢Sire,” said the duke, with a glance full of rage and 
hatred, ‘‘ before insulting a man of my rank, you should 
have refused me the hospitality of the Louvre; in the 
Hétel d’Anjou, at least, I should have been free to reply 
to you.” 

’ “Really, you forget, then, that wherever you are, you 
are my subject ; that I am the king, and that every house 
is mine.” 

‘<<Sire, I am at the Louvre, at my mother 

«¢ And your mother is in my house. But to the point—- 
give me that paper.” 

Welieh. f*’ 

““That which you were reading, which was on your 
table, and which you hid when I came in.” 

‘* Sire, reflect.” 

‘© On what ?” 

“On this, that you are making a request unworthy of a 
gentleman, and fit only for a police-officer.” 

The king grew livid. ‘‘ That letter, monsieur ! ” 

s¢ A woman’s letter, sire.” 


ed 
8. 
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«There are some women’s letters very good to see, and 
dangerous not to see—such as those our mother writes.” 

“‘Brother!” 

<‘This letter, monsieur !” cried the king, stamping his 
foot, ‘‘ or I will have it torn from you by my Swiss!” 

The duke jumped out of bed, with the letter crumpled 
_in his hand, evidently with the intention of approaching 
the fire. But Henri, divining his intention, placed him- 
self between him and the fire. 

“You would not treat your brother thus?” cried the 
duke. 

‘“‘Not my brother, but my mortal enemy. Not my 
brother, but the Duc D’Anjoa, who went all through 
Paris with M. de Guise, who tries to hide from me a let- 
ter from one of his accomplices, the Lorraine princes.” 

‘¢ This time,” said the duke, “‘ your police are wrong.” 

“I tell you I saw on the seal the three merlets of Lor- 
raine. Give it to me, mordieu ! or——” 

Henri advanced towards his brother and laid his hand 
on his shoulder. Frangois had no sooner felt the touch 
of his hand than, falling on his knees, he cried ont, 
“‘ Help! help ! my brother is going to kill me.” 

These words, uttered in an accent of profound terror, 
startled the king and mitigated his rage. The idea passed 
quickly through his mind that in their family, as by a 
curse, brother had always assassinated brother. 

“No, my brother,” said he, ‘‘ you are wrong; I do not 
wish to hurt you, but you cannot contend with me. Iam 
the master, and if you did not know it before, you know 
it now.” 

“* Yes, my brother, I acknowledge it.” 

if Very well, then give me that letter; the king orders 
it.’ 

The duke let it fall, and the king picked it up, but 
without reading it put it in his pocket-book. 

‘¢Is that all ?” said the duke, with his sinister glance. 

‘* No, monsieur, you must keep your room until my sus: 
picions with respect to you are completely dissipated. 
The room is commodious, and not much like a prison ; 
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stay here. You will have good company—at least, out- 
side the door, for this night these four gentlemen will 
guard you ; to-morrow they will be relieved by a guard of 
Swiss.” 

“But, my friends—cannot I see them ?” 

‘Who do you call your friends ? ” 

“<M. de Monsoreau, M. de Ribeirac, M. Antragues, and 
M. de Bussy.” 

*“Oh, yes, he, of course.” 

‘‘Has he had the misfortune to displease your maj- 
esty ?” 

seRY ERA 

“When, sire ?” 

«« Always, but particularly to-night.” 

**'To-night ! what did he do?” 

*‘Insulted me in the streets of Paris.” 

cov OMT 

“«* My followers, which is the same thing.” 

** Bussy ! you have been deceived, sire.” 

*¢T know what I say.” 

“Sire, M. de Bussy has not been out of his hotel for 
two days. He is at home, ill in bed, burning with fever.” 

The king turned to Schomberg, who said, ‘‘If he had 
fever, at all events he had it in the Rne Coquilliére.” 

‘Who told you he was there?” said the duke. 

“‘T saw him.” 

«© You saw Bussy out of doors ?” 

«* Yes, looking well and happy, and accompanied by his 
ordinary follower, that Rémy.” 

«Then I do not understand it ; I saw him in bed my- 
self; he must have deceived me.” 

<‘Tt is well; he will be punished with the rest,” said 
the king. 

“‘Tf M. de Bussy went out alone after refusing to go 
out with me——” 

‘©You hear, gentlemen, what my brother says. But we 
will talk of him another time; now I recommend my 
brother to your care ; you will have the honor of serving 
as guard to a prince of the blood.” 
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“Oh! sire,” said Quelus, “‘ be satisfied ; we know what 
we owe to M. le Duc.” 

“It is well ; adieu, gentlemen.” 

‘<Sire,” cried the duke, ‘‘ am I really a prisoner, are my 
friends not to visit me, and am I not to go out?” And 
the idea of the next day presented itself to his mind, 
when his presence would be so necessary to M. de Guise. 
' « Sire,” cried he again, ‘‘let me at least remain near your 
majesty; it is my place, and I can be as well guarded 
there as elsewhere. Sire, grant me this favor.” 

The king was about to yield to this request and say, 
«‘ Yes,” when his attention was attracted to the door, where 
a long body, with its arms, its head, and everything that 
it could move, was making signs to him to say ‘‘ No.” It 
was Chicot. 

‘‘No,” said Henri to his brother ; ‘‘ you are very well 
here, and here you must stay.” 

sé-Sire aR 

“It is my pleasure, and that is enough,” said the king, 
haughtily. 

“‘T said I was the real King of France,” murmured 
Chicot. 


CHAPTER XLVI. 


HOW CHICOT PAID A VISIT TO BUSSY, AND WHAT 
FOLLOWED. 


THE next morning, about nine, Bussy was eating his 
breakfast, and talking with Rémy over the events of the 
previous day. 

‘“Rémy,” said he, “did you not think you had seen 
somewhere that gentleman whom they were dipping ina 
vat in the Rue Coquilliére ?” 

«© Yes, M. le Comte, but I cannot think of his name.” 

““T ought to have helped him,” said Bussy, ‘it isa duty 
one gentleman owes to another ; but, really, Rémy, I was 
too much occupied with my own affairs.” 
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‘*But he must have recognized us, for we were our 
natural color, and it seemed to me that he rolled his eyes 
frightfully, and shook his fist at us.” 

“«* Are you sure of that, Rémy ? We must find out who 
it was ; I cannot let such an insult pass.” 

“‘Oh!” cried Rémy, ‘‘ I know now who he was.” 

“‘ How so?” 

‘*T heard him swear.” 

*‘T should think so; any one would have sworn in 
such a situation.” 

“Yes, but he swore in German.” 

“Babi % 

“‘ Yes, he said, ‘ Gott verdomme.’ ” 

‘‘Then it was Schomberg ?” 

‘* Himself, M. le Comte.” 

“Then, my dear Rémy, get your salves ready.” 

‘¢ Why so, monsieur ?” 

‘‘ Because, before long, you will have to apply them 
either to his skin or to mine.” 

<¢ You would not be so foolish as to get killed, now you 
are so well and so happy; St. Marie l’Egyptienne has 
cured you once, but she will get tired of working miracles 
for you.” 

«‘On the contrary, Rémy, you cannot tell how pleasant 
it feels to risk your life when you are happy. I assure 
you I never fought witha good heart when I had lost large 
sums at play, when things had gone wrong, or when I had 
anything to reproach myself with ; but when my purse is 
full, my heart light, and my conscience clear, I go boldly. 
to the field, for I am sure of my hand; it is then I am 
brilliant. I should fight well to-day, Rémy, for, thanks 
to you,” said he, extending his hand to the young man, 
**T am very happy.” 

‘‘ Stay a moment, however ; you will, I hope, deprive 
yourself of this pleasure. A beautiful lady of my acquaint- 
ance made me swear to keep you safe and sound, under 
pretext that your life belongs to her.” 

“Good Rémy !” 

ge ih call me good Rémy, because I brought you to 

I 
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see Madame de Monsorean, but shall you call me so when 
you are separated from her ? and unluckily the day ap- 
proaches, if it be not come.” 

‘‘ What do you mean ?” 

«Do you not know that she is going to Anjou, and that 
I myself have the grief of being separated from Gertrude. 
‘Ah==——=? 

Bussy could not help smiling at the pretended grief of 
the young man. 

“‘ You love her, then ?” he said. 

‘© T should think so ; you should see how she beats me.” 

«« And you let her do it ?” 

“Oh! yes.” 

‘But to return to Diana, Rémy; when shall we set 
off ?” 

‘©Ah! I expected that. On the latest possible day I 
should say.” 

«Why so?” 

‘« Firstly, because it seems to me that M. le Duc d’Anjou 
will want you here.” 

<* After 2” 

“« Because M. de Monsoreau, by a special blessing, does 
not suspect you in the least, and would suspect something 
immediately if he saw you disappear from Paris at the 
same time as his wife.” 

«What do I care for that ?” 

“No; but I care. I charge myself with curing the 
sword strokes received in duels, for, as you manage your 
sword well, you never receive very serious ones; but not 
the blows given secretly by jealous husbands; they are 
animals, who, in such cases, strike hard.” 

‘Well ! my dear friend, if it is my destiny to be killed 
by M. de Monsoreau.” 

«Well! ” 

‘Well! he will kill me.” 

«* And then, a week after, Madame de Monsoreau will 
be reconciled to her husband, which will dreadfully enrage 
your poor soul, which will see it from above or below, 
without being able to prevent it.” 


CHICOT, THE JESTER. 243 


«You are right, Rémy ; I will live.” 

“Quite right ; but that is not all, you must be charm- 
ingly polite to him ; he is frightfully jealous of the Duc 
d’Anjou, who, while you were ill in bed, promenaded be- 
fore the house with his Aurilly. Make advances, then, to 
this charming husband, and do not even ask him what has 
become of his wife, since you know quite well.” 

** You are right, Rémy, I believe. Now I am no longer 
jealous of the bear, I will be civil to him.” 

At this moment some one knocked at the door. 

«‘Who is there ?” cried Bussy. 

‘« Monsieur,” replied a page, “ there is a gentleman below 
who wishes to speak to you.” 

«‘'To speak to me go early ; who is it ?” 

<‘ A tall gentleman, dressed in green velvet.” 

‘©Can it be Schomberg ? ” 

‘«He said a tall man.” : 

“‘True, then Monsorean, perhaps; well, let him enter.” 

After a minute the visitor entered. 

“*M. Chicot !” cried Bussy. 

‘‘ Himself, M. le Comte.” 

Rémy retired into another room, and then Chicot said, 
‘¢ Monsieur, I come to propose to you a little bargain.” 

‘‘ Speak, monsieur,” said Bussy, in great surprise. 

‘* What will you promise me if I render you a great 
service ?” 

‘“‘That depends on the service, monsieur,” replied 
Bussy, disdainfully. 

Chicot feigned not to remark this air of disdain. ‘‘ Mon- 
sieur,” said he, sitting down and crossing his long legs, 
I remark that you do not ask me to sit down.” 

The color mounted to Bussy’s face. 

“Monsieur,” continued Chicot, ‘‘ have you heard of the 
League ? ” 

“T have heard much of it,” said Bussy. 

“‘ Well, monsieur, you ought to know that it is an as- 
sociation of honest Christians, united for the purpose of 
religiously massacring their neighbors, the Hmgnenois- 
Are you of the League, monsieur ? I am.’ 
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«* But—monsieur——” 

«« Say only yes, or no.” 

«* Allow me to express my astonishment——’ 

‘««T did myself the honor of asking you if you belonged 
to the League.” 

“© M. Chicot, as I do not like questions whose import I 
- do not understand, I beg you to change the conversation 
before I am forced to tell you that I do not like ques- 
tioners. Come, M. Chicot, we have but a few minutes 
left.” 

‘* Well! in a few minutes one can say a great deal ; how- 
ever, I might have dispensed with asking you the question, 
as if you do not belong to the League now, you soon will, 
as M. d’Anjou does.” 

“©M. d’Anjou! Who told you that ?” 

‘‘ Himself, speaking to me in person, as the gentlemen 
of the law say, or rather write; for example, that dear M. 
Nicolas David, that star of the Forum Parisiense. Now 
you understand that as M. d’Anjou belongs to the League, 
you cannot help belonging to it also; you, who are his 
right arm. The League knows better than to accept a 
maimed chief.” 

<“‘ Well, M. Chicot, what then ?” 

‘Why, if you do belong to it, or they think you are 
likely to do so, what has happened to his royal highness 
will certainly happen to you.” 

*¢ And what has happened to him ?” 

‘‘Monsieur,” said Chicot, rising and imitating M. de 
Bussy’s manner of a little before, ‘‘ I do not love questions, 
nor questioners, therefore I have a great mind to let them 
do to you what they have done to-night to the duke.” 

‘*M. Chicot,” said Bussy, with a smile, “speak, I beg of 
you ; where is the duke ?” 

‘‘He is in prison ?” 

«* Where ?” 

“In his own room. Four of my good friends guard 
him. M. de Schomberg, who was dyed blue yesterday, 
as you know, since you passed during the operation ; 
M. d’Epernon, who is yellow from the fright he had ; M. de 


Le 
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Quelus, who is red with anger ; and M. de Maugiron, who 
is white with ennui; it is beautiful to see; not to speak 
of the duke, who is going green with terror, so that we 
shall have a perfect rainbow to delight our eyes.” 

‘“Then, monsieur, you think my liberty in danger ?” 

‘Danger ! monsieur ; suppose that they are already on 
the way to arrest you.” 

Bussy shuddered. 

“Do you like the Bastile, M. de Bussy ? it is a good 
place for meditation, and M. Laurent Testu, the governor, 
keeps a good cook.” 

“‘They would send me to the Bastile ?” 

“‘Ma foi! I ought to have in my pocket something like 
an order to conduct you there. Would you like to see 
it ?” and Chicot drew from his pocket an order from the 
king in due form, to apprehend, wherever he might be, 
M. Louis de Clermont, Seigneur de Bussy. <‘* Written 
very nicely by M. Quelus,” continued Chicot. 

«Then, monsieur,” cried Bussy, ‘‘ you are really ren- 
dering me a service ?” 

<‘T think so; do you agree with me?” 

‘‘ Monsieur, I beg you to tell me why you do it; for 
you love the king, and he hates me.” 

‘*M. le Comte, I save you; think what you please of 
my action. But do you forget that I asked for a recom- 
pense ?” 

“A, true.” 

“© Well 2?” 

<¢ Most willingly, monsieur.” 

«¢ Then some day you will do what I ask you ?” 

s¢On my honor, if possible.” 

«That is enough. Now mount your horse and dis- 
appear ; I go to carry this order to those who are to use 
it.” 

<¢ Then you were not to arrest me yourself ?” 

<¢T! for what do you take me?” 
«But I should abandon my master.” 
<¢ Have no scruples ; he abandons you.” 
«You are a gentleman, M. Chicot.” 
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Bussy called Rémy. ‘To do him justice, he was listen 
ing at the door. 

<‘ Rémy, our horses !” 

‘They are saddled, monsieur.” 

““Ah!” said Chicot, ‘‘ this young man knows what he 
is about.” 

Bussy thanked Chicot once more, and went down. 

‘‘Where are we going ?” said Rémy. 

<‘ Well——” said Bussy, hesitating. 

‘‘ What do you say to Normandy ?” said Chicot. 

‘“Tt is too near.” 

‘‘ Flanders, then ?” 

‘Too far.” 

‘* Anjou is areasonable distance, monsieur,” said Rémy. 

‘<¢ Well, then, Anjou,’”’ said Bussy, coloring. 

«¢ Adieu, monsieur !” said Chicot. 

<< It is destiny,” said Rémy, when he was gone. 

“‘Let us be quick, and perhaps we may overtake her,” 
said Bussy. 


CHAPTER XLVII. 


THE CHESS OF M. CHICOT, AND THE CUP AND BALL OF 
M. QUELUS. 


CurcorT returned joyfully to the Louvre. It was a great 
satisfaction to him to have saved a brave gentleman like 
Bussy. 

M. de Guise, after having received in the morning the 
principal Leaguers, who came to bring him the registers 
filled with signatures, and after having made them all 
swear to recognize the chief that the king should appoint, 
went out to visit M. d’Anjou, whom he had lost sight of 
about ten the evening before. The duke found the 
prince’s valet rather unquiet at his master’s absence, but 
he imagined that he had slept at the Louvre. 

The Duc de Guise asked to speak to Aurilly, who was 
most likely to know where his master was. Aurilly came, 
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but stated he had been separated from the prince the eve- 
ning before by a pressure of the crowd, and had come to 
the Hétel d’Anjou to wait for him, not knowing that his 
highness had intended to sleep at the Louvre. He added 
that he had just sent to the Louvre to inquire, and that a 
message had been returned that the duke was still asleep. 

‘«* Asleep at eleven o’clock ! not likely. You ought to 
go to the Louvre, Aurilly.” 

‘‘ 1 did think of it, monseigneur, but I feared that this 
was only a tale invented to satisfy my messenger, and that 
the prince was seeking pleasure elsewhere, and might be 
annoyed at my seeking him.” 

“Oh, no; the duke has too much sense to be pleasure- 
seeking on a day like this. Goto the Louvre; you will 
be sure to find him there.” 

“¢T will if you wish it; but what shall I say to him ?” 

‘‘Say that the convocation atthe Louvre is fixed for 
two o’clock, and that it is necessary that we should have a 
conference first. It is not at the time when the king is 
about to choose a chief for the League that he should be 
sleeping.” 

‘‘ Very well, monseigneur, I will beg his highness to 
come here.” 

“And say that I am waiting impatiently for him. 
Meanwhile I will go and seek M. de Bussy.” 

«‘ But if I do not find his highness, what am I to do?” 

‘Then make no further search for him. In any event 
I shall be at the Louvre at a quarter before two.” 

Aurilly passed through the courtiers who crowded the 
Louvre, and made his way to the duke’s apartments. At 
the door he found Chicot playing chess. Aurilly tried to 
pass, but Chicot, with his long legs blocked up the door- 
way. He was forced to touch him on the shoulder. 

«« Ah, it is you, M. Aurilly.” 

‘* What are you doing, M. Chicot ?” 

‘* Playing chess, as you see.” 

“* All alone ?” 

«Yes, I am studying ; do you play ?” 

‘* Very little.” 
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«< Yes, I know you are a musician, and music is so dif- 
ficult an art, that those who give themselves to it must 
sacrifice all their time.” 

«You seem very serious over your game.” 

<< Yes, it is my king who disquiets me ; you must know, 
M. Aurilly, that at chess the king is a very insignificant 
person, who has no will, who can only go one step forward 
or back, or one to the right or left, while he is surrounded 
by active enemies, by knights who jump three squares at 
a time, by a crowd of pawns who surround him, so that if 
he be badly counseled he is aruined king in no time, ma 
Toi;> 

‘But, M. Chicot, how does it happen that you are 
studying this at the door of his royal highness’ room ?” 

‘¢ Because I am waiting for M. Quelus, who is in there.” 

‘¢ Where ?” 

‘‘ With his highness.” 

‘¢ With his highness! What is he doing theref I did 
not think they were such friends.” 

‘¢ Hush!” then he whispered in Aurilly’s ear ‘‘he is 
come to ask pardon of the duke for a little quarrel they 
had yesterday.” 

“Really !” 

«It was the king who insisted on it ; you knowon what 
excellent terms the brothers are just now. The king 
would not suffer an impertinence of Quelus’s to pass, and 
ordered him to apologize.” 

“* Really !” 

“Ah! M. Aurilly, I think that we are entering the 
golden age ; the Louvre is about to become Arcadia, and 
the two brothers Arcades ambo.” 

Aurilly smiled, and passed into the ante-chamber, where 
he was courteously saluted by Quelus, between whose 
hands a superb cup and ball of ebony inlaid with ivory 
was making rapid evolutions. 

“Bravo! M. Quelus,” said Aurilly. 

“Ah! my dear M. Aurilly, when shall I play cup and 
ball as well as you play the lute ?” 

‘When you have studied your plaything as long as I 
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have my instrument. But where is monseigneur ? [ 
thought you were with him.” 

“| have an audience with him, but Schomberg comes 
first.” 

“‘What ! M. de Schomberg, also !” 

“Oh! mon Dieu; yes. The king settled all that. He 
isin the next room. Enter, M. Aurilly, and remind the 
prince that we are waiting for him. 

Aurilly opened the second door and saw Schomberg re- 
clining on a kind of couch, from which he amused himself 
by sending from a tube little balls of earth through a gold 
ring, suspended from the ceiling by a silk thread, while a 
favorite dog brought him back the balls as they fell. 

‘© Ah! guten morgen, M. Aurilly, you see I am amusing 
myself while I wait for my audience.” 

‘‘ But where is monseigneur ?” 

‘Oh! he is occupied in pardoning D’Epernon and 
Maugiron. But will you not enter, you who are priv- 
ileged ?” 

<¢ Perhaps it would be indiscreet.” 

““Notatall; enter, M. Aurilly, enter.” And he pushed 
him into the next room, where the astonished musician 
perceived D’Epernon before a mirror, occupied in stiffen- 
ing his mustachios, while Maugiron, seated near the win- 
dow, was cutting out engravings, by the side of which 
the bas-reliefs on the temple of Venus Aphrodite would 
have looked holy. 

The duke, without his sword, was in his armchair be- 
tween these two men, who only looked at him to watch 
his movements, and only spoke to him to say something 
disagreeable: seeing Aurilly, he got up to meet him. 

‘Take care monseigneur,” said Maugiron, ‘‘ you are 
stepping on my figures.” 

“*Mon Dieu!” cried the musician, ‘‘he insults my 
master !” 

“Dear M. Aurilly,” said D’Epernon, still arranging his 
mustachois, ‘* how are you ?” 

‘‘ Be so kind as to bring me here your little dagger,” 
said Maugiron. 
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<¢Gentlemen, gentlemen, do you not remember where 
you are?” 

‘Yes, yes, my dear Orpheus, that is why I ask for your 
dagger ; you see M. le Duc has none.” 
“ Aurilly !” cried the duke, in a tone full of grief and 

rage, “‘do you not see that I am a prisoner ?” 

‘¢ A prisoner ! to whom ?” 

‘*To my brother ; you might know that by my jailers.” 

‘‘Oh! if I had but guessed it.” 

«You would have brought your lute to amuse his high- 
ness,” said a mocking voice behind them, ‘‘ but I thought 
of it, and sent for it; here it is.” 

‘© How does your chess go on, Chicot ?” said D’Epernon. 

“*T believe I shall save the king, but it is not without 
trouble. Come, M. Aurilly, give me your poniard in re- 
turn for the lute ; a fair exchange.” 

The astonished musician obeyed. 

“There is one rat in the trap,” said Quelus, who re- 
turned to his post in the antechamber, only exchanging 
his cup and ball for Schomberg’s shooting tube. 

*‘It is amusing to vary one’s pleasures,” said Chicot ; 
“go for a change I will go and sign the League.” 


CHAPTER XLVIII. 
THE RECEPTION OF THE CHIEFS OF THE LEAGUE. 


THE time for the great reception drew near. Paris, 
nearly as tumultuous as the evening before, had sent to- 
wards the Louvre its deputation of leaguers, its bodies 
of workmen, its sheriffs, its militia, and its constantly- 
increasing masses of spectators. 

The king, on his throne in the great hall, was sur- 
rounded by his officers, his friends, his courtiers, and his 
family, waiting for all the corporations to defile before him, 
when M. de Monsoreau entered abruptly. 

“Look, Henriquet,” said Chicot, who was standing 
near the king. 
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“* At what ?” 

«At your chief huntsman; pardieu, he is well worth 
it. See how pale and dirty he is!” 

Henri made a sign to M. de Monsoreau, who approached. 

“ How is it that you are at the Louvre, monsieur ? I 
thought you at Vincennes.” 

“Sire, the stag was turned off at seven o’clock this 
morning, but when noon came, and I had no news, I 
feared that some misfortune had happened to your majesty, 
and I returned.” 

<* Really !” 

‘Sire, if I have done wrong, attribute it to an excess 
of devotion.” 

<¢- Yes, monsieur, and I appreciate it.” 

‘“Now,” said the count, hesitatingly, “if your majesty 
wishes me to return to Vincennes, as I am reassured -———” 

““No, no, stay ; this chase was a fancy which came into 
oar head, and which went as it came ; do not go away, I 
want near me devoted subjects, and you have just classed 
yourself as such.” 

Monsoreau bowed, and said, ‘‘ Where does your majesty 
wish me to remain ?” 

‘‘ Will you give him to me for half an hour?” said 
Chicot to the king, in a low voice. 

‘‘ What for ?” 

‘To torment him a little. You owe me some com- 
pensation for obliging me to be present at this tiresome 
ceremony.” 

‘Well, take him.” 

‘‘ Where does your majesty wish me to stand ?” again 
asked M. de Monsoreau. 

“‘Where you like; go behind my armchair, that is 
where I put my friends.” 

“‘Come here,” said Chicot, making room for M. de 
Monsoreau, ‘‘come and get the scent of these fellows. 
Here is game which can be tracked without a hound. 
Here are the shoemakers who pass, or rather, who have 
passed ; then here are the tanners. Mort de ma vie! if 
you lose their scent, I will take away your place.” 


252 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 


M. de Monsoreau listened mechanically ; he seemed 
preoccupied, and looked around him anxiously. 

“Do you know what your chief huntsman is hunting 
for now ?” said Chicot, in an undertone, to the king. 

‘< Noi 

«¢ Your brother.” 

«The game is not in sight.” 

«* Just ask him where his countess is.” 

‘¢ What for ?” 

“* Just ask.” 

““M. le Comte,” said Henri, ‘“‘ what have you done 
with Madame de Monsoreau ? I do not see her here.” 

The count started, but replied, ‘‘ Sire, she is ill, the air 
of Paris did not agree with her; so having obtained leave 
from the queen, she set out last night, with her father, 
for Méridor.” 

‘¢Paris is not good for women in her situation,” said 
Chicot. 

Monsoreau grew pale and looked furiously at him. 

<‘This poor countess !” continued Chicot, ‘‘ she will die 
of ennui by the way.” 

‘‘T said that she traveled with her father.” 

‘‘A father is very respectable, I allow, but not very 
amusing ; and if she had only that worthy baron to amuse 
her it would be sad ; but luckily——” 

«‘ What!” cried the count. 

“‘What ?” 

‘¢ What do you mean by ‘ luckily’ ?” 

«* Ah, it was an ellipsis I used.” 

The count shrugged his shoulders. 

*““Oh, but it was. Ask Henri, who is a man of letters.” 

“Yes,” said the king; ‘‘but what did your adverb 
mean ?” 

“* What adverb ?” 

««« Luckily.’ ” 

‘« ¢ Luckily’ means luckily. Luckily, then, there exist 
some of our friends, and very amusing ones, who, if they 
meet the countess, will amuse her, and as they are going 
the same way, it is probable they will. Oh, I see them 
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from here; do you not, Henri; you, who are a man of 
imagination ? There they go, on a good road, well 
mounted, and saying sweet things to Madame la Com 
tesse, which she likes very much, dear lady.” 

M. de Monsoreau was furious, but he could not show it 
before the king ; so he said as mildly as he could, ‘* What, 
have you friends traveling to Anjou ?” 

‘*Good ; pretend to be mysterious.” 

*«T swear to you i 

“Oh! you know they are there, although I saw you 
just now seeking for them mechanically among the 
crowd.” 

«You saw me ?” 

** Yes, you, the palest of all chief huntsmen, past, pres- 
ent, and future, from Nimrod to M. d’Aulefort, your 
predecessor.” 

“¢M. Chicot !” 

‘The palest, I repeat.” 

** Monsieur, will you return to the friends of whom you 
spoke, and be so good as to name them, if your super- 
abundant imagination will let you.” 

*‘Seek, monsieur. Morbleu, it is your occupation to 
hunt out animals, witness the unlucky stag whom you 
deranged this morning, and who thought it very unkind 
of you. Seek.” 

The eyes of M. de Monsoreau wandered anxiously again. 

«What !” cried he, seeing a vacant place by the king, 
“not the Duc d’Anjou ?” 

‘Taint ! Taint ! the beast is found.” 

‘¢ He is gone to-day.” 

‘* He is gone to-day, but it is possible that he set out 
last night. When did your brother disappear, Henri ?” 

“¢ Last night.” 

<‘The duke gone!” murmured Monsoreau, paler than 
ever. 

‘«T do not say he is gone, I say only that he disappeared 
last night, and that his best friends do not know where he 
is,” said the king. 

“‘Oh!” cried the count, ‘if I thought so——’’ 
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«‘ Well; what should you do? Besides, what harm if 
he does talk nonsense to Madame de Monsoreau? He is 
the gallant of the family, you know.” 

«‘T am lost !” murmured the count, trying to go away. 
But Chicot detained him. 

‘‘Keep still; mordieu! you shake the king’s chair. 
Mort de ma vie, your wife will be quite happy with the 
prince to talk to, and M. Aurilly to play the lute to her.” 

Monsoreau trembled with anger. 

“* Quietly, monsieur,” continued Chicot; ‘‘hide your 
joy, here is the business beginning ; you should not show 
your feelings so openly ; listen to the discourse of the 
king.” 

M. de Monsoreau was forced to keep quiet. M. de 
Guise entered and knelt before the king, not without 
throwing an uneasy glance of surprise on the vacant seat 
of M. d@’Anjou. The king rose, and the heralds com- 
manded silence. 


CHAPTER XLIX. 


HOW THE KING NAMED A CHIEF WHO WAS NEITHER THE 
DUC DE GUISE NOR M. D’ANJOU. 


‘‘ GENTLEMEN,” said the king, after assuring himself 
that his four friends, now replaced by ten Swiss, were be- 
hind him, ‘‘a king hears equally the voices which come 
to him from above and from below, that is to say, what is 
commanded by God, or asked by his people. JI understand 
perfectly that there is a guarantee for my people, in the 
association of all classes which has been formed to defend 
the Catholic faith, and therefore I approve of the counsels 
of my cousin De Guise. I declare, then, the Holy Leagve 
duly constituted, and as so great a body must have a 
powerful head, and as it is necessary that the chief called 
to sustain the Church should be one of its most zealous 
sons, I choosea Christian prince for the chief, and declare 
that this chief shall be ”—he madea slight pause—< Henri 
de Valois, King of France and Poland.” — 
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The Duc de Guise was thunderstruck. Large drops 
stood on his forehead, and he looked from one to the other 
of his brothers. All the leaguers uttered a murmur of 
surprise and discontent. The cardinal stole up to his 
brother, and whispered : 

‘<Frangois, I fear we are no longer in safety here. Let 
us haste to take leave, for the populace is uncertain, and 
the king whom they execrated yesterday, will be thei. 
idol for two or three days.” 

During this time the king had signed the act prepared 
beforehand by M. de Morvilliers, the only person, with 
the exception of the queen mother, who was in the secret, 
then he passed the pen to the Duc de Guise, saying : 

‘‘Sign, my cousin ; there, below me, now pass it to 
M. le Cardinal and M. de Mayenne.” 

But these two had already disappeared. The king re- 
marked their absence, and added, ‘‘ Then pass the pen to 
M. de Monsoreau.” 

The duke did so, and was avout to retire, but the king 
said, ‘* Wait.” 

And while the others signed, he added, ‘‘ My cousin, it 
was your advice, I believe, to guard Paris with a good 
army, composed of all the forces of the League. The 
army is made, and the natural general of the Parisians is 
the king.” 

“* Assuredly, sire.” 

«‘ But I donot forget that there is another army to com- 
mand, and that this belongs of right to the bravest soldier 
in my kingdom ; therefore go and command the army.” 

«¢ And when am I to set out, sire ?” 

“ Immediately.” 

“Henri, Henri!” whispered Chicot; but, in spite of 
his signs and grimaces, the king gave the duke his brevet 
ready signed. He took it and retired, and was soon out 
of Paris. The rest of the assembly dispersed gradually, 
crying, “‘ Vive le Roi! and Vive la Ligue!” 

‘‘Oh, sire!” cried the favorites, approaching the king, 
«¢ what a sublime idea you have had !” 

** They think that gold is going to rain on them like 
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manna,” said Chicot, who followed his master about every- 
where with lamentations. As soon as they were left alone, 
<¢Ah! M. Chicot !” said Henri, ‘‘ you are never content. 
Diable ! I do not ask even for complaisance, but for good 
sense.” 

**You are right, Henri; it is what you want most.” 

Confess I have done well.” 

‘‘That is just what I do not think.” 

‘*Ah! you are jealous, M. Roi de France.” 

‘“‘T! Heaven forbid. I shall choose better subjects 
for jealousy.” 

“¢ Corbleu.” 

‘¢Oh! what self-love.” 

«Am I or not king of the League ?” 

‘Certainly you are ; but——” 

«© But what ? ” 

“‘ You are no longer King of France.” 

<¢ And who is king then ?” 

*¢ Everybody, except you ; firstly, your brother. 

«My brother !” 

«Yes, M. d’Anjou.” 

«© Whom I hold prisoner.” 

«¢ Yes, but prisoner as he is, he was consecrated.” 

‘‘By whom was he consecrated ? ” 

«« By the Cardinal de Guise. Really, Henri, you have 
a fine police. They consecrate a king at Paris before thirty- 
three people, in the church of St. Geneviéve, and you do 
not know of it!” 

‘*Oh! and you do?” 

“¢ Certainly I do.” 

‘¢ How can you know what I do not ?” 

** Ah! because M. de Morvilliers manages your police, 
and I am my own.” 

The king frowned. 

‘Well, then, without counting Henri de Valois, we 
have Frangois d’Anjou for king,” continued Chicot ; “and 
then there is the Due de Guise.” 

«The Duc de Guise !” 

‘Yes, Henri de Guise, Henri le Balfré.”’ 
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‘*A fine king! whom I exile, whom I send to the 
army.” 

“Good! as if you were not exiled to Poland ; and La 
Charité is nearer to the Louvre than Cracow is. Ah, yes, 
you send him to the army—that is so clever ; that is to 
say, you put thirty thousand men under his orders, ventre 
de biche ! and a real army, not like your army of the 
League ; no, no, an army of bourgeois is good for Henri 
de Valois, but Henri de Guise must have an army of 
soldiers—and what soldiers ? hardened warriors, capable 
of destroying twenty armies of the League; so that if, 
being king in fact, Henri de Guise had the folly one day 
to wish to be so in name, he would only have to turn to- 
wards the capital, and say, ‘ Let us swallow Paris, and 
Henri de Valois and the Louvre at a mouthful,’ and the 
rogues would doit. I know them.” 

“You forget one thing in your argument, illustrious 
politician.” 

«© Ah, diable! it is possible! If yon mean a fourth 
king——” 

‘*No; you forget that before thinking of reigning in 
France, when a Valois is on the throne, it would be 
necessary to look back and count your ancestors. That 
such an idea might come to M. d’Anjou is possible ; his 
ancestors are mine, and it is only a question of primogeni- 
ture. But M. de Guise !” 

‘*Ah! that is just where you are in error.” 

“* How 60 2” 

<“M. de Guise is of a better race than you think.” 

“¢ Better than me, perhaps,” said Henri, smiling. 

‘‘ There is no perhaps in it.” 

“You are mad. Learn to read, my friend.” 

‘‘Well, Henri, you who can read, read this ;” and he 
drew from his pocket the genealogy which we know 
already, handing it to Henri, who turned pale as he rec- 
ognized, near to the signature of the prelate, the seal of 
St. Peter. 

«<What do you say, Henri? Are not your fleur-de-lys 
thrown a little in the background ?” 

17 
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“‘ But how did you get this genealogy ?” 

‘IT! DoI seek these things ? It came to seek me.” 

<‘ Where ?” 

‘Under the bolster of a lawyer.” 

«‘ And what was his name ?” 

‘*M. Nicolas David.” 

«‘ Where was he ?” 

«¢ At Lyons.” 

<< And who took it from under the bolster ? ” 

«‘One of my good friends.” 

«“Who is he?” 

«A monk.” 

«His name ?” 

“* Gorenflot.” 

‘‘What! that abominable leaguer, who uttered those 
incendiary discourses at St. Geneviéve, and again yester- 
day in the streets of Paris ?” 

«¢ You remember the history of Brutus, who pretended 
to be a fool ?” 

‘‘He is, then, a profound politician? Did he take it 
from the advocate ?” 

“© Yes, by force.” 

«Then he is brave ?” 

‘* Brave as Bayard.” 

“‘And having done this, he has not asked for any 
recompense ? ” 

‘He returned humbly to his convent, and only asks me 
to forget that he ever came out.” 

«¢ Then he is modest ?” 

«As St. Crépin.” 

‘« Chicot, your friend shall be made a prior on the first 
vacancy.” 

‘«*Thanks for him, Henri.” 

‘‘ Ma foi!” said Chicot to himself, ‘ if he escapes being 
hung by Mayenne, he will have an abbey.” 
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CHAPTER L. 
ETEOCLES AND POLYNICES. 


Tus day of the League terminated brilliantly and 
tumultuously, as it began. The friends of the king re- 
joiced, the preachers proposed to canonize Brother Henri, 
and spoke everywhere of the great deeds of the Valois. 
The favorites said, ‘‘ The lion is roused.” The leaguers 
said, ‘‘ The fox has discovered the snare.” 

The three Lorraine princes, as we have seen, had left 
Paris, and their principal agent, M. de Monsoreau, was 
ready to start for Anjou. But as he was leaving the 
Louvre, Chicot stopped him. 

‘¢ Where are you going in such a hurry ?” said he. 

‘“*To his highness.” 

“‘ His highness ?” 

“Yes, I am unquiet about him. We do not live in 
times when a prince ought to travel without a good escort.” 

“ Well, if you are unquiet, so am I.” 

<* About what ?” 

“« About his highness also.” 

66 Why Tony 

“‘Do you not know what they say ?” 

‘That he has gone to Anjou.” 

“No; that he is dead.” 

“Bah !” said Monsoreau, with a tone of surprise, not 
unmixed with joy, ‘‘ you told me he was traveling.” 

‘‘Diable! they persuaded me so, but now I have good 
reason to think that if the poor prince be traveling, it is 
to another world.” 

‘‘ What gives you these mournful ideas ?” 

“‘ He entered the Louvre yesterday, did he not ?” 

“* Certainly ; I came in with him.” 

<‘ Well! he has never been seen to come out.” 

«‘From the Louvre ?” 

** No.” 
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‘‘ Where is Aurilly ?” 

«« Disappeared.” 

<¢ But his people ?” 

“* Disappeared.” 

‘* You are joking, are you not, M. Chicot ?” 

Aske 

“Whom ?” 

«The king.” 

‘*T cannot question his majesty.” 

«Oh! yes, if you go about it in the right way.” 

‘‘ Well,” said the count. ‘‘I cannot remain in this un- 
certainty.” And leaving Chicot, he went to the king’s 
apartment. 

<‘Where is the king ?” he asked. ‘‘I have to render 
an account to him of the execution of some orders he gave 
me.” 

‘¢ With M. le Duc d’Anjou,” replied the man. 

‘With the Duke; then he is not dead ? ” 

“ T am not so sure of that.” 

M. de Monsoreau was thoroughly bewildered ; for if M. 
d’Anjou were in the Louvre, his absence on such a day 
was unaccountable. 

Immediately after the sitting, Quelus, Maugiron, Schom- 
berg, and D’Epernon, in spite of the ennui they experienced 
there, were so anxious to be disagreeable to the duke that 
they returned to him. He, on his part, was mortally en- 
nuyé, as well as anxious, which, it must be confessed, the 
conyersation of these gentlemen was not calculated to 
remove. 

‘“Do you know, Quelus,” said Maugiron, ‘‘ that it is 
only now I begin to appreciate our friend Valois ; really 
he is a great politician.” 

«Explain yourself,” said Quelus,, who was lounging on 
a chair. 

‘© While he was afraid of the conspiracy, he kept it 
quiet ; now he speaks of it openly, therefore he is no 
longer afraid of it.” 

‘¢ Well ?” 

‘*Tf he no longer fears it, he will punish it ; you. know 
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Valois, he has certainly many good qualities, but clemency 
is not one of them.” 

“ Granted.” 

“* Then if he punishes these conspirators there will be a 
trial, and we shall have a fine spectacle.” 

** Unless, which is possible, on account of the rank of 
the accused, they arrange it all quietly.” 

‘“That would be my advice, certainly ; it is better in 
family affairs.” 

Aurilly glanced at the prince. 

«Ma foi,” said Maugiron, “I know one thing ; that in 
the king’s place I would not spare the high heads, which 
are always the most guilty. I would make an example of 
one or two—one, at all events.” 

“7 think it would be well to revive the famous inven- 
tion of sacks.” 

‘* What was that ?” 

«© A royal fancy in the year 1550; they shut up a man 
in a sack, in company with three or four cats, and threw 
them into the water. The minute the cats felt the water 
they attacked the man, and there passed in the sack 
things which unluckily could never be seen.” 

«Really, Quelus, you are a well of science, and your 
conversation is most interesting.” 

‘«They could not apply this invention to the chiefs ; 
they have the right to be beheaded ; but to the small fry, 
I mean the favorites, squires, and lute-players.” 

“‘ Gentlemen ” stammered Aurilly. 

“‘Do not reply to them, Aurilly,” said Francois, “ it 
cannot be addressed to me.” As he spoke the king ap- 
peared on the threshold. The duke rose. ‘‘Sire,” cried 
he, “‘I appeal against the unworthy treatment I meet 
with from your followers.” 

Henri did not seem to hear. ‘‘ Good morning, Quelus,” 
said he kissing his favorite on both cheeks ; ‘* good morn- 
ing, the sight of you rejoices my soul, and you, my poor 
Maugiron, how are you ?” 

«*T am terribly ennuyé, sire ; when J undertook to guard 
your brother, I thought he was more amusing. Oh! the 
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tiresome prince ; are you sure he is the son of your father 
and mother ?” 

‘Sire ! you hear,” cried the prince, ‘‘is it your wish 
that yeur brother should be insulted ?” 

‘Silence, monsieur,” said Henri, ‘‘I do not like my 
prisoners to complain.” 

‘* Prisoner, or not, I am your——’ 

«“The title which you are about to invoke,” interrupted 
the king, ‘‘is fatal to you. My brother guilty, is doubly 
guilty.” 

‘« But if he is not ?” 

“ He is.” 

‘©Of what crime ?” ; 

‘Of having displeased me.” 

‘Sire, have our family quarrels need of witnesses ?” 

‘You are right, monsieur. My friends, let me speak a 
little to my brother.” 

<¢T will take Aurilly,” said Manugiron. 

“Now we are alone, monsieur,” said the king, when 
they were gone. 

‘<7 waited for this moment impatiently.” 

‘And I also; ah, you want my crown, my worthy 
Eteocles ; you made of the League a means, and of the 
throne an aim, and were consecrated in a corner of Paris, 
to be able to proclaim yourself to the Parisians shining 
with holy oil.” 

** Alas ! your majesty will not let me speak.” 

‘« What for ?—to lie, or to tell me things which I know 
already ? But no, you would lie; for to confess what you 
have done, would be to confess that you merit death. 
You would lie, and I would spare you that shame.” 

‘« My brother, is it your intention to overwhelm me with 
outrages ?” 

«Tf what I say is an outrage, it is I who lie, and I ask 
no better. Speak then, I listen ; tell me you are not dis- 
loyal, and at the same time unskilful.” 

«‘T do not know what your majesty means; you speak 
enigmas.” 

*¢Then I will explain my words; you have conspired 
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against me, as formerly you conspired against my brother 
Charles, only then it was by the aid of Henri of Navarre, 
and now it is with the assistance of the Duc de Guise. It 
is true that formerly you crawled like a serpent ; now you 
wish to spring like the lion ; after perfidy, open force ; 
after poison, the sword.” 

«Poison ! what do you mean ?” cried Frangois, with 
flashing eyes. 

‘‘The poison with which you assassinated our brother 
Charles, which you destined for Henry of Navarre, your 
associate. That fatal poison is known; our mother has 
used it so often, which is doubtless the reason why you 
renounced it on this occasion, and preferred rather the 
part of captain of the League. But look me in the face, 
Frangois, and learn that a man like you shall never kill 
me. A sword! Ah! I should like to see you here in 
this room alone with me, holding a sword. I have con- 
quered you in cunning, and ina combat you would be 
killed. Dream no longer of struggling against me in any 
manner, for from this moment I act as king—as master— 
as despot ; I shall watch you everywhere, follow you every- 
where, and, at the least suspicion, I will throw yon to the 
axe of my executioner. This is what I had to say to you 
in private, and I will order you to be left alone to-night to 
ponder over my words.” 

«‘ Then, sire, for a suspicion, I have fallen into disgrace 
with you ?” 

««Say, under my justice.” 

‘‘ But, at least, sire, fix a term to my captivity, that I 
may know what to expect ?” 

<¢ You will know when you hear your sentence read.” 

<‘Can I not see my mother ?” 

‘¢ What for? There were but three copies in the world 
of the famous hunting-book which killed my poor brother, 
and of the two others, one is in London and the other at 
Florence. Besides, [ am not a Nimrod, like my poor 
brother ; adieu, Frangois.” 

‘‘Gentlemen,” said the king, opening the door, “the 
Duc d’Anjou has requested to be alone to-night to reflect 
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on an answer he has to make to me to-morrow mornin¢. 
Leave him then alone, except occasional visits of precau- 
tion. If ‘he be troublesome, call me; I have the Bastile 
ready, and the governor, M. Laurent Testu, is the best 
man in the world to conquer ill tempers.” 

‘‘ Sire,” cried Frangois, trying a last effort, ‘‘ remember 
Iam your = 

‘¢ You were also the brother of Charles IX., I think.” 

“* At least restore me to my friends.” 

‘TI deprive myself of mine to give them to you.” And 
Henri shut the door, while the duke fell in despair into 
his armchair. 


CHAPTER LI. 


HOW PEOPLE DO NOT ALWAYS LOSE THEIR TIME BY 
SEARCHING EMPTY DRAWERS. 


THE scene which the duke had just had with the king 
made him regard his position as desperate. The minions 
had not allowed him to be ignorant of what had passed, 
and he had heard the people ery, ‘‘ Vive le roi!” He felt 
himself abandoned by the other chiefs, who had themselves 
to save. In his quarrels with his brother Charles he had 
always had for confidants, or rather dupes, those two de- 
voted men, Coconnas and La Mole, and, for the first time 
in his life, feeling himself alone and isolated, he felt a kind 
of remorse at having sacrificed them. During that time 
his sister Marguerite loved and consoled him. How had 
he recompensed her ? 

He had recently had near him a brave and valiant heart 
and sword—Bussy, the brave Bussy. And he had offended 
him to please Monsoreau, who had his secret, with which 
he always threatened him, and which was now known to 
the king. He had therefore quarreled with Bussy gratui- 
tously, and, above all, uselessly, which as a great politi- 
cian once said, ‘‘ was more than a crime, it was a mistake !” 
How he would have rejoiced in his present situation, to 
know that Bussy was watching over him ; Bussy the loyal, 
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Bussy the universal favorite. It would have been probable 
liberty and certain vengeance. 

But as we have said, Bussy, wounded to the heart, kept 
away from the prince, so the prisoner remained fifty feet 
above the ground, with the four favorites in the corridor, 
without counting the court full of Swiss. Besides this, 
one or other of the young men entered from time to time, 
and, without seeming even to notice the prince, went 
round the room, examined the doors and windows, looked 
under the beds and tables, and glanced at the curtains 
and sheets. 

“‘ Ma foi!” said Maugiron, after one of these visits, ‘I 
have done ; I am not going to look after him any more to- 
night.” 

«“ Yes,” said D’Epernon, ‘‘as long as we guard him, 
there is no need of going to look at him.” 

«And he is not handsome to look at,” said Quelus, 

“Still,” said Schomberg, ‘‘1 think we had better not 
relax our vigilance, for the devil is cunning.” 

«Yes, but not cunning enough to pass over the bodies 
of four men like us.” 

‘That is true,” said Quelus. 

“©Oh!” said Schomberg, ‘‘do you think, if he wants to 
fly, he will choose our corridor to come through? He 
would make a hole in the wall.” 

“With what ?” 

«‘ Then he has the windows.” 

‘* Ah! the windows, bravo, Schomberg ; would you jump 
forty-five feet ?” 

**T confess that forty-five feet——” 

“Yes, and he who is lame, and heavy, and timid 
agate 

“© You,” said Schomberg. 

“You know I fear nothing but phantoms—that is an 
affair of the nerves.” 

‘«The last phantom was,” said Quelus, ‘that all those 
whom he had killed in duels appeared to him one night.” 

“« However,” said Maugiron, ‘‘I have read of wonderful 
escapes ; with sheets, for instance.” 
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‘Ah! that is more sensible. I saw myself, at 
Bordeaux, a prisoner who escaped by the aid of his 
sheets.” 

‘* You see, then ?” 

‘Yes, but he had his leg broken, and his neck, too ; 
his sheets were thirty feet too short, and he had to jump, 
so that while his body escaped from prison, his soul es. 
caped from his body.” 

‘* Besides,” said Quelus, ‘‘if he escapes, we will follow 
him, and in catching him some mischief might happen to 
him.” 

So they dismissed the subject. They were perfectly 
right that the duke was not likely to attempt a perilous 
escape. From time to time his pale face was at the win- 
dow which overlooked the fosses of the Louvre, beyond 
which was an open space about fifteen feet broad, and 
then the Seine rolled calm as a mirror. On the other 
side rose, like a giant, the tower of Nesle. 

He had watched the sunset and the gradual extinction 
of all the lights. He had contemplated the beautiful 
spectacle of old Paris, with its roofs gilded by the last 
rays of the sun, and silvered by the first beams of the 
moon ; then little by little he was seized with a great ter- 
ror at seeing immense clouds roll over the sky and an- 
nounce a storm. Among his other weaknesses, the Duc 
d@’Anjou was afraid of thunder, and he would have given 
anything to have had his guardians with him again, even 
if they insulted him. He threw himself on his bed, but 
found it impossible to sleep. Then he began to swear, 
and break everything near him. It was a family failing, 
and they were accustomed to it at the Louvre. The young 
men had opened the door to see what the noise meant, and 
seeing that it was the duke amusing himself, they had 
shut it again, which redoubled his anger. He had just 
broken a chair, when a crashing of glass was heard at the 
window, and he felt a sharp blow on his thigh. His first 
idea was that he was wounded by some emissary of the 
king’s. 

‘‘Ah! Tam dead!” he cried, and fell on the carpet. 
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But as he fell his hand came in contact with a larger and 
rougher substance than a ball. 

“Oh! a stone,” thought he, and feeling his leg, he 
found it uninjured. He picked up the stone and looked 
at it, and saw that it was wrapped in a piece of paper. 
Then the duke’s ideas began to change. Might not this 
stone come from a friend as well as an enemy. He ap- 
proached the light, cut the silk which tied the paper 
round the stone and read,— 


«‘Are you tired of keeping your room? Do you love 
open air and liberty ? Enter the little room where the 
Queen of Navarre hid your poor friend, M. de la Mole, 
open the cupboard, and, by displacing the lowest bracket, 
you will find a double bottom ; in this there is a silk lad- 
der ; attach it yourself to the balcony, two vigorous arms 
will ‘hold it at the bottom. A horse, swift as thought, will 


lead you to a safe place. 
“A FRIEND.” 


‘‘ A friend !” cried the prince; ‘‘oh! I did not know 
Thad a friend. Who is this friend who thinks of me ?” 
And the duke ran to the window, but could see no one. 

‘“‘Can it be a snare ?” thonght he; ‘‘ but first let me 
see if there is a double bottom and a ladder.” 

The duke then, leaving the light where it was for pre- 
caution, groped his way to the cabinet, which he knew so 
well. He opened it, felt for the bottom shelf, and, to his 
great joy, found what he looked for. As a thief escapes 
with his booty, the duke rushed into the next room with 
his prey. Ten o’clock struck ; the duke thought of his 
hourly visitors, and hid his ladder under a cushion, on 
which he sat down. Indeed, five minutes had not passed 
before Maugiron appeared ina dressing-gown, with asword 
in one hand and a light in the other. As he came in one 
of his friends said to him, ‘‘ The bear is furious, he was 
breaking everything just now; take care he does not 
devour you, Maugiron.” 

Maugiron made his usual examination ; he saw a broken 
window, but thought the duke had done it in his rage. 
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‘‘ Maugiron !” cried Schomberg, from outside, ‘‘ are 
you already eaten that you do not speak? In that case, 
sigh, at least, that we may know and avenge you.” 

The duke trembled with impatience. 

‘No, no,” said Maugiron, ‘‘ on the contrary, my bear 
is quite conquered.” 

And so saying he went out and locked the door. When 
the key had ceased to turn in the lock the duke mur- 
mured,— 

‘Take care, gentlemen, or the duke will be too much 
for you.” 


CHAPTER LII. 
VENTRE 8ST. GRIS. 


Lert alone, the duke, knowing he had at least an hour 
before him, drew out his ladder and carefully examined 
the fastenings. 

‘The ladder is good,” said he, at length, ‘‘ and will not 
break.” 

Then he unrolled it all, and counted thirty-eight rounds 
of fifteen inches each. 

«“The length is sufficient,” said he, ‘there is nothing 
to fear on that point. Ah! but if it were some of those 
cursed minions who sent me to the ladder ? If I attach it 
to the balcony they will let me do it, and while I am de- 
scending they will cutthecords. But, no ; they could not 
be foolish enough to think I would fly without barricading 
the door, and I should have time to fly before they could 
force it. But what person in the world, except my sister 
herself, could know of a ladder hidden in her dressing- 
room? What friend of mine can it be ?” 

Suddenly an idea struck him, and he cried, ‘‘ Bussy ! ” 

Indeed, Bussy, whom so many ladies adored, Bussy was 
a hero to the Queen of Navarre, and his only true friend— 
was it Bussy ? Everything made him think so. The 
duke, of course, did not know all his motives for being 
angry with him, for he did not know his love for Diana, 
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and believed him to be too noble to think of resentment 
when his master was a prisoner. He approached the win- 
dow again, and fancied he could see in the fog the indis- 
tinct forms of three horses and two men by the river. 
Two men. These must be Bussy and Rémy. He then 
looked through the keyhole, and saw his four guardians ; 
two were asleep, and two had inherited Chicot’s chess- 
board and were playing. He extinguished his light. 

Then he opened his window, and looked over the bal- 
cony ; the gulf below him looked dreadful in the dark- 
ness, and he drew back. But air and liberty have an at- 
traction so irresistible to a prisoner, that Frangois, on 
withdrawing from the window, felt as if he were being 
stifled, and for an instant something like disgust of life 
and indifference to death passed through his mind. He 
fancied he was growing courageous, and, profiting by this 
moment of excitement, he seized the ladder, fixed it to the 
balcony, then barricaded the door as well as he could, and 
returned to the window. The darkness was now great, 
and the first growlings of the storm began to make them- 
selves heard; a great cloud with silver fringes extended 
itself like a recumbent elephant from one side to the other 
of theriver. A flash of lightning broke the immense cloud 
for a moment, and the prince fancied that he saw below 
him in the fosse the same figures he had imagined before. 
A horse neighed ; there was no more doubt—he was waited 
for. 

He shook the ladder to see if it was firm, then he put 
his leg over the balustrade and placed his foot on the first 
step. Nothing can describe the anguish of the prisoner at 
this moment, placed between a frail silk cord on the one 
hand and his brother’s cruel menaces on the other. But 
as he stood there he felt the ladder stiffened ; some one 
held it. Was itafriend or an enemy? Were they open 
arms or armed ones which waited for him ? An irresisti- 
ble terror seized him; he still held the balcony with his 
left hand, and made a movement to remount, when a very 
slight pull at the ladder came to him like a solicitation. 
He took courage, and tried the second step. The ladder 
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was held as firm as a rock, and he found a steady support for 
his foot. Hedescended rapidly, almost gliding down, when 
all at once, instead of touching the earth, which he knew 
to be near, he felt himself seized in the arms of a man 
who whispered, ‘“‘ You are saved.” ‘Then he was carried 
along the fosse till they came to the end, when another 
man seized him by the collar and drew him up, and after 
having aided his companion in the same way, they ran to 
the river, where stood the horses. The prince knew he 
was at the mercy of his saviours, so he jumped at once on 
a horse, and his companions did the same. The same 
voice now said, ‘“‘ Quick!” And they set off at a gallop. 

<¢ All goes well at present,” thought the prince, ‘‘ let 
us hope it will end so. Thanks, my brave Bussy,” said he 
to his companion on the right, who was entirely covered 
with a large cloak. 

“Quick !” replied the other. 

They arrived thus at the great ditch of the Bastile, 
which they crossed on a bridge improvised by the Leaguers 
the night before. The three cavaliers rode towards 
Charenton, when all at once the man on the right entered 
the forest of Vincennes, saying only, “Come.” The 
prince’s horse neighed, and several others answered from 
the depths of the forest. Frangois would have stopped if 
he could, for he feared they were taking him to an ambush, 
but it was too late, and in a few minutes he found himself 
in asmall open space, where eight or ten men on horseback 
were drawn up. 

“Oh! oh!” said the prince, ‘“‘ what does this mean, 
monsieur ?” 

«Ventre St. Gris ! it means that we are saved.” 

“You! Henri!” cried the duke, stupefied, ‘‘ you! my 
liberator ?” 

“Does that astonish you ? Are we not related, Agrippa ?” 
continued he, looking round for his companion. 

«‘Here I am,” said D’Aubigné. 

«Are there two fresh horses, with which we can go a 
dozen leagues without stopping ?” 

«¢ But where are you taking me, my cousin ?” 


CHICOT, THE JESTER. 271 


‘* Where you like, only be quick, for the King of France 
has more horses than I have, and is rich enough to killa 
dozen if he wishes to catch us.” 

* Really, then, | am free to go where I like ?” 

“Certainly, I wait your orders.” 

“Well, then, to Angers.” 

“To Angers ; so be it, there you are at home.” 

«But you ?” 

«‘T ! when we are in sight of Angers I shall leave you, 
and ride on to Navarre, where my good Margot expects 
me, and must be much ennuyée at my absence.” 

«*But no one knew you were here ?” 

“*T came to sell three diamonds of my wife’s.” 

“Ah! very well.” 

«* And also to know if this League was really going to 
ruin me.” 

«© You see there is nothing in it.” 

‘¢Thanks to you, no.” . 

‘‘ How ! thanks to me?” 

‘‘Certainly. If, instead of refusing to be chief of the 
League, when you knew it was directed against me, you 
had accepted, I was ruined. Therefore, when I heard 
that the king had punished your refusal with imprisonment, 
I swore to release you, and I have done so.” 

“«¢ Always so simple-minded,” thought Frangois, ‘‘ really, 
it is easy to deceive him.” 

‘““Now for Anjou,” thought the king. “Ah! M. de 
Guise, I send you a companion you do not want.” 


CHAPTER LIII. 
THE FRIENDS. 


WHILE Paris was in this ferment, Madame de Monsoreau, 
escorted by her father and two servants, pursued their 
way to Méridor. She began to enjoy her liberty, precious 
to those who have suffered. The azure of the sky, com- 
pared to that which hung always menacingly over the 
black towers of the Bastile, the trees already green, all 
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appeared to her fresh and young, beautiful and new, as if 
she had really come out of the tomb where her father had 
believed her. He, the old baron, had grown young again. 
We will not attempt to describe their long journey, free 
from incidents. Several times the baron said to Diana,— 

‘*Do not fear, my daughter.” 

‘Fear what ?” 

Were you not looking if M. de Monsoreau was follow- 
ing us ?” 

“Yes, it was true, I did look,” replied she, with a sigh 
and another glance behind. 

At last, on the eighth day, they reached the chateau of 
Méridor, and were received by Madame de St. Lue and 
her husband. Then began for these four people one of 
those existences of which every man has dreamed in read- 
ing Virgil or Theocritus. The baron and St. Luc hunted 
from morning till evening; you might have seen troops of 
dogs rushing from the hills in pursuit of some hare or fox, 
and startling Diana and Jeanne, as they sat side by side on 
the moss, under the shade of the trees. 

«* Recount to me,” said Jeanne, ‘all that happened to 
you in the tomb, for you were dead tous. See, the haw- 
thorn is shedding on us its last flowers, and the elders 
send out their perfume. Nota breath in the air, nota 
human being near us ; recount, little sister.” 

‘¢ What can I say ?” 

«Tell me, are you happy ? That beautiful eye often 
swimming in tears, the paleness of your cheeks, that 
mouth which tries a smile which it never finishes—Diana, 
you must have many things to tell me.” 

“‘ No, nothing.” 

** You are, then, happy with M. de Monsoreau ?” 

Diana shuddered. 

«You see!” said Jeanne. 

“With M. de Monsoreau! Why did you pronounce 
that name ? why do you evoke that phantom in the midst 
of our woods, our flowers, our happiness ?” 

“You told me, I think,” said Jeanne, ‘‘that M. de 
Bussy showed much interest in you.” 
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Diana reddened, even to her round pretty ears. 

‘‘ He is a charming creature,” continued Jéanne, kissing 
Diana. 

“It is folly,” said Diana; <‘M. de ei thinks no 
more of Diana de Méridor.” 

“That is possible ; ; but I believe he pleases Diana de 
Monsoreau a little.” 

“*Do not say that.” 

** Does it displease you ?” 

“*T tell you he thinks no more of me; and he does well 
—oh, I was cowardly.” 

“‘ What do you say ?” 

‘* Nothing, nothing.” 

‘““Now, Diana, do not cry, do not accuse yourself. 
You cowardly ! you, my heroine! you were constrained.” 

**T believed it; I saw dangers, gulfs under my feet. 
Now, Jeanne, these dangers seem to me chimerical, these 
gulfs as if a child could cross them. I was cowardly, I 
tell you ; oh, I had no time to reflect.” 

«« You speak in enigmas.” 

“<No,” cried Diana, rising, ‘‘it was not my fault, it was 
his. The Duc d’Anjou was against him; but when one 
wishes a thing, when one loves, neither prince nor master 
should keep you back. See, Jeanne, if I loved——~” 

‘‘ Be calm, dear friend.” 

“*T tell you, we were cowardly.” 

‘<< We!’ of whom do you speak? That ‘we’ is elo- 
quent, my dearest Diana.” 

‘©T mean my father and I; you did not think anything 
else, did you? My father is a nobleman—he might have 
spoken to the king ; I am proud, and do not fear a man 
when I hate him. But he did not love me.” 

“You lie to yourself! you know the contrary, little 
hypocrite !” 

“‘You may believe in love, Jeanne, you, whom M. de 
St. Luc married in spite of the king ; you, whom he car- 
ried away from Paris ; you, who pay him by your caresses 
for proscription and exile.” 

«¢ And he thinks himself richly repaid.” 

18 - 
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“¢ But I—reflect a little, do not be egotistical—I, whom 
that fiery young man pretended to love—I, who fixed the 
regards of that invincible Bussy, he who fears no one—I 
was alone with him in the cloister of  Egyptienne—we 
were alone; but for Gertrude and Rémy, our accomplices, 
he could have carried me off. At that moment I saw him 
suffering because of me; I saw his eyes languishing, his 
lips pale and parched with fever. If he had asked me to 
die to restore the brightness to his eyes, and the freshness 
to his lips, I should have died. Well, 1 went away, and 
he never tried to detain me. Wait still. He knew thatI 
was leaving Paris, that I was returning to Méridor; he 
knew that M. de Monsoreau—I blush as I tell it—was 
only my husband in name; he knew that I traveled 
alone ; and along the road, dear Jeanne, I kept turning, 
thinking I heard the gallop of his horse behind us. But 
no, it was only the echo of my own. I tell you he does 
not think of me. I am not worth a journey to Anjou 
while there are so many beautiful women at the court of 
France, whose smiles are worth a hundred confessions 
from the provincial, buried at Méridor. Do you under- 
stand now? Am I forgotten, despised ‘i 

She had not finished when the foliage of the oak rustled, 
a quantity of mortar and moss fell from the old wall, and 
a man threw himself at the feet of Diana, who uttered an 
affrighted cry. 

Jeanne ran away—she recognized him. 

«Here Iam!” cried Bussy, kissing the dress of Diana. 

She too recognized him, and, overcome by this unex- 
pected happiness, fell unconscious into the arms of him 
whom she had just accused of indifference. 
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CHAPTER LIV. 
BUSSY AND DIANA. 


FAINTINGS from love seldom last any length of time, 
nor are they very dangerous. Diana was not long in 
opening her eyes, and finding herself supported by Bussy. 

‘“‘Oh!” murmured she, ‘‘it was shocking, count, to 
surprise us thus.” 

Bussy expected other words, men are so exacting, but 
Diana said no more, and, disengaging herself gently from 
his arms, ran to her friend, who, seeing her faint, had 
returned softly, and stood a little way off. 

“Ts it thus that you receive me, madame ? ” 

“No, M. de Bussy, but 2 

**Oh! no ‘but,’ madame,” sighed Bussy, drawing near 
again. 

‘* No, no, not on your knees !” 

‘*Oh! let me pray to you an instant, thus !” cried the 
count. ‘I have so longed for this place.” 

<< Yes, but to come to it, you jumped over the wall. 
Not only is it not suitable for a man of your rank, but it 
is very imprudent.” 

«How so ?” 

“‘Tf you had been seen ?” 

‘‘ Who could have seen me ?” 

‘*Our hunters, who, a quarter of an hour ago, passed 
by this wall.” 

«Do not be uneasy, madame, I hide myself too carefully 
to be seen.” 

‘* Hidden ! really!” said Jeanne, ‘‘ tell us how, M. de 
Bussy.” 

«Firstly, if I did not join you on the road, it was not 
my fault, I took one route and you another. You came 
by Rambouillet, and I by Chartres. And then judge if 
your poor Bussy be not in love; I did not dare to join 
you. It was not in the presence of your father and your 
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servants that I wished to meet you again, for I did not de- 
sire to compromise you, so I made the journey stage by 
stage, devoured by impatience. At last you arrived. I 
had taken a lodging in the village, and, concealed behind 
the window, I saw you pass.” 

‘‘Oh! mon Dieu! are you then at Angers under your 
own name ?” 

‘‘ For what do you take me? I ama traveling mer- 
chant; look at my costume, it is of a color much worn 
among drapers and goldsmiths. I have not been re- 
marked.” 

‘‘ Bussy, the handsome Bussy, two days in a provincial 
town and not remarked ; who would believe that at court ? ” 
said Jeanne. 

‘Continue, count,” said Diana, blushing; ‘“‘ how do 
you come here from the town ?” 

‘¢T have two horses of a chosen race ; I leave the village 
on one, stopping to look at all the signs and writings, but 
when out of sight my horse takes toa gallop, which brings 
him the four miles in half an hour. Once in the wood of 
Méridor I ride to the park wall, but it is very long, for 
the park is large. Yesterday I explored this wall for more 
than four hours, climbing up here and there, hoping to 
see you. At last, when I was almost in despair, I saw you 
in the evening returning to the house ; the two great dogs 
of the baron were jumping round you. When you had 
disappeared, I jumped over, and saw the marks on the 
grass where you had been sitting. I fancied you might - 
have adopted this place, which is charming, during the 
heat of the sun, so I broke away some branches that I 
might know it again, and sighing, which hurts me dread- 
fully i 

‘From want of habit,” said Jeanne. 

“‘IT do not say no, madame ; well, then, sighing, I re- 
took my way to the town. I was very tired, I had torn 
my dress in climbing trees, but I had seen you, and I was 
happy.” 

‘It is an admirable recital,” said Jeanne, ‘‘and you 
have surmounted dreadful obstacles; it is quite heroic ; 
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but in your place I would have preserved my doublet, and 
above all, have taken care of my white hands. Look at 
yours, how frightful they are with scratches.” 

“<Yes, but then I should not have seen her whom I 
came to see.” 

“‘On the contrary, I should have seen her better than 
you did.” 

‘* What would you have done then ?” 

‘‘T would have gone straight to the Chatean de Méridor. 
M. le Baron would have pressed me in his arms, Madame 
de Monsoreau would have placed me by her at table, M. 
de St. Luc would have been delighted to see me, and 
his wife also. It was the simplest thing in the world, but 
lovers never think of what is straight before them.” 

Bussy smiled at Diana. ‘‘Oh, no,” he said, ‘ that 
would not have done for me.” 

«‘ Then I no longer understand what good manners are.” 

‘* No,” said Bussy, ‘“‘I could not go to the castle; M. 
le Baron would watch his daughter.” 

“Good !” said Jeanne, “‘ here is a lesson for me,” and 
kissing Diana on the forehead, sheranaway. Diana tried 
to stop her, but Bussy seized her hands, and she let her 
friend go. They remained alone. 

«‘ Have I not done well, madame,” said Bussy, ‘‘ and do 
you not approve ?” 

“*T do not desire to feign,” said Diana, ‘‘ besides, it 
would be useless; you know I approve; but here must 
stop my indulgence ; in calling for you as I did just now 
I was mad—I was guilty.” 

‘©Mon Dieu! What do you say ?” 

‘¢ Alas! count, the truth; I have a right to make M. 
de Monsoreau unhappy, to withhold from him my smiles 
and my love, but I have no right to bestow them on an- 
other: for, after all, he is my master.” 

‘* Now, you will let me speak, will you not ?” 

“Speak |!” 

«Well! of all that you have just said, you do not find 
one word in your heart.” 

‘How |” 
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‘Listen patiently ; you have overwhelmed me with 
sophisms. The commonplaces of morality do not apply 
here ; this man is your master, you say, but did you choose 
him ? No; fate imposed him on you, and you submitted. 
Now, do you mean to suffer all your life the consequences 
of this odious constraint ? I will deliver you from it.” 

Diana tried to speak, but Bussy stopped her. 

‘*Oh! I know what you are going to say; that if I 
provoke M. de Monsoreau and kill him, you will see me no 
more. So be it; I may die of grief, but you will live free 
and happy, and you may render happy some gallant man, 
who in his joy will sometimes bless my name, and cry, 
‘Thanks, Bussy, thanks, for having delivered us from 
that dreadful Monsoreau ;” and you, yourself, Diana, who 
will not dare to thank me while living, will thank me 
dead.” 

Diana seized his hand. 

*«*You have not yet implored me, Bussy; you begin 
with menaces.” 

‘¢ Menace you! oh! could I have such an intention, I, 
who love you so ardently, Diana. I know you love me; 
do not deny it, I know it, for you have avowed it. Here, 
on my knees before you, my hand on my heart, which has 
never lied, either from interest or from fear, I say to you, 
Diana, I love you, for my whole life. Diana, I swear to 
you, that if I die for you, it will be in adoring you. If 
you still say to me, ‘go,’ I will go without a sigh, or 
complaint, from this place where I am so happy, and I 
should say, ‘this woman does not love me, and never will 
love me.” Then I should go away, and you would see me 
no more, but as my devotion for you is great, my desire 
to see you happy would survive the certainty that I could 
never be happy myself.” 

Bussy said this with so much emotion, and, at the same 
time firmness, that Diana felt sure that he would do all 
he said, and she cried,— 

«Thanks, count, for you take from me all remorse by 
your threats.” 

Saying these words, she gave him her hand, which he 
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kissed passionately. Then they heard the light steps of 
Jeanne, accompanied by a warning cough. Instinctively 
the clasped hands parted. Jeanne saw it. 

‘‘ Pardon, my good friends, for disturbing you,” said 
she, ‘‘ but we must go in if we do not wish to be sent for. 
M. le Comte, regain, if you please, your excellent horse, 
and let us go to the house. See what you lose by your 

obstinacy, M. de Bussy, a dinner at the chateau, which is 

not to be despised by a man who has had a long ride, and 
has been climbing trees, without counting all the amuse- 
ment we could have had, or the glances that might have 
passed. Come, Diana, come away.” 

Bussy looked at the two friends with a smile. Diana 
held out her hand to him. 

“Ts that all ?” said he; ‘‘ have you nothing to say ?” 

«¢ Till to-morrow,” replied she. 

<‘ Only to-morrow.” 

*<'To-morrow, and always.” 

Bussy uttered a joyful exclamation, pressed his lips to 
her hand, and ran off. Diana watched him till he was out 
of sight. 

“Now!” said Jeanne, when he had disappeared, “ will 
you talk to me a little ?” 

“Oh ! yes.” 

‘*¢ Well ! to-morrow I shall go to the chase with St. Luc 
and your father.” 

«‘What, you will leave me alone at the chateau !” 

<‘ Listen, dear friend ; I also have my principles, and 
there are certain things that I cannot consent to do.” 

«Oh, Jeanne!” cried Diana, growing pale, ‘‘can you 
say such things to me?” 

«‘ Yes, I cannot continue thus.” 

“T thought you loved me, Jeanne. What cannot you 
continue ?” 

«Continue to prevent two poor lovers from talking to 
each other at their ease.” Diana seized in her arms the 
laughing young woman. 

‘« Listen !” said Jeanne, ‘‘ there are the hunters calling 
us, and poor St. Luc is impatient.” 
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CHAPTER LY. 


HOW BUSSY WAS OFFERED THREE HUNDRED PISTOLES FOR 
HIS HORSE, AND PARTED WITH HIM FOR NOTHING. 


THE next day, Bussy left Angers before the most wakeful 
bourgeois had had their breakfast. He flew along the road, 
and Diana, mounted on a terrace in front of the castle, 
saw him coming, and went to meet him. The sun had 
scarcely risen over the great oaks, and the grass was still wet 
with dew, when she heard from afar, as she went along, 
the horn of St. Luc, which Jeanne incited him to sound. 
She arrived at the meeting-place just as Bussy appeared 
on the wall. The day passed like an hour. What had 
they to say? That they loved each other. What had they 
to wish for ? They were together. 

“‘Diana,” said Bussy at length, ‘‘it seems to me as 
though my life had begun only to-day. You have shown 
me what it is to live.” 

‘¢ And I,” replied she, ‘‘ who not long ago would have 
willingly thrown myself into the arms of death, would now 
tremble to die and lose your love. But why do you not 
come to the castle? My father would be glad to see you, 
and M. de St. Luc is your friend.” 

‘Alas, Diana, if I came once, I should be always there ; 
all the province would know it, and if it came to the ears 
of that ogre, your husband, he would hasten here. You 
forbid me to deliver you from him——” 

‘© Oh, yes!” 

“Well, then, for the safety of our happiness, we must 
guard our secret. Madame de St. Luc knows it, and her 
husband soon will. I have written him aline this morning, 
asking him for un interview at Angers, and when he comes 
I will make him promise never to breathe a word of this. 
It is the more important, dear Diana, as doubtless they are 
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seeking me everywhere. Things looked grave when I left 
Paris.” 

‘*You are right ; and then my father is so scrupulous 
that, in spite of his love for me, he is capable of denouncing 
me to M. de Monsoreau.” 

“‘ Let us hide ourselves well, then; I fear some evil 
spirit, jealous of our happiness.” 

‘«Say adieu to me, then ; and do not ride so fast—your 
horse frightens me.” 

“‘ Fear nothing; he knows the way, and is the gentlest 
and safest horse I ever rode. When IJ return to the city, 
buried in sweet thoughts, he takes the way without my 
touching the bridle.” 

At last the sound of the returning chase was heard, the 
horns playing an air agreed upon with Jeanne, and Bussy 
left. As he approached the city, he remarked that the 
time was approaching when the gates of the city would be 
closed. He was preparing to ride on quickly, when he 
heard behind him the gallop of horses. For a lover who 
wishes to remain concealed, as for a robber, everything 
seems a menace. Bussy asked himself whether he should 
ride on or draw up and let them pass, but their course was 
so rapid that they were up to him ina moment. There 
were two. 

‘‘ Here is the city,” said one, with a Gascon accent ; 
“‘three hundred more blows with the whip, and one hun- 
dred with the spur; courage and vigor !” 

“<The beast has no more breath—he shivers and totters; 
he will not go on; and yet I would give a hundred horses 
to be in my city before nightfall.” 

‘«Tt is some Angers man out late,” thought Bussy. 
“But look, the horse is falling ; take care, monsieur,” 
cried he; ‘‘ quit your horse—he is about to fall.” 

Indeed, as he spoke the animal fell heavily on his side, 
shook his legs convulsively, then suddenly his breath 
stopped, his eyes grew dim, and he was dead. 

** Monsieur!” cried the cavalier to Bussy, ‘‘ three hun- 
dred pistoles for your horse !” 

«* Ah, mon Dieu!” cried Bussy, drawing near. 
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‘‘Do you hear me, monsieur? I am in haste.” 

“Ah! my prince, take it for nothing,” cried Bussy, 
who had recognized the Duc d’Anjou. 

At the same moment they heard the click of a pistol, 
which was cocked by the duke’s companion. 

“Stop, M. d’Aubigné,” cried the duke, ‘it is Bussy, I 
believe.” 

‘*Oh! yes, my prince, itis I. But what, in Heaven’s 

“name are you doing, killing horses on the road at this 
hour ?” 

““Ah! is it M. de Bussy ?” said D’Aubigné, ‘then you 
do not want me any more. Permit me to return to him 
who sent me ?” 

‘‘Not without receiving my sincere thanks and the 
promise of a lasting friendship.” 

“‘T accept it, monseigneur, and will recall your words 
to you some day.” 

‘““M. D’Aubigné! I am in the clouds,” murmured 
Bussy. 

‘‘Did you not know ? As you are here, did you not ex- 
pect me ?” said the prince, with an air of suspicion which 
did not escape Bussy, who began to reflect that his secret 
residence in Anjou might seem very strange to the prince. 

‘‘T did better than expect you,” said Bussy, ‘‘ and as 
you wish to enter the town before the gates are closed, 
jump into the saddle, monseigneur.” 

The prince accepted, and Bussy mounted behind him, 
asking himself if this prince, dressed in black, were not 
the evil spirit sent already to disturb his happiness. 

‘Where do we go now, monseigneur ?” said he, as they 
entered the city. 

««To the castle. Let them hoist my banner and conyoke 
the nobility of the district.” 

‘Nothing more easy,” said Bussy, full of surprise, but 
willing to be docile. The news was soon spread through 
the city that the duke had arrived, and a crowd soon col- 
lected. 

“‘ Gentlemen !” cried the duke, “<I have come to throw 
myself into my good city of Angers. At Paris the most 
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terrible dangers have menaced my life—I had lost even 
my liberty. I succeeded in escaping, thanks to some good 
friends, and now I am here I feel my tranquillity and my 
life assured.” 

The people cried, ‘‘ Long live our seigneur.” 

<« Now let me sup,” said the prince, “I have had noth- 
ing since the morning.” 

The city was illuminated, guns were fired, the bells of 
the cathedral were rung, and the wind carried to Méridor 
the noisy joy of the good Angevins, 


CHAPTER LVI. 
THE DIPLOMACY OF THE DUC D’ANJOU. 


WHEN the duke and Bussy were left alone, the duke 
said, ‘‘ Let us talk.” 

Frangois, who was very quick, had perceived that Bussy 
had made more advances to him than usual, therefore he 
judged that he was in some embarrassing situation, and 
that he might, by a little address, get an advantage over 
him. But Bussy had had time to prepare himself, and 
he was quite ready. 

<‘ Yes, let us talk, monseigneur,” replied he. 

‘The last day I saw you, my poor Bussy, you were very 
is 

‘Tt is true, monseigneur, I was very ill, and it was 
almost a miracle that saved me.” 

«‘There was near you a doctor very devoted to you, for 
he growled at every one who approached you.” 

<‘Trne, prince, Rémy loves me.” 

‘¢ He kept you rigorously to your bed, did he not ?” 

‘*At which I was in a great rage, as your highness 
might have seen.” 

‘“‘ But, if that were the case, why did you not send the 
doctor to the devil, and come out with me as I begged 
you todo? But as it was a grave affair, you were afraid 
to compromise yourself.” 

«Did you say I was afraid ?” 
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“*J did say so.” 

‘‘ Well, then, it was a lie!” said Bussy, jumping up 
from his chair ; ‘‘you lied to yourself, monseigneur, for 
you do not believe a single word of what you say. ‘There 
are twenty scars on my body, which prove the contrary. 
I never knew fear, and, ma foi, I know people who cannot 
say the same.” 

You have always unanswerable arguments, M. de 
Bussy,” cried the duke, turning very pale; ‘‘ when you 
are accused, you cry louder than your accuser, and then 
you think you are right.” 

“©Oh! I am not always right, I know well, but I know 
on what occasions I am wrong.” 

*¢ And what are they ? ” 

«‘ When I serve ungrateful people.” 

‘Really, monsieur, I think you forget yourself,” said 
the duke, with some dignity. Bussy moved towards the 
door, but the prince stopped him. 

“‘Do you deny, monsieur,” said he, ‘‘ that after refus- 
ing to go out with me, you went out immediately after ?” 

“*T deny nothing, monseigneur, but I will not be forced 
to confession.” 

“Tell me why you would not go out with me.” 

‘«T had business.” 

«<< At home ?” 

<¢ Or elsewhere.” 

<‘T thought that when a gentleman was in the service 
of a prince, his principal business was that of the prince.” 

«And who does your business generally, monseignenr, 
if'not Li 

“IT do not say no; generally I find you faithful and 
devoted, and, I will say more, I excuse your bad humor.” 

«You are very good.” 

‘* Yes, for you had some reason to be angry.” 

«Ah! you confess it.” 

«Yes, I promised you the disgrace of M. de Monsoreau. 
It seems you hate him very much.” 

**T! not at all. I find him very ugly, and should have 
liked him away from court, not to have had to look at 
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him. It seems, however, that you admire him, and there 
is no accounting for tastes.” 

‘Well, then, as that was your sole excuse, you were 
doubly wrong to refuse to accompany me, and then to go 
out after, and commit follies.” 

“« Follies! what did I do ?” 

*“Doubtless, you do not like MM. @’Epernon and 
Schomberg, neither do I, but one must have some pru- 
dence. Kill them, and I should be grateful to you, but 
do not exasperate them.” 

«“ What did I do to them ?” 

‘Why, you had D’Epernon stoned.” 

sey ! » 

<< Yes, so that his clothes were torn to pieces.” 

“Good ! and what about M. Schomberg ?” 

**You will not deny that you had him dyed indigo 
color? When I saw him three hours after, he was still 
bright blue. Do you call that a joke?” And the prince 
laughed in spite of himself, and Bussy joined him. 

««Then,” said he, ‘“‘they think it was I who played them 
these tricks !” 

‘¢ Perhaps it was I.” 

«And you have the conscience to reproach a man who 
had such fine ideas.” 

‘Well, I pardon you. But I have another complaint to 
make. What did you do to deliver me from my unlucky 
situation ?” 

<‘ You see, I came to Anjou.” 

<‘Tt seems to me that you would have beer more useful 
nearer.” 

‘Ah! there we differ; I preferred coming to Anjou.” 

<¢ Your caprice is a bad reason.” 

‘* But, if I came to gather your partisans ?” 

‘* Ah! that is different. What have you done?” 

<¢ T will explain that to you to-morrow ; at pres’ “t I ~™us* 
leave you.” 

“COWiity).”” 

‘<‘T have to see an important person.” 

«Oh, very well; but be prudent.” 
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«Prudent ! are we not the strongest here ?” 

«« Neyer mind, risk nothing. Have you done much ?” 

<‘T have only been here two days.” 

«<But you keep yourself concealed, I hope.” 

‘J should think so. Look at my dress; am I in the 
habit of wearing cinnamon-colored clothes ?” 

«« And where are you lodging ?” 

‘Ah! Thope you will appreciate my devotion ; ina tum- 
ble-down old house, near the ramparts. But you, my prince, 
how did you get out of the Louvre ? How was it that I 
found you on the road, with M. d’Aubigné for a compan- 
ion ?” 

“* Because I have friends.” 

“You ! friends !” 

‘Yes, friends that you do not know.” 

“Well, and who are they ?” 

«‘The King of Navarre and D’Aubigné, whom you saw.” 

«‘The King of Navarre ! Ah! true, did you not conspire 
together ?” 

«‘T never conspired, M. de Bussy.” 

‘No; ask poor La Mole and Coconnas.” 

«La Mole,” said the prince, gloomily, ‘‘ died for another 
crime than the one alleged against him.” 

«Well, never mind him. How the devil did you get ont 
of the Louvre ? ” 

‘Through the window.” 

*‘ Which window ?” 

«That of my bedroom.” 

«Then you knew of the rope-ladder ?” 

«« What rope-ladder ? ” 

«In the cupboard.” 

«Ah! it seems you kngyy it,” cried the prince, turning 
pale. 

‘Oh! your highness knows I have sometimes had the 
happiness of entering that room.” 

“‘In the time of my sister Margot. Then you came in by 
the window ?” 

«As you came out. All that astonishes me is, that you 
knew of the ladder.” 
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«Tt was not I who found it.” 

“* Who then ?” 

<‘T was told of it.” 

« By whom ?” 

<‘ By the King of Navarre.” 

‘* Ah! the King of Navarre knew of it ; I should not have 
thought so. However, now you are here safe and sound, 
we will put Anjou in flames, and Béarn and Angoumois will 
catch the light, so we shall have a fine blaze.” 

“But did you not speak of a rendezvous ?” 

«Tt is true ; the interest of the conversation was making 
me forget. Adieu, monseigneur.” 

“*Do you take your horse ?” 

“If it will be useful to you, monseigneur, you may keep 
it, I have another.” 

“Well! I accept ; we will settle that later.” 

The duke gave Bussy his hand, and they separated. 


CHAPTER LVII. 
THE IDEAS OF THE DUC D’ANJOU. 


Bussy returned home, but instead of St. Luc, whom 
he expected, he found only a letter fixing their meeting 
for the next day. About six in the morning St. Luc 
started, and rode straight to Bussy’s house. 

<¢ Accept the hospitality of my poor hut, St. Luc,” said 
Bussy, ‘‘I am encamped here.” 

<¢ Yes, like a conqueror on the field of battle.” 

<< What do you mean ?” 

<‘T mean, dear Bussy, that my.wife has no secrets from 
me, and has told me all. Receive my compliments, but, 
since you have sent for me, permit me to give you a piece 
of advice.” 

<< Well.” 

“Get rid as soon as possible of that abominable Monso- 
reau ; no one at the court knows of your love for his wife, 
so when you marry the widow, no one will say you killed 
him on purpose.” 


288 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 


“There is but one obstacle to this project, which pre- 
sented itself to my mind, as to yours.” 

‘¢ What is it ?” 

«That I have sworn to Diana to respect the life of her 
husband, as long as he does not attack me.” 

<< You were very wrong.” 

J Whyiso ?” 

‘* Because if you do not take the initiative, he will dis- 
cover you, and will kill you.” 

“‘T cannot break my oath to Diana. Besides, he who 
is now a monster in all eyes, would be thought an angel 
in his tomb.” 

‘Therefore I do not advise you to kill him yourself.” 

“Oh, St. Luc, no assassins.” 

‘© Who spoke of assassins ?” 

“Of what then ?” 

‘‘ Nothing; an idea passed through my mind; I will 
tell you what it was at another time. Ido not love this 
Monsoreau much more than you, although I have not the 
same reason to detest him, so let us speak of the wife 
instead of the husband.” 

Bussy smiled. ‘* You areacapital companion, St Luc,” 
said he, ‘and you may count on my friendship. Now my 
friendship consists of three things, my purse, my sword, 
and my life. Now, what about Diana ?” 

““T wished to ask if you were not coming to Méridor.” 

‘‘My dear friend, I thank you, but you know my 
scruples.” 

“‘T know all. At Méridor you fear to meet Monsoreau, 
although he is eighty leagues off ; fear to have to shake 
his hand, and it is hard to shake the hand of the man 
you wish to strangle; you fear to see him embrace 
Diana, and it is hard to see that of the woman you 
love.” 

‘¢Ah! how well you understand!” cried Bussy, with 
rage; ‘‘but, my dear friend, did you not hear last night 
the noise of bells and guns ?” 

“© Yes ; and we wondered what it meant.” 

‘Jt meant that the Duc d’Anjou arrived last night.” 
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St. Luc jumped up. ‘‘'The duke here! We heard he 
was imprisoned at the Louvre.” 

««That is just why he is now at Angers. He managed 
to escape through a window, and came here.” 

 Wellin.® 

‘Well, here is an excellent opportunity to revenge your- 
self for the king’s persecutions. The prince has already a 
party, he will soon have troops, and we shall have some- 
thing like a little civil war.” 

SObioht 1.2 

«‘ And I reckoned on you to help us.” 

** Against the king ?” said St. Luc, with sudden cold- 
ness. 

‘* Not precisely against the king, but against those who 
fight against us.” 

«« My dear Bussy, I came here for country air, not to 
fight against his majesty.” 

« But let me present you to monseigneur.” 

“* Useless, my dear Bussy, I do not like Angers.” 

«‘ My dear St. Luc, you will do mea great service by 
consenting ; the duke asked me what I came here for, 
and, not being able to tell because of his own passion for 
Diana, I said that I had come to draw to his cause all the 
gentlemen in the Canton ; I even told him I had a rendez- 
vous with one this morning.” 

** Well! tell him you have seen the gentleman, and that 
he asks six months to consider. Listen, I willalways help 
you to defend Diana, you shall help me to defend my 
wife. We will make a treaty for love, but not for poli- 
tics.” 

“T see, I must yield to you, St. Luc, for you have the 
advantage over me. I want you, and you do not want 
me.” 

‘**On the contrary, it is I who claim your protection.” 

‘* How so ?” 

‘* Suppose the rebels besiege and sack Méridor.”’ 

The two friends laughed ; then, as the duke had sent to 
inquire for Bussy, they separated with renewed promises 
of friendship, and charmed with each other. 
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Bussy went to the ducal palace, where already all the 
nobility of the provinces were arriving. He hastened to 
arrange an official reception, a repast and speeches, and 
having thus cut out some hours’ occupation for the prince, 
mounted his other horse, and galloped to Méridor. The 
duke made some good speeches, and produced a great 
effect, giving himself out for a prince persecuted by the 
king on account of the love of the Parisians for him. 
When Bussy returned, it was four in the afternoon ; he 
dismounted, and presented himself to the dukeall covered 
with dust. 

‘‘Ah! my brave Bussy, you have been at work ?” 

«You see, monseigneur.”’ 

«< You are very hot.” 

‘«<T have ridden fast.” 

‘‘Take care not to get ill again.” ¢ 

«« There is no danger.” 

‘* Whence do you come ?” 

‘* From the environs. Is your highness content ? have 
you had a numerous assemblage ?” 

«“ Yes, I am pretty well satisfied, but I missed some 
one.” 

«Who ?” 

«‘Your protégé, the Baron de Méridor.” 

Bussy changed color. 

«‘And yet we must not neglect him,” continued the 
duke, ‘‘ he is influential here.” 

«* You think so ?” 

**T am sure of it. He was the correspondent of the 
League at Angers, chosen by M. de Guise, and the Guises 
choose their men well. He must come, Bussy.” 

«But if he does not come ?” 

*¢T will go to him.” 

*«©To Méridor ?” 

‘¢ Why not?” 

*‘Oh, why not, certainly,” cried Bussy, with flashing 
eyes, ‘‘a prince may do anything.” 

«‘Then you think he is still angry with me ?” 

‘* How should I know ?” 
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<¢ You have not seen him ?” 

“No.” 

** As one of the great men of the province, I thought——” 

‘*T was not sufficiently fortunate in the former promises 
I made him to be in a hurry to present myself to him.” 

“* Has he not attained his object ?” 

“* How so?” 

‘‘He wanted his daughter to marry the count, and she 
has done so.” 

Bussy turned his back on the duke, who, at the same 
moment, moved towards another gentleman who entered 
the room. Bussy began to reflect on what the duke’s pro- 
jects were with regard to the baron—whether they were 
purely political, or whether he was still seeking to approach 
Diana ; but he imagined that, embroiled with his brother, 
banished from the Louvre, and the chief of a provincial 
insurrection, he had sufficiently grave interests at stake 
to outweigh his love fancies. He passed the night ban- 
queting with the duke and the Angevin gentlemen, then 
in dancing with the Angevin ladies. It is needless to say 
that he was the admiration of the latter, and the hatred 
of the husbands, several of whom looked at him in a way 
which did not please him, so that, curling his mus- 
tachios, he invited three or four of them to take a walk 
with him by moonlight ; but his reputation had preceded 
him, and they all declined. 

At the door Bussy founda laughing face waiting for 
him, which he believed to be eighty leagues off. 

«‘ Ah,” cried he joyfully, ‘it is you, Rémy.” 

‘« Yes, monsieur.” 

“«T was going to write to you to join me.” 

“* Really ! ” 

‘¢On my word.” 

‘¢ That is capital ; I was afraid you would scold me.” 

«¢ For what ?” 

‘© For coming without leave. ButI heard that Mon- 
sieur le Duc d’Anjou had escaped, and had fled here. I 
knew you were here also, and I thought there might be 
civil war, and many holes made in skins, so I came.” 
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«You did well, Rémy ; I wanted you.” 

“¢ How is Gertrude, monsieur ?” 

‘¢T will ask Diana the first time I see her.” 

<¢ And, in return, every time I see her I will ask for news 
of Madame de Monsoreau.” 

“You are charming.” 

Meanwhile they had reached Bussy’s lodging. 

_ © Here is my palace ; you must lodge as you can.” 

“Tt will not be difficult ; I could sleep standing, I am 
so tired.” 

Bussy rose early the next morning, and went to the ducal 
palace, leaving word for Rémy to follow him. The duke 
had prepared a list of important things to be done : firstly, 
a walk round the walls to examine the fortifications ; sec- 
ondly, a review of the inhabitants and their arms ; thirdly, 
a visit to the arsenal ; fourthly, correspondence. 

<‘Ah!” cried the duke, ‘‘ you already !” 

‘‘Ma foi! yes, monseigneur ; I could not sleep, your 
highness’s interests were so much on my mind. What 
shall we do this morning ? Shall we hunt ?” 

‘‘How!” said the duke, ‘‘you pretend to have been 
thinking all night of my interests, and the result of so 
much meditation is to propose to me a hunt!” 

“True,” said Bussy ; ‘‘ besides, we have no hounds.” 

«¢ And no chief huntsman.” 

‘* Ah, ma foi! the chase would be more agreeable with- 
out him.” 

“‘ Ah, I am not like you—I want him; he would have 
been very useful to us here.” 

“¢ How so ?” 

‘‘He has property here.” 

‘Fle; 17 

“¢ He or his wife.” 

Bussy bit his lips. 

‘ Méridor is only three leagues off, you know that,” con- 
tinued the duke, ‘“‘you, who brought the old baron to me.” 

‘‘Dame! I brought him because he hung on to my 
cloak. However, my protection did not do him much 
good,” 
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‘¢ Listen,” said the duke, ‘‘I have an idea.” 

*«Diable!” said Bussy, who was always suspicious of 
the duke’s ideas. 

“Yes; it is that, if Monsoreau had the advantage over 
you at first, you shall have it now.” 

‘¢What do you mean ?” 

‘Tt is very simple; you know me, Bussy ?” 

«*T have that misfortune.” 

«Think you Iam the man to submit to an affront with 
impunity ?” 

‘‘ Explain yourself, monseigneur.” 

«‘ Well, he stole the young girl I loved to make her his 
wife ; now I will steal his wife !” 

Bussy tried to smile, but made a grimace instead. 
«Steal his wife !” stammered he. 

‘‘ Nothing more easy, she is here, and you told me she 
hated her husband ; therefore, without too much vanity, I 
may flatter myself she will give me the preference, if I 
promise her v, 

‘What, monseigneur ?” 

“¢ To get rid of her husband for her.” 

“* You will do that ?” 

«© You shall see. Meanwhile I will pay a visit to Mé- 
ridor.” 

“You will dare ?” 

«« Why not ?” 

«You will present yourself before the old baron, whom 
you abandoned after promising me——” 

<‘T have an excellent excuse to give him.” 

‘¢ Where the devil will you find it ?” 

‘©Oh! I will say to him, I did not break this marriage, 
because Monsoreau, who knew that you were one of the 
principal agents to the League, threatened to denounce 
you to the king.” 

‘* Has your highness invented that ?” 

«‘ Not entirely.” 

«‘Then I understand.” 

“Yes, I shall make him believe that by marrying his 
daughter I saved his life.” 
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“It is superb.” 

‘Well! order the horses, and we will go to Méridor.” 

‘‘Immediately, monseigneur.” Bugsy then went to the 
door, but turned back and said, - dow many horses will 
your highness have ?” 

<¢ Oh, four or five, what you like.” 

‘<< Tf you leave it to me, I shall take a hundred.” 

_ © What for ?” cried the prince, surprised. 

<‘To have at least twenty-five I can rely on in case of 
attack.” 

“«* Attack !” 

“¢ Yes, I have heard that there are thick woods in that 
neighborhood, and it would not surprise me if we fell into 
some ambush.” 

«© Ah, do you think so?” 

‘‘Monseigneur knows that true courage does not ex- 
clude prudence; I will order one hundred and fifty.” 
And he moved towards the door. 

«« \ moment,” said the prince. ‘* Do you think I am in 
safety at Angers ?” 

‘“Why, the town is not very strong, but well de- 
fended 

“Yes, but it may be badly defended ; however brave 
you are, you can be but in one place at a time.” 

“roe? 

“Then if I am not in safety here—and I am not if 
Bussy doubts 

«I did not say I doubted.” 

«Tf I am not safe, I had better make myself so. I will 
go to the castle and entrench myself.” 

«¢ You are right, monseigneur.” 

** And then another idea.” 

“The morning is fruitful.” 

*«T will make the Méridors come here.” 

‘‘ Monseigneur, you are grand to-day. Now ee us Visit 
the castle.” 

Bussy went out while the prince was getting ready, and 
found Rémy waiting. He wrote hastily a little note, 
picked a bunch of roses from the conservatory, rolled the 
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note round the stems, went to the stable, brought out his 
horse, and, putting Rémy on it, and giving him the bou- 
quet, led him out of the city. 

‘« Now,” said he, “‘let Roland go; at the end of this 
road you will find the forest, in the forest a park, round 
the park a wall, and at that part of the wall where Roland 
stops, throw over this bouquet.” 

‘He whom you expect does not come,” said the note, 
‘‘ because he who was not expected has come, and is more 
menacing than ever, for he loves still. Take with the 
lips and the heart all that is invisible to the eyes in this 
paper.” 

In half an hour Rémy reached his destination, carried 
by his horse, and threw over the bouquet ; a little cry from 
the other side told him it had been received. Then Rémy 
returned, in spite of his horse, which seemed much put 
out at losing its accustomed repast on the acorns. Rémy 
joined Bussy as he was exploring a cave with the prince. 

‘‘ Well,” said he to his messenger, ‘‘ what did you hear 
or see ?” 

‘A wall, a cry, seven leagues,” replied Rémy lacon- 
ically. 


CHAPTER LVIII. 
A FLIGHT OF ANGEVINS. 


Bussy contrived to occupy the duke so well with his 
preparations for war during two days, that he found no 
time to think of Méridor, and from time to time, under 
pretext of examining the outer fortifications, jumped on 
Roland, and arrived at a certain wall, which he got over 
all the more quickly because each time he made some 
stone fall, and was, in fact, gradually making a breach. 

Towards the end of the third day, as an enormous con- 
voy of provisions was entering the city, the produce of a tax 
levied by the duke on his good Angevins, as M. d’Anjou, 
to make himself popular, was tasting the black bread and 
salt fish of the soldiers, they heard a great noise at one 
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of the gates of the city, where a man, mounted on a 
white horse, had presented himself. Now Bussy had had 
himself named Captain-General of Anjou, and had es- 
tablished the most severe discipline in Angers; no one 
could go out of or enter the town without a password ; all 
which had no other aim than to prevent the duke from 
sending a messenger to Méridor without his knowledge. 

The man on the white horse had arrived at a furious 
gallop, and had attempted to enter, but had been stopped. 

‘“‘Tam Antragues,” said he, ‘“‘and desire to speak to 
the Duc d’Anjou.” 

‘“Wedo not know Antragues,” they replied, “‘ but as 
for seeing the duke, you shall be satisfied, for we shall 
arrest you, and conduct you to him.” 

‘“You are a nice fellow, truly, to talk of arresting 
Charles Balzac d’Antragues, Baron de Cuneo, and Comte 
de Graville.” 

<‘ We will do so, however,” replied the bourgeois, who 
had twenty men behind him. 

<‘ Wait a little, my good friends. You do not know the 
Parisians. Well, I will show you a specimen of what they 
can do.” 

“‘ Let us arrest him!” cried the furious militia. 

‘* Softly, my little lambs of Anjou ; it is I who will have 
that pleasure.” 

‘‘ What does he say ?” asked the bourgeois. 

“¢ He says that his horse has only gone ten leagues, and 
will ride over you all.” And drawing his sword and 
swinging it furiously round, he cut off in his passage the 
blades of the nearest halberts, and in less than ten minutes 
fifteen or twenty of them were changed into broom- 
handles. 

«Ah! this is very amusing!” cried he, laughing, and 
as he spoke stunning one of the bourgeois with a blow 
on the head with the flat of his sword. However, as more 
and more bourgeois crowded to the attack, and Antragues 
began to feel tired, he said, ‘Well, you are as brave as 
lions ; I will bear witness to it ; but, you see, you have 
nothing left but the handles of your halberts, and you do 
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not know how to load your muskets. I had resolved to 
enter the city, but I did not know it was guarded by an 
army of Cesars. I renounce my victory over you. Good 
evening, [ am going away ; only. tell the prince that I 
came here expressly to see him.” 

However, the captain had managed to communicate the 
fire to the match of his musket, but just as he was raising 
it to his shoulder, Antragues gave him such a furious blow 
upon the fingers that he dropped it. 

«Kill him! kill him!” cried several voices, ‘‘ do not 
let him escape !” 

“© Ah!” said Antragues, ‘‘ just now you would not let 
me come in, now you will not let me go out. Take care, 
that will change my tactics, and instead of the flat of my 
sword, I will use the point—instead of cutting the halberts, 
I will cut the wrists. Now, will you let me go ?” 

““No, no, he is tired, kill him !” 

‘Well, then, take care of your hands !” 

Scarcely had he spoken when another cavalier ap- 
peared, riding furiously also, and who cried out as he 
approached : 

‘© Antragues, what are you doing among all these bour- 
geois 2?” 

“‘ Livarot!” cried Antragues. ‘‘ Mon Dieu, you are 
welcome ; Montjoie and St. Denis, to the rescue !” 

‘‘T heard four hours ago that you were before me, and 
I have been trying to catch you. But what is the matter ; 
do they want to massacre you ?” 

‘*< Yes, they will neither let me in nor out.” 

‘© Gentlemen !” said Livarot, ‘‘ will you please to step 
either to the right or left, and let us pass.” 

‘‘They insult us! kill them!” cried the people. 

‘“‘Oh! thisis Angers’ manners!” said Livarot, drawing 
his sword. 

‘“Yes, you see; unluckily, there are so many of 
them.” 

‘<Tf there were but three of us!” 

‘«* And here is Ribeirac coming.” 

““Do you hear him ?” 
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‘‘T see him. Here, Ribeirac!” 

‘«¢ Are you fighting ? ” cried Ribeirac. 

‘¢Good morning, Livarot ; good morning, Antragues.” 

‘‘ Let us charge them,” said Antragues. 

The bourgeois looked in stupefaction at this reinforce. 
ment that was about to join the attacking party. 

‘‘They are a regiment,” said the captain of the mili- 
tia. 

«This is only the advanced guard,” cried another. 

‘‘ We are fathers of families, and our lives belong to our 
children,” said others, and they all tried to fly, fighting 
with each other to get out of the way. 

At this stage of the affair Bussy and the prince arrived, 
followed by twenty cavaliers, to ascertain the cause of the 
tumult. They were told that it was three incarnate 
devils from Paris who were making all the disturbance. 

«Three men, Bussy ; see who they are.” 

Bussy raised himself in his stirrups, and his quick eye 
soon recognized Livarot. 

‘‘Mort de ma vie, monseigneur,” cried he, “they are 
our friends from Paris who are besieging us.” 

‘““No!” cried Livarot, ‘‘on the contrary, it is these 
people who are killing us.” 

‘¢ Down with your arms, knaves,” cried the Eames ** these 
are friends.” 

‘‘ Friends!” cried the bourgeois, ‘‘ then thes should 
have had the password ; for we have been treating them 
like Pagans and they us like Turks.” 

Livarot, Antragues, and Ribeirac advanced in triumph 
to kiss the duke’s hand. 

‘‘Monseigneur,” said Bussy, ‘‘ how many militia do you 
think there were here ?” 

‘* At least one hundred and fifty.” 

«You have not very famous soldiers, since three men 
beat them.” 

‘True, but I shall have the three men who did beat 
them.” 
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CHAPTER LIX. 


ROLAND. 


THANKs to the reinforcement which had arrived, M. le 
Duc d’Anjou could go where he pleased ; he explored the 
ramparts of the surrounding country and castles. The 
Angevin gentlemen found liberty and amusement at the 
court of the duke, and the three friends were soon intimate 
with many of these nobles, especially those who had pretty 
wives. The general joy was at its height when twenty- 
two riding horses, thirty carriage horses, and forty mules, 
together with litters, carriages and wagons, arrived at 
Angers, all the property of theduke. We mustallow that 
the saddles were not paid for, and that the coffers were 
empty, but still it made a magnificent effect. The duke’s 
reputation for wealth was henceforward solidly established, 
and all the province remained convinced that he was rich 
enough to war against all Europe if need were, therefore 
they did not grudge the new tax which the prince imposed 
upon them. People never mind giving or lending to rich 
people, only to poor ones; therefore the worthy prince 
lived like a patriarch on all the fat of the land. Numer- 
ous cayaliers arrived to offer to him their adhesions, or 
their offers of service. One afternoon, however, about 
four o’clock, M. de Monsoreau arrived on horseback at the 
gates of Angers. He had ridden eighteen leagues that 
day ; therefore his spurs were red, and his horse covered 
with foam, and half dead. They no longer made diffi- 
culties about letting strangers enter, therefore M. de Mon- 
soreau went straight through the city to the palace, ous 
asked for the duke. 

‘He is out reconnoitering,” replied the sentinel. 

«¢ Where ?” 

<‘T do not know.” 

‘‘Diable ! What I have to say to him is very pressing.” 

¢¢ First put your horse in the stable, or he will fall.” 
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«« The advice is good ; where are the stables ? ” 

«¢ As he spokea man approached and asked for his name. 
M. de Monsoreau gave it. The major-domo (for it was 
he) bowed respectfully, for the chief huntsman’s name 
was well known in Anjou. 

“Monsieur,” said he, ‘‘ please to enter and take some 
repose. Monseigneur has not been out more than ten 
minutes, and will not be back till eight o’clock.” 

‘< Right o’clock ! I cannot wait so long; I am the bearer 
of news which cannot be too soon known to his highness. 
Can I not have a horse and a guide ?” 

‘‘There are plenty of horses, but a guideisa different 
thing, for his highness did not say where he was going.” 

“‘ Well, I will take a fresh horse, and try to discover 
him.” 

<< Probably you will hear where he has passed, monsieur.” 

“‘Do they ride fast ?” 

§.O hy 20.” 

«‘ Well, get me a horse then.” 

‘¢ Will monsieur come into the stables and choose one ? 
they all belong to the duke.” Monsoreau entered. Ten 
or twelve fine horses, quite fresh, were feeding from the 
manger, which was filled with grain. 

Monsoreau looked over them, and then said, “‘I will 
take this bay.” 

«Roland ?” 

‘*Ts that his name ? ” 

“Yes, and it is his highness’s favorite horse. M. de 
Bussy gave him to the duke, and it is quite a chance that 
it is here to-day.” 

Ronald was soon saddled, and Monsoreau rode out of 
the stable. 

‘¢In which direction did they start ? ” asked he. 

The man pvinted it out. 

‘* Ma foi!” said Monsoreau, ‘‘ the horse seems to know 
the way.” 

Indeed, the animal set off without being urged, and 
went deliberately out of the city, took a short cut to the 
gate, and then began to accelerate his pace: Monsoreau 
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let him go. He went along the boulevard, then turned 
into a shady lane, which cut across the country, passing 
gradually from a trot to a gallop. 

““Oh!” thought Monsoreau, as they entered the woods, 
‘one would say we were going to Méridor. Can his high- 
ness be there ?” and his face grew black at the thought. 

‘“‘Oh!” murmured he, ‘‘I who was going to see the 
prince, and putting off till to-morrow to see my wife ; 
shall I see them both at the same time ?” 

The horse went on, turning always to the right. 

“‘ We cannot be far from the park,” said he. 

At that moment his horse neighed, and another an- 
swered him. In a minute Monsoreau saw a wall, and a 
horse tied to a neighboring tree. 

«There is some one,” thought he, turning pale. 


CHAPTER LX. 
WHAT M. DE MONSOREAU CAME TO ANNOUNCE. 


As M. de Monsoreau approached, he remarked the di- 
lapidation of the wall; it was almost in steps, and the 
brambles had been torn away, and were lying about. He 
looked at the horse standing there. The animal had a 
saddle-cloth embroidered in silver, and in one corner an 
F. and an A. There was no doubt, then, that it came 
from the prince’s stables ; the letters stood for Frangois 
d’Anjou. The count’s suspicions at this sight became 
real alarm ; the duke had come here, and had come often, 
for, besides the horse waiting there, there was a second 
that knew the way. He tied up his horse near to the 
other, and began to scale the wall. It was an easy task ; 
there were places for both feet and hands, and the branches 
of an oak-tree, which hung over, had been carefully 
cut away. Once up, he saw at the foot ofa tree a blue 
mantilla and a black cloak, and not far off a man and 
woman, walking hand in hand, with their backs turned to 
the wall, and nearly hidden by the trees. Unluckily, with 
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M. de Monsoreau’s weight a stone fell from the wall on 
the crackling branches with a great noise. 

At this noise the lovers must have turned and seen him, 
for the cry of a woman was heard, and arustling of the 
branches as they ran away like startled deer. At this cry, 
Monsoreau felt cold drops on his forehead, for he recog- 
nized Diana’s voice. Full of fury, he jumped over the 
wall, and with his drawn sword in his hand, tried to fol- 
low the fugitives, but they had disappeared, and there 
was not a trace or a sound to guide him. He stopped, 
and considered that he was too much under the influence 
of passion to act with prudence against so powerful a 
rival. Then a sublime idea occurred to him; it was to 
climb back again over the wall, and carry off with his own 
the horse he had seen there. He retraced his stevs to the 
wall and climbed up again ; but on the other side no horse 
was to be seen ; his idea was so good, that before it came 
to him it had come to hisadversary. He uttered a howl 
of rage, clenching his fists, but started off at once on foot. 
In two hours and a half, he arrived at the gates of the city, 
dying with hunger and fatigue, but determined to inter- 
rogate every sentinel, and find out by what gate a man 
had entered with two horses. The first sentinel he ap- 
plied to said that, about two hours before, a horse with- 
out a rider had passed through the gate, and had taken 
the road to the palace ; he feared some accident must have 
happened to his rider. Monsoreau ground his teeth with 
passion, and went on to the castle. There he found great 
life and gaiety, windows lighted up, and animation every- 
where. He went first to the stable, and found his horse 
in the stall he had taken him from ; then, without chang- 
ing his dress, he went to the dining-room. The prince 
and all his gentlemen were sitting round a table magnifi- 
cently served and lighted. The duke, who had been told 
of his arrival, received him without surprise, and told him 
to sit down and sup with him. 

‘* Monseigneur,” replied he, ‘‘I am hungry, tired, and 
thirsty ; but I will neither eat, drink, nor sit down till I 
have delivered my important message.” 
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*¢'You come from Paris ?” 

«< Yes, in great haste.” 

“* Well, speak.” 

Monsoreau advanced, with a smile on his iips and hatreq 
in his heart, and said, ‘‘ Monseigneur, your mother i is ad- 
vancing hastily to visit you.” 

The duke looked delighted. “It is well,” said he; 
‘“*M. de Monsorean, I find you to-day, as ever, a faithful 
servant ; let us continue our supper, gentlemen.” 

Monsoreau sat down with them, but gloomy and pre- 
occupied. He still seemed to see the two figures among 
the trees, and to hear the cry of Diana. 

<< You are overcome with weariness,” said the prince to 
him, ‘‘really, you had better go to bed.” 

“Yes,” said Livarot, ‘‘or he will go to sleep in his 
chair.” 

«‘ Pardon, monseigneur, I am tired out.” 

“Get tipsy,” said Antragues ; ‘‘there is nothing so 
good when you are tired. To your health, count!” 

““You must give us some good hunts,” said Ribeirac, 
“‘you know the country.” 

<¢ You have horses and woods here,” said Antragues. 

«¢ And a wife,” added Livarot. 

<¢ We will hunt a boar, count,” said the prince. 

<¢Oh, yes, to-morrow !” cried the gentlemen. 

‘What do you say, Monsoreau ? ” 

“*T am always at your highness’s orders, but I am too 
much fatigued to conduct a chase to-morrow; besides 
which, I must examine the woods.” 

<¢ And we must leave him time to see his wife,” cried 
the duke. 

‘“¢ Granted,” cried the young men ; ‘‘ we give him twenty- 
four hours to do all he has to do.” 

«Yes, gentlemen, I promise to employ them well.” 

<‘ Now go to bed,” said the duke, and M. de Monsoreau 
bowed, and went out, very happy to escape. 
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CHAPTER LXI. 


HOW THE KING LEARNED THE FLIGHT OF HIS BELOVED 
BROTHER, AND WHAT FOLLOWED. 


WHEN Monsoreau had retired, the repast continued, 
and was more gay and joyous than ever. 

‘‘Now, Livarot,” said the duke, ‘finish the recital of 
your flight from Paris, which Monsoreau interrupted.” 

Livarot began again, but as our title of historian gives 
us the privilege of knowing better than Livarot himself 
what had passed, we will substitute our recital for that of 
the young man. 

Towards the middle of the night Henri III. was awoke 
by an unaccustomed noise in the palace. It was oaths, 
blows on the wall, rapid steps in the galleries, and, amidst 
all, these words continually sounding, ‘‘ What will the 
king say ?” 

Henri sat up and called Chicot, who was asleep on the 
couch. 

Chicot opened one eye. 

‘‘ Ah, you were wrong to call me, Henri,” said he; ‘‘ I 
was dreaming that you had a son.” 

«* But listen.” 

“To what? You say enough follies to me by day, 
without breaking in on my nights.” 

‘But do you not hear ?” 

«© Oh, oh! I do hear cries.” 

‘© Do you hear, ‘ What will the king say ?’” 

‘It is one of two things—either your dog Narcissus is 
ill, or the Huguenots are taking their revenge for St. 
Bartholomew.” 

‘Help me to dress.” 

“Tf you will first help me to get up.” 

«« What a misfortune !” sounded from the antechamber. 

«¢ Shall we arm ourselves ? ” said the king. 

‘«We had better go first and see what is the matter.” 
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And almost immediately they went out by the secret door 
into the gallery. ‘I begin to guess,” said Uhicot ; ‘‘ your 
unlucky prisoner has hanged himself.” 

‘Oh, no; it cannot be that.” 

“So much the worse.” 

“‘Come on ;” and they entered the duke’s chamber. 

The window was open, and the ladder still hung from it. 
Henri grew as pale as death. 

‘« Oh, my son, you are not so blasé as I thought !” said 
Chicot. 

‘«* Escaped !” cried Henri, in such a thundering voice 
that all the gentlemen who were crowded round the window 
turned in terror. Schomberg tore his hair, Quelus and 
Maugiron struck themselves like madmen ; as for D’Eper- 
non, he had vanished. This sight calmed the king. 

‘‘ Gently, my son,” said he, laying hold of Maugiron. 

“‘No! mordieu !” cried he, “I will kill myself!” and 
he knocked his head against the wall. 

‘¢ Hola! help me to hold him.” 

“It would be an easier death to pass your sword through 
your body !” said Chicot. 

“‘Quelus, my child,” said the king, ‘‘you will be as 
blue as Schomberg when he came out of the indigo.” 

Quelus stopped, but Schomberg still continued to tear 
at his hair. 

‘‘ Schomberg, Schomberg, a little reason, I beg.” 

‘¢It is enough to drive one mad ! ” 

‘‘Indeed, it is a dreadful misfortune; there will be a 
civil war in my kingdom. Who did it—who furnished the 
ladder ? Mordieu! I will hang all the city! Who was 
it? Ten thousand crowns to whoever will tell me his 
name, and one hundred thousand to whoever will bring 
him to me, dead or alive!” 

‘‘It must have been some Angevin,” said Mangiron. 

<¢Oh yes! we will kill all the Angevins!” cried Quelus. 

However, the kings uddenly disappeared; he had 
thought of his mother, and, without saying a word, went 
to her. When he entered, she was half lying in a great 
armchair. She heard the news without answering. 

20 
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‘¢Yor say nothing, mother. Does not this flight seem 
to you criminal, and worthy of punishment ?” 

«‘ My dear son, liberty is worth as much asa crown; 
and remember, I advised you to fly in order to gain a 
crown.” 

‘“My mother, he braves me—he outrages me!” 

‘“No ; he only saves himself.” 

«‘ Ah! this is how you take my part.” 

«What do you mean, my son ?” 

“‘T mean that with age the feelings grow calm—that 
you do not love me as much as you used to do.” 

“You are wrong, my son,” said Catherine coldly ; 
‘you are my beloved son, but he of whom you complain 
is also my son.” 

‘‘ Well, then, madame, I will go to find other counsel- 
ors capable of feeling for me and of aiding me.” 

“*Go, my son; and may God guide your counselors, 
for they will have need of it to aid you in this strait.” 

«* Adieu, then, madame ! ” 

<¢ Adieu, Henri! I do not pretend to counsel you—you 
do not need me, I know—but beg your counselors to re- 
flect well before they advise, and still more before they 
execute.” 

«Yes, madame, for the position is difficult.” 

‘Very grave,” replied she, raising her eyes to heaven. 

‘Have you any idea who it was that carried him off ?” 

Catherine did not reply. 

«T think it was the Angevins,” continued the king. 

Catherine smiled scornfully. 

‘The Angevins !” 

«‘ You do not think so ?” 

<©Do you, really ?” 

“Tell me what you think, madame.” 

«¢ Why should I?” 

“To enlighten me.” 

«‘ Enlighten you! Iam but adoting old woman, whose 
only influence lies in her prayers and repentance.” 

‘“No, mother; speak, you. are the cleverest of us 
all.” 
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«Useless ; I have only ideas of the last century ; at my 
age it is impossible I should give good counsel.” 

“Well, then, mother, refuse me your counsel, deprive 
me of your aid. In an hour I will hang all the Angevins 
in Paris.” 

‘Hang all the Angevins!” cried Catherine, in amaze- 
ment. 

«‘ Yes, hang, slay, massacre, burn ; already, perhaps, 
my friends are out to begin the work.” 

«‘They will ruin themselves, and you with them.” 

“« How so 2?” 

‘Blind! Will kings eternally have eyes, and not 
see ?” 

*‘Kings must avenge their injuries, it is but justice, 
and in this case all my subjects will rise to defend me.” 

**You are mad.” 

Sow by go 2” 

“© You will make oceans of blood flow. The standard 
of revolt will soon be raised; and you will arm against 
you a host who never would rise for Frangois.” 

‘*But if I do not revenge myself they will think I am 
afraid.” 

«Did any one ever think I wasafraid ? Besides, it was 
not the Angevins.” 

‘“‘ Who was it then? it must have been my brother’s 
friends.” 

‘Your brother has no friends.” 

“ But who was it then ?” 

«¢ Your enemy.” 

‘‘What enemy ?” 

‘QO! my son, you know you have never had but one ; 
yours, mine, your brother Charles’s ; always the same.” 

‘‘ Henri of Navarre, you mean ?” 

“Yes, Henri of Navarre.” 

“He is not at Paris.” 

‘“Do you know who is at Paris, and who is not? No, 
you are all deaf and blind.” 

“Can it have been he ?” 

“‘My son, at every disappointment you meet with, at 
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every misfortune that happens to you of which the author 
is unknown, do not seek or conjecture ; it is useless. Ory 
out, it is Henri of Navarre, and you will be sure to be 
right. Strike on the side where he is, and you will be 
sure to strike right. Oh! that man, that man ; he is the 
sword suspended over the head of the Valois.” 

‘‘Then you think I should countermand my orders 
about the Angevins ?” 

«¢ At once, without losing an instant. Hasten ; perhaps 
you are already too late.” 

Henry flew out of the Louvre to find his friends, but 
found only Chicot drawing figures in the sand with a stone. 


CHAPTER LXII. 


HOW, AS CHICOT AND THE QUEEN MOTHER WERE AGREED, 
THE KING BEGAN TO AGREE WITH THEM. 


‘Ts this how you defend your king ?” cried Henri. 
«Yes, it is my manner, and I think it is a good one.” 
““Good, indeed !” 

‘“*T maintain it, and I will prove it.” 

**T am curious to hear this proof.” 

‘Tt iseasy ; but first, we have committed a great folly.” 

** How so?” cried Henri, struck by the agreement be- 
tween Chicot and his mother. 

“Yes,” replied Chicot, ‘‘your friends are crying 
through the city, ‘ Death to the Angevins !’ and now that 
I reflect, it was never proved that they had anything to do 
with the affair. And your friends, crying thus through 
the city, will raise that nice little civil war of which MM. 
de Guise have so much need, and which they did not 
succeed in raising for themselves. Besides which, your 
friends may get killed, which would not displease me, I 
confess, but which would afflict you, or else they will 
chase all the Angevins from the city, which will please 
M. d@’Anjou enormously.” 
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«Do you think things are so bad ? ” 

‘Yes, if not worse. 

“* But all this does not explain what you do here, sitting 
on a stone.” 

“I am tracing a plan of all the provinces that your 
brother will raise against you, and the number of men 
each will furnish to the revolt.” 

*‘Chicot, Chicot, you are a bird of bad augury.” 

“The owl sings at night, my son, it is his hour. Now 
it is dark, Henri, so dark that one might take the day for 
the night, and I sing what you ought to hear. Look!” 

“* At what ?” 

“*My geographical plan. Here is Anjou, something 
like a tartlet, you see; there your brother will taxe refuge. 
Anjou, well managed, as Monsoreau and Bussy will manage 
it, will alone furnish to your brother ten thousand com- 
batants.” 

“*Do you think so?” 

“That is the minimum ; let us pass to Guyenne ; here 
it is, this figure like a calf walking on one leg. Of course, 
you will not be astonished to find discontent in Guyenne ; 
it is an old focus for revolt, and will be enchanted to rise. 
They can furnish 8,000 soldiers; that is not much, but 
they are well trained. Then we have Béarn and Navarre ; 
yousee these two compartments, which look like an ape 
on the back of an elephant—they may furnish about 
16,000. Let us count now—10,000 for Anjou, 8,000 for 
Guyenne, 16,000 for Béarn and Navarre ; making a total 
of 34,000.” 

‘©You think, then, that the King of Navarre will join 
my brother ?” 

“JT should think so.” 

“Do you believe that he had anything to do with my 
brother’s escape ?” 

Chicot looked at him. ‘‘ That is not your own idea, 
Henri.” 

“Why not ?” 

‘*Tt is too clever, my son.” 

*‘ Never mind whose idea it was; answer my question.” 
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«‘ Well! I heard a ‘Ventre St. Gris’ in the Rue de la 
Ferronnerie.” 

‘© You heard a‘ Ventre St. Gris!’ But it might not 
have been he.” 

“T saw him.” 

‘¢ You saw Henri of Navarre in Paris ? ” 

eas 

<‘ You saw my mortal enemy here, and did not tell me ?” 

‘Tam not aspy. ‘Then there are the Guises ; 20,000 
or 25,000 men under the orders of the Duc de Guise will 
make up altogether a nice little army.” 

‘““But Henri of Navarre and the Ducde Guise are 
enemies. ” 

‘Which will not prevent them from uniting against 
you ; they will be free to fight with each other when they 
have conquered you.” 

‘You are right, Chicot, and my mother is right. I 
will call the Swiss.” 

“Oh, yes! Quelus has got them.” 

‘ My guards, then.” 

‘‘Schomberg has them.” 

<‘My household at least.” 

‘« They have gone with Maugiron.” 

‘Without my orders ?” 

‘« And when do you ever give orders, except, perhaps, 
to flagellate either your own skin, or that of others ? —But 
about government.—Bah ! allow me to observe that you 
have been a long time finding out that you rank seventh 
or eighth in this kingdom.” 

‘‘ Here they are!” cried the king, as three cavaliers 
approached, followed by a crowd of men on foot and on 
horseback. 

<‘Schomberg ! Quelus! come here,” cried the king. 

They approached. 

“‘T have been seeking you, and waiting for you im- 
patiently. What have you done? Do not go away.again 
without my permission.” 

‘«« There is no more need,” said Maugiron, who now ap- 
proached, ‘‘ since all is finished, 7 
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‘« All is finished ? ” 

‘* Heaven be praised,” said D’Epernon, appearing all 
at once, no one knew from whence. 

*«'Then you have killed them ?” cried the king ; ‘ well, 
at least the dead do not return.” 

*‘Oh! we had not that trouble ; the cowards ran away, 
we had scarcely time to cross our swords with them.” 

Henri grew pale. ‘‘ With whom ?” said he. 

‘With Antragues ?” 

*¢On the contrary, he killed a lackey of Quelus’s.” 

**Oh!” murmured the king, ‘here is a civil war lighted 
up. 29 

Quelus started. ‘It is true,” said he. 

“«“Ah” said Chicot. ‘*‘ You begin to perceive it, do 
you ?” 

‘But, M. Chicot, you cried with us, ‘Death to the 
Angevins !’” 

“Oh! that is a different thing ; I ama fool, and you 
are clever men.” 

‘Come, peace, gentlemen ; we shall have enough of 
war soon.” 

<¢ What are your majesty’s orders ? ” 

««That you employ the same ardor in calming the people 
as you have done in exciting them, and that you bring 
back all the Swiss, my guards, and my household, and 
have the doors of the Louvre closed, so that perhaps to- 
morrow the bourgeois may take the whole thing for a sortie 
of drunken people.” 

The young men went off, and Henri returned to his 
mother. 

‘‘ Well,” said she, ‘‘ what has passed ? ” 

‘* All you foresaw, mother.” 

«They have escaped ?” 

“* Alas | yes.” 

«¢ What else ?” 

<‘Ts not that enough ? ” 

“The city ?” 

‘*Ts in tumult; but that is not what disquiets me.’ 

«* No, it is the provinces.” 


3 


812 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 


‘¢ Which will revolt.” 

‘¢ What shall you do?” 

“‘T see but one thing.” 

‘© What is that ?” 

«« To withdraw the army from La Charité, and march on 
Anjou.” 

«* And M. de Guise ?” 

«© Oh, I will arrest him if necessary.” 

«‘ And you think violent measures will succeed ?” 

‘What can I do, then ?” 

‘¢ Your plan will not do.” 

«Well, what is your idea ?” 

«¢Send an ambassador.” 

<«©To whom ?” 

<¢To your brother.” 

‘*An ambassador to that traitor! You humiliate me, 
mother.” 

<‘This is not a moment to be proud.” 

‘¢ An ambassador will ask for peace ?” 

“¢ Who will buy it if necessary.” 

‘‘ With what ? mon Dieu !” 

“Tf it were only to secure quietly, afterwards, those 
who have gone to make war on you.” 

‘©T would give much for that.” . 

«Well, then, the end is worth the means.” 

‘<< T believe you are right, mother; but whom shall I send?” 

‘Seek among your friends.” 

‘My mother, Ido not know a single man to whom I 
could confide such a mission.” 

“* Confide it to a woman, then.” 

‘‘My mother, would you consent ?” 

‘‘My son, I am very old, and very weak, and death will 
perhaps await me on my return; but I will make this 
journey so rapidly that your brother and his friends will 
not have had time to learn their own power.” 

“Oh, my good mother!” cried Henri, kissing her 
hands, ‘‘ you are my support, my benefactress ! ” 

«‘That means that I am still Queen of France,” mur- 
mured she, 
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CHAPTER LXIIL 


IN WHICH IT IS PROVED THAT GRATITUDE WAS ONE OF 
ST. LUC’S VIRTUES. 


THE next morning, M. de Monsoreau rose early, and 
descended into the courtyard of the palace. He entered 
the stable, where Roland was in his place. 

‘‘ Are the horses of monseigneur taught to return to 
their stable alone?” asked he of the man who stood 
there. 

“© No, M. le Comte.” 

<‘ But Roland did so yesterday.” 

‘‘ Oh, he is remarkably intelligent.” 

‘« Has he ever done it before ?” 

‘*No, monsieur; he is generally ridden by the Duc 
d’Anjou, who is a good rider, and never gets thrown.” 

<‘T was not thrown,” replied the count, ‘‘ for I also am 
a good rider; no, I tied him to a tree while I entered a 
house, and at my return he had disappeared. I thought 
he had been stolen, or that some passer-by had played a 
bad joke by carrying him away; that was why I asked 
how he returned to the stable.” 

‘< He returned alone, as monsieur said just now.” 

«Tt is strange. Monseigneur often rides this horse, yov 
say ?” 

‘« Nearly every day.” 

‘¢ His highness returned late last night ?” 

<¢ About an hour before you.” 

‘¢ And what horse did he ride ? was it a bay with a white 
star on his forehead ?” 

** No, monsieur, he rode Isolin, which you see here.” 

«¢ And in the prince’s escort is there any one who rides 
such a horse as I describe ?” 

<« T know of no one.” 

‘‘ Well,” said Monsoreau, impatiently, ‘‘saddle me 
Roland.” . 
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** Roland ?” 

‘Yes, are there any orders against it ?” 

«No; on the contrary, I was told to let you have any 
horse you pleased.” 

When Roland was saddled, Monsoreau said to the man, 
«‘ What are your wages ?” 

«“ Twenty crowns, monsieur.” 

‘‘ Will you earn ten times that sum at once?” 

“‘T ask no better. But how ?” 

‘« Find out who rode yesterday the horse I described.” 

‘¢ Ah, monsieur, what you ask is very difficult, there are 
so many gentlemen come here.” 

“Yes, but two hundred crowns are worth some 
trouble.” 

“Certainly, M. le Comte, and I will do my best to dis- 
cover.” 

‘‘That is right, and here are ten crowns to encourage 
you.” 

<‘Thanks, M. le Comte.” 

‘‘ Well, tell the prince I have gone to reconnoiter the 
wood for the chase.” 

As he spoke he heard steps behind him, and turned. 
«‘ Ah, M. de Bussy!” he cried. 

«“ Why, M. le Comte, who would have thought of seeing 
you here!” 

«¢ And you, who they said was so ill.” 

‘So Iam; my doctor orders absolute rest, and for a 
week I have not left the city. Ah! you are going to ride 
Roland; I sold him to the duke, who is very fond of him.” 

‘* Yes, he is an excellent animal ; I rode him yesterday.” 

‘‘Which makes you wish for him again to-day ? ” 

F< VY epi?” 

«‘ You were speaking of a chase.” 

«Yes, the prince wishes for one.” 

«¢ Whereabouts is it to be ?” 

“Near Méridor. Will you come with me ?” 

“‘No, thank you, I do not feel well.” 

“Oh!” cried a voice from behind, ‘“‘there is M. de 
Bussy out without permission.” 
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«‘ Ah! there is my doctor scolding. Adieu, comte.” 

Bussy went away, and Monsoreau jumped into the saddle. 

‘* What is the matter ?”’ said Rémy ; “ you look so pale, 
I believe you are really ill.” 

“*Do you know where he is going ?” 

eS NOS 

“*To Méridor.” 

“‘ Well, did you hope he would not ?” 

*“Mon Dieu ! what will happen, after what he saw yes- 
terday ?” 

**Madame de Monsoreau will deny everything.” 

“«« But he saw her.” 

‘She will say he did not.” 

*‘She will never have the courage. ” 

“Oh, M. de Bussy, is it possible you do not know 
women better than that ! ” 

“Rémy, I feel very ill.” 

“So I see. Go home, and I will prescribe for you.” 

“¢ What ?” 

‘« A slice of fowl and ham, and some lobster.” 

“*Oh, I am not hungry.” 

“‘The more reason I should order you to eat.” 

“Rémy, I fear that that wretch will make a great scene 
at Méridor. I ought to have gone with him when he 
asked me.” 

<‘ What for ?” 

<*To sustain Diana.” 

“Oh, she will sustain herself. Besides, you ought not 
to be out ; we agreed you were too ill.” 

“*T could not help it, Rémy, I was so unquiet.” 

Rémy carried him off, and made him sit down to a 
good breakfast. 

M. de Monsoreau wished to see if it were chance or 
habit that had led Roland to the park wall ; therefore he 
left the bridle on his neck. Roland took precisely the 
same road as on the previous day, and before very long M. 
de Monsoreau found himself in the same spot as before. 
Only now the place was solitary, and no horse was there. 
The count climbed the wall again, but no one was to be 
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seen ; therefore, judging that it was useless to watch for 
people on their guard, he went on tothe park gates. The 
baron, seeing his son-in-law coming over the drawbridge, 
advanced ceremoniously to meet him. Diana, seated 
under a magnificent sycamore, was reading poetry, while 
Gertrude was embroidering at her side. The count, see- 
ing them, got off his horse, and approached them. 

‘‘Madame,” said he, “ will you grant me the favor of 
"an interview ?” 

‘«« Willingly, monsieur.” 

' «What calm, or rather what perfidy!” thought the 
count. 

‘*Do you do usthe honor of remaining at thechat ?” 
asked the baron. 

<‘ Yes, monsieur, until to-morrow, at least.” 

The baron went away to give orders, and Diana reseated 
herself, while Monsoreau took Gertrude’s chair, and, with 
a look sufficient to intimidate most people, said : 

«* Madame, who was in the park with you yesterday ?” 

‘¢ At what time ? ” said Diana, in a firm voice. 

SOME SUX, 

«* Where ?” 

«* Near the copse.” 

‘“Tt must have been some one else, it was not I.” 

“‘It was you, madame.” 

«¢ What do you know about it ?” 

‘«Tell me the man’s name !” cried Monsoreau, furiously. 

“What man ? ” 

««The man who was walking with you.” 

“*T cannot tell, if it was some other woman.” 

“* Tt was you, I tell you.” 

*‘ You are wrong, monsieur.” 

‘* How dare you deny it? I saw you.” 

*¢ You, monsieur ? ” ; 

‘‘Yes, madame, myself. And there is no other lady 
here.” 

«You are wrong again ; there is Jeanne de Brisgac.” 

“‘ Madame de St. Luc ?” 

“« Yes, my friend.” 
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*¢ And M. de St. Luc ?” 

‘* Never leaves her ; theirs was a love-match ; yon must 
have seen them.” 

“Tt was not them ; it was you, with some man whom I 
do not know, but whom I will know, I swear. I heard 
your cry.” 

‘* When you are more reasonable, monsieur, I shall be 
ready to hear you ; at present I will retire.” 

“* No, madame, you shall stay.” 

‘Monsieur, here are M. and Madame de St. Luc, I 
trust you will contain yourself.” 

Indeed, M. and Madame de St. Luc approached. She 
bowed to Monsoreau, and St. Luc gave him his hand ; 
then, leaving his wife to Monsoreau, took Diana, and 
after a walk they returned, warned by the bell for dinner, 
which was early at Méridor, as the baron preserved the 
old customs. The conversation was general, and turned 
naturally on the Duc d’Anjou, and the movement his 
arrival had caused. Diana sat far from her husband, 
between St. Luc and the baron. 


CHAPTER LXIV. 
THE PROJECT OF M. DE ST. LUC. 


WHEN the repast was over, Monsoreau took St. Luc’s 
arm and went out. ‘‘Do you know,” said he, * that I 
am very happy to have found you here, for the solitude of 
Méridor frightened me.” 

‘‘ What, with your wife ? As for me, with such a com- 
panion I should find a desert delightful.” 

<T do not say no, but still i 

“Still, what ?” 

‘*T am very glad to have met you here.” 

‘Really, monsieur, you are very polite, for I cannot 
believe that you could possibly fear ennui with such a 
companion, and such a country.” 

«‘ Bah! I pass half my life in the woods.” 

‘«¢The more reason for being fond of them, it seems to 
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me. I know I shall be very sorry to leave them; un- 
luckily, I fear I shall be forced to do so before long.” 

«© Why so?” 

‘“*Qh! monsieur, when is man the arbiter of his own 
destiny ? He is like the leaf of the tree, which the wind 
blows about. You are very fortunate.” 

** Fortunate ; how ? ” 

“To live amongst these splendid trees.” 

“Oh! I do not think I shall stay here long ; Iam not - 
so fond of nature, and I fear these woods ; I think they are 
not safe.” 

«‘ Why ? on account of their loneliness, do you mean ?” 

‘No, not that, for I suppose you see friends here.” 

<¢ Not a soul.” 

‘Ah! really. How long is it since you had any 
visitor ?” 

“* Not since I have been here.” 

<‘ Not one gentleman from the court at Angers ?” 

“Not one.” 

‘<«Tmpossible.” 

“* Tt is true.” 

«Then I am wrong.” 

«Perfectly ; but why is not the park safe, are there 
bears here ?” 

S\Oh,no.” 

“© Wolves ?” 

“No.” 

«¢ Robbers ?” 

“Perhaps. Tell me, monsieur, Madame de St. Lue 
seemed to me very pretty ; is she not ?” 

“‘ Why, yes.” 

«Does she often walk in the park ? ” 

«Often ; she adores the woods, like myself.” 

*¢ And do you accompany her ?” 

<< Always.” 

‘Nearly always ? ” 

«What the devil are you driving at ?” 

‘‘Oh; mon Dieu, nothing ; or, at least, a trifle.” 

“*T listen.” 
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«They told me——” 

“Well 2?” 

«You will not be angry ?” 

«‘T never am so.” 

“‘ Besides, between husbands, these confidences are 
right; they told me a man had been seen wandering in 
the park.” 

‘A man.” 

- Ves, | 

“ Who came for my wife?” 

‘©Oh! I do not say that.” 

‘‘ You would be wrong not to tell me, my dear Monso- 
reau. Who saw him ? pray tell me.” 

“Oh! to tell you the truth, I do not think it was for 
Madame de St. Luc that he came.” 

“< For whom, then ?” 

‘Ah! I fear it is for Diana.” 

‘*Oh! I should like that better.” 

«What ?” 

“Certainly ; you know we husbands are an egotistical 
set. very one for himself, and God for us all.” 

“‘ The devil rather.” 

“Then you think a man entered here ?” 

“‘T think so.” 

«¢ And I do more than think,” said St.Lue, “ forI saw 
him.” 

<¢ You saw aman in the park ?” 

<< Yes.” 

«When ?” 

*« Yesterday.” 

«Alone ?” 

«‘ With Madame de Monsoreau.” 

«Where ?” 

“« Just here to the left.” Andas they had walked down 
to the old copse, St. Luc pointed out the spot where Bussy 
always came over. 

«Ah !” continued he, “here is a wall in a bad state ; 
I must warn the baron.” 

‘© Whom do you suspect ?” 
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<¢Of what ?” 

«Of climbing over here to talk to my wife.” 

St. Luc seemed to reflect. 

“‘Diable !” said he, “it could only have been a 

*¢ Whom ?” 

“* Why, yourself.” 

‘¢ Are you joking, M. de St. Luc ?” 

“‘Ma foi, no; when I was first married I did such 
things.” 

‘‘Come ! you are trying to put me off ; but do not fear, 
I have courage. Help me to seek, you will do me an im- 
mense favor.” 

St. Luc shook his head. ‘‘It must have been you,” 
said he, 

‘Do not jest, I beg of you; the thing is serious.” 

«* Do you think so?” 

<¢T am sure of it.” 

“‘Oh! and how does this man come ?” 

«« Secretly.” 

“Often ?” 

**T fear so; look at the marks in the wall.” 

“* Well, I suspected it, but I always fancied it was you.” 

“But I tell you, no!” 

“Oh, I believe you, my dear sir.” 

“Well, then——” 

«‘Tt must have been some one else.” 

Monsoreau began to look black, but St. Luc preserved 
his easy nonchalance. 

«<T have an idea,” said he, 

““'Tellime;” 

«Tf it were——” 

«Well 1” 

«But, no.” 

“ Pray speak.” 

**The Duc d’Anjou.” 

**T thought so at first, but I have made inquiries, and 
it could not have been he.” 

‘Oh! he is very cunning.” 

** Yes, but it was not he.” 
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*¢ Wait, then.” 

“Well!” 

“I have another idea; if it was neither you nor the 
duke, it must have been I.” 

SOY OU Fhe 

«¢ Why not ?” 

**'You to come on horseback to the outside of the park, 
when you live inside !” 

‘©Oh, mon Dieu! I am such a capricious being.” 

<* You, who fled away when you saw me!” 

“©Oh! any one would do that.” 

‘‘Then you were doing wrong,’ 
longer able to keep in his anger. 

“* T do not say so.” 

«¢ You are mocking me,” cried the count, growing very 
pale, ‘‘and have been doing so for a quarter of an hour.” 

‘You are wrong, monsieur,” said St. Luc, drawing out 
his watch, and looking steadily at him; ‘‘it has been 
twenty minutes.” 

** You insult me.” 

«¢And you insult me with your questions like a con- 
stable.” 

«* Ah ! now I see clearly.” 

‘‘ How wonderful, at ten o’clock in the morning. But 
what do you see ?” 

“*T see that you act in concert with the traitor, the 
coward, whom I saw yesterday.” 

**T should think so ; he is my friend.” 

«Then I will kill you in his place.” 

‘Bah! in your own house, and without crying, gare. 
Ah! M. de Monsoreau, how badly you have been brought 
up, and how living among beasts spoils the manners.” 

“Do you not see that I am furious?” howled the 
count. 

‘¢ Yes, indeed, I do see it, and it does not become you 
at all; you look frightful.” 

The count drew his sword. 

‘© Ah!” said St. Luc, *‘ you try to provoke me; you see 
I am perfectly calm.” 

21 


” cried the count, no 
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‘Yes, I do provoke you.” 

“‘Take the trouble to get over the wall; on the other 
side we shall be on neutral ground.” 

‘<What do I care !” 

‘©T do; I do not want to kill you in your own house.” 

“‘ Very well!” said Monsoreau, climbing over. 

‘“Take care ; pray do not hurt yourself, my dear count ; 
those stones are loose,” said St. Luc. Then he also got 
over. 


CHAPTER LXV. 


HOW M. I ST. LUC SHOWED M. DE MONSOREAU THE 
THRUST THAT THE KING HAD TAUGHT HIM, 


“* ARE you ready ?” cried Monsoreau. 

‘* No; I have the sun in my eyes.”” 

‘¢ Move then ; I warn you I shall kill you.” 

‘‘ Shall you really ? Well, man proposes, and God dis- 
poses. Look at that bed of poppies and dandelions.” 

“Well!” 

“¢ Well, I mean to lay you there.” And he laughed as 
he drew his sword. Monsorean began the combat furi- 
ously, but St. Luc parried his thrusts skilfully. 

‘“«Pardieu ! M. de Monsoreau,” said he, ‘‘ you use your 
sword very well; you might kill any one but Bussy or 
me.” 

Monsoreau grew pale. 

‘* As for me,” continued St. Luc, ‘‘ the king, who loves 
me, took the trouble to give me a great many lessons, 
and showed me, among other things, a thrust, which you 
shall see presently. I tell you, that you may have the 
pleasure of knowing you are killed by the king’s method ; 
it is very flattering.” And then suddenly he rushed 
furiously on Monsorean, who, half wild with rage as he 
was, parried five thrusts, but received the sixth full in his 
chest. 

“Ah!” said St. Luc, ‘you will fall just where I told 
you,” as Monsoreau sank down on the poppies. Then, 
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wiping his sword, he stood quietly by, watching the 
changes which came over the face of the dying man. 

“Ah, you have killed me !” cried Monsoreau. 

“‘T intended to do so, but now I see you dying, devil 
take me if I am not sorry for what I have done. You are 
horribly jealous, it is true, but you were brave. Have 
you any last wish ? If so, tell it to me; and, on the faith 
of a gentleman, it shall be executed. Are you thirsty ? 
Shall I get you water ?” 

Monsoreau did not reply. He turned over with his face 
to the earth, biting the ground, and struggling in his 
vlood. Then he tried to raise his head, but fell back 
with a groan. 

**Come, he is dead ; let me think no more about him. 
Ah! but that is not so easy, when you have killed a man.” 
And jumping back over the wall, he went to the chateau. 
The first person he saw was Diana talking to his wife. 

“How well she will look in black,” thought he. Then, 
approaching them, ‘‘ Pardon me,” said he, “but may I 
say a few words to Jeanne ?” 

‘Do so; I will go to my father.” 

‘“What is it?” said Jeanne, when Diana was gone; 
“you look rather gloomy.” 

OW hy. Ves, 2 

«* What has happened ?” 

‘*Oh, mon Dieu! an accident.” 

<Toyou.?” 

«<< Not precisely to me, but to a person who was near me.” 

“ Who was it ?” 

‘¢ The person I was walking with.” 

«<M. de Monsoreau ?” 

** Alas! yes; poor dear man.” 

* What has happened to him ?” 

‘*I believe he is dead.” 

“Dead!” cried Jeanne, starting back in horror. 

<¢ Just so.” 

«‘ He who was here just now talking 

«* Yes, that is just the cause of his death ; he talked too 
much.” 
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“St. Luc, you are hiding something from me!” cried 
Jeanne, seizing his hands. 

“IT! Nothing; not even the place where he lies.” 

«¢ Where is it ?” 

‘‘ Down there behind the wall; just where Bussy used 
to tie his horse.” 

“‘It was you who killed him.” 

‘‘ Parbleu! that is not very difficult to discover.” 

“Unlucky that you are!” 

«Ah, dear friend ! he provoked me, insulted me, drew 
the sword first.” 

«Tt is dreadful! the poor man!” 

“Good ; I was sure of it; before a week is over he will 
be called St. Monsoreau.” 

«But you cannot stay here in the house of the man 
you have killed.” 

‘¢So I thought at once, and that is why I came to ask 
you to get ready.” 

‘¢ He has not wounded you ?” 

“‘ No, I am perfectly unhurt.” 

‘Then, we will go.” 

‘* As quickly as possible, for you know the accident may 
be discovered at any moment.” 

“‘Then Diana is a widow.” 

«That is just what I thought of.” 

«¢ After you killed him ?” 

‘¢ No, before.” 

“Well, I will go and tell her.” 

‘< Spare her feelings.” 

‘* Do not laugh. Meanwhile you get the horses saddled. 
But where shall we go ?” 

coo" Paris,” 

** But the king ?” 

‘Oh! he will have forgotten everything by this time ; 
besides, if there is to be war, as seems probable, he will be 
glad of me. But I must have pen and ink.” 

«For what ?” 

«To write to Bussy ; I cannot leave Anjou without tell- 
ing him why.” 
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‘« No, of course not ; you will find all that you require 
in my room.” St. Luc went in, and wrote,— 


‘“‘DEAR FRIEND, 

‘“‘You will learn, by report, ere long, the accident 
which has happened to M. de Monsoreau ; we had together, 
by the old copse, a discussion on broken-down walls and 
horses that go home alone. In the heat of the argument, 
he fell on a bed of poppies and dandelions so hard that he 
died there. 

‘* Your friend for life, 
‘6 St. Lue. 

«“P, §. As you may think this rather improbable, I 
must add that we had our swords in our hands. I set off 
at once for Paris to make peace with the king, Anjou not 
seeming to me very safe after what has occurred.” 


Ten minutes after a servant set off for Angers with this 
letter, while M. and Madame de St. Luc went out by an- 
other door, leaving Diana much grieved at their depar- 
ture, and much embarrassed how to tell the baron what 
had occurred. She had turned away her eyes from St. 
Lue as he passed. 

«That is the reward for serving your friends,” said he 
to his wife ; ‘‘ decidedly all people are ungrateful except- 
ing me.” 


CHAPTER LXVI. 


IN WHICH WE SEE THE QUEEN-MOTHER ENTER THE TOWN 
OF ANGERS, BUT NOT TRIUMPHANTLY. 


At the same time that M. de Monsoreau fell under the 
sword of St. Luc, a flourish of trumpets sounded at the 
closed gates of Angers. It was Catherine de Medicis, 
who arrived there with rather a large suite. They sent to 
tell Bussy, who rose from his bed, and went to the prince, 
who immediately got into his. Certainly the airs played 
by the trumpets were fine, but they had not the virtue of 
those which made the walls of Jericho fall, for the gates 
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did not open. Catherine leaned out of her litter to show 
herself to the guards, hoping the sight of her would do 
more than the sound of the trumpets. They saw her, and 
saluted her courteously, but did not open the gates. ‘Then 
she sent a gentleman to demand admittance, but they re- 
plied that Angers being in a state of war, the gates could 
not be opened without some necessary formalities. Cath- 
erine was furious. At last Bussy appeared, with five 
other gentlemen. 

‘‘Who is there ?” cried he. 

**It is her majesty the queen mother, who has come to 
visit Angers.” 

“‘Very well, go to the left, and about eighty steps off 
you will find the postern.” 

«© A postern for her majesty!” cried the gentleman. 

But Bussy was no longer there to hear, he and his friends 
had ridden off towards the indicated spot. 

«‘Did your majesty hear ?” asked the gentleman. 

‘Oh! yes, monsieur, I heard ; let us go there, if that 
be the only way to get in.” 

The cortége turned to the left, and the postern opened. 

<* Your majesty is welcome to Angers,” said Bussy. 

«‘Thank you, M. de Bussy,” said the queen, descending 
from her litter, and advancing towards the little door. 
Bussy stopped her. ‘‘ Take care, madame,” said he, ‘‘ the 
door is low, and you will hurt yourself.” . 

«‘Must I then stoop?” replied she; “it is the first 
time I ever entered a city so.” 

Once through the gate she re-entered her litter to go to 
the palace, Bussy and his friends escorting her. 

‘Where is my son?” cried she; “why doI not see 
M. d@’Anjou ?” 

‘* Monseigneur is ill, madame, or else your majesty can- 
not doubt that he would have come himself to do the 
honors of his city.” 

Catherine was sublime in hypocrisy. 

«‘Tll—my poor child, ill!” cried she; “ah! let us 
hasten to him; is he well taken care of ?” 

‘¢'Yes, madame, we do our best.” 
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‘* Does he suffer ?” 

* Horribly, he is subject to these sudden indispositions.” 

‘Tt was sudden, then ?” 

“Mon Dieu! yes, madame.” 

When they arrived at the palace, Bussy ran up first to 
the duke. 

“« Here she is!” cried he. 

“*Ts she furious ?” 

“« Hxasperated.” 

“* Does she complain ?” 

«No, she does worse, she smiles.” 

«What do the people say ?” 

‘«¢ They looked at her in mute terror; now, monseigneur, 
be careful.” 

“‘We stick to war ?” 

‘‘Pardieu, ask one hundred to get ten, and with her 
you will only get five.” 

“*Bah ! you think me very weak. Are you all here ? 
Where is Monsoreau ?” 

“*T believe he is at Méridor.” 

“‘ Her majesty the queen mother!” cried the usher at 
the door. 

Catherine entered, looking pale. The duke made a 
movement to rise, but she threw herself into his arms and 
half stifled him with kisses. She did more—she wept. 

“We must take care,” said Antragues to Ribeirac, 
“each tear will be paid for by blood.” 

Catherine now sat down on the foot of the bed. Ata 
sign from Bussy every one went away but himself. 

«© Will you not go and look after my poor attendants, 
M. de Bussy ? you who areat home here,” said the queen. 

It was impossible not to go, so he replied, “‘I am 
happy to please your majesty,” and he also retired. 

Catherine wished to discover whether her son were 
really ill or feigning. But he, worthy son of such a 
mother, played his part to perfection. She had wept, he 
had a fever. Catherine, deceived, thought him really ill, 
and hoped to have more influence over a mind weakened 
by suffering. She overwhelmed him with tenderness, em- 
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braced him, and wept so much that at last he asked her 
the reason. 

«‘ You have run so great a risk,” replied she. 

“In escaping from the Louvre, mother ?” 

“‘ No, after.” 

“* How so?” 

‘‘Those who aided you in this unlucky escape——” 

“Well ?” 

‘Were your most cruel enemies.” 

‘«She wishes to find out who it was,” thought he. 

‘“‘The King of Navarre,” continued she, ‘‘the eternal 
scourge of our race i 

‘Ah! she knows.” 

‘He boasts of having gained much by it.” 

‘‘That is impossible, for he had nothing to do with it; 
and if he had, I am quite safe, as you see. I have not 
seen the King of Navarre for two years.” 

**Tt was not only of danger I spoke !” 

“‘ Of what, then ?” replied the duke, smiling, as he saw 
the tapestry shake behind the queen. 

«‘The king’s anger,” said she, in a solemn voice ; ‘‘ the 
furious anger which menaces you i 

‘‘This danger is something like the other, madame 3 
he may be furious, but I am safe here.” 

“You believe so?” 

“‘T am sure of it; your majesty has announced it to me 
yourself.” 

‘* How so ?” 

‘* Because if you had been charged only with menaces, 
you would not have come, and the king in that case would 
have hesitated to place such a hostage in my hands,” 

«A hostage ! I!” cried she, terrified. 

«A most sacred and venerable one,” replied the duke, 
with a triumphant glance at the wall. 

Catherine was baffled, but she did not know that Bussy 
was encouraging the duke by signs. 

** My son,” said she at length, “you are quite right ; 
they are words of peace I bring to you.’ 

‘I listen, mother, and I think we shall now begin to 
understand each other.” 
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CHAPTER LXVII. 
LITTLE CAUSES AND GREAT EFFECTS. 


CATHERINE had, as we have seen, had the worst of the 
argument. She was surprised, and began to wonder if 
her son were really as decided as he appeared to be, when 
a slight event changed the aspect of affairs. Bussy had 
been, as we said, encouraging the prince secretly at every 
word that he thought dangerous to his cause. Now his 
cause was war at any price, for he wished to stay in Anjou, 
watch M. de Monsoreau, and visit his wife. The duke 
feared Bussy, and was guided by him. Suddenly, how- 
ever, Bussy felt himself pulled by his cloak ; he turned 
and saw Rémy, who drew him gently towards him. 

‘‘What is it, Rémy ?” said he impatiently. ‘* Why 
disturb me at such a moment ?” 

‘* A letter.” 

«© And for a letter you take me from this important 
conversation.” 

«It is from Méridor.” 

‘Oh! thank you, my good Rémy.” 

‘‘ Then I was not wrong ?” 

“¢Oh, no; where is it ?” 

‘¢That is what made me think it of importance; the 
messenger would only give it to you yourself.” 

‘Ts he here ?” 

“Yes.” 

‘< Bring him in.” 

Rémy opened the door, and a servant entered. 

‘‘ Here is M. de Bussy,” said Rémy. 

“Oh, I know him well,” said the man, giving the 
letter. 

<< Did she give it to you ?” 

“No; M. de St. Luc.” 

As Bussy read, he grew first pale, then crimson. 
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Rémy dismissed the servant, and Bussy, with a be- 
wildered look, held out the letter to him. 

“«See,” said he, ‘‘ what St. Luc has done for me.” 

«‘ Well,” said Rémy, ‘‘ this appears to me to be very 
good and St. Luc is a gallant fellow.” 

«Tt is incredible !” cried Bussy. 

“Certainly ; but that is nothing. Here is our position 
quite changed ; I shall have a Comtesse de Bussy for a 
patient.” 

«< Yes, she shall be my wife. So he is dead.” 

«* So, you see, it is written.” 

«‘Oh, it seems like a dream, Rémy. What! shail I see 
no more that specter, always coming between me and 
happiness ? It cannot be true.” 

“‘Tt is true; read again, ‘he died there. 

‘* But Diana cannot stay at Méridor—I do not wish it ; 
she must go where she will forget him.” 

‘“* Paris will be best ; people soon forget at Paris.” 

“You are right ; we will return to the little house in 
the Rue des Tournelles, and she shall pass there her 
months of widowhood in obscurity.” 

«*But to go to Paris you must have——” 

“What ?” 

«« Peace in Anjou.” 

‘*Trune; oh, mon Dieu! what time lost.” 

‘‘That means that you are going at once to Méridor.” 

“*No, not I, but you ; I must stay here; besides, she 
might not like my presence just now.” 

“* How shall I see her ? Shall I go to the castle ?” 

‘No; go first to the old copse and see if she is there ; 
if she is not then go to the castle.” 

‘¢ What shall I say to her ?” 

‘‘Say that Tam half mad.” And pressing the young 
man’s hand, he returned to his place behind: the tapes- 
try. 

Catherine had been trying to regain her ground. 

«¢ My son,” she had said, ‘‘ it seemed to me that a mother 
and son could not fail to understand each other.” 

** Yet you see that happens sometimes.” 
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‘¢ Never when she wishes it.” 

**When they wish 1, you mean,” said the duke, seek- 
ing a sign of approbation fror:~ Russy for his boldness. 

“But I wish it, my son, >a ar wiilirg to make any 
sacrifices to attain peace.” 

“Oh!” 

«Yes, my dear child. What do you ask ?—what do you 
demand ? Speak.” 

*“Oh, my mother!” said Francois, almost embarrassed 
at his own easy victory. 

«Listen, my son. You do not wish to drown the king- 
dom in blood—it is not possible; you are neither a bad 
Frenchman nor a bad brother.” 

‘My brother insulted me, madame, and I owe him 
_othing, either as my brother or king.” 

«But I, Frangois—you cannot complain of me ?” 

«* Yes, madame, you abandoned me.” 

**Ah! you wish to kill me. Well, a mother does not 
care to live to see her children murder each other!” cried 
Catherine, who wished very much to live. 

“*Oh, do not say that, madame, you tear my heart!” 
cried Francois, whose heart was not torn at all. 

Catherine burst into tears. The duke took her hands, 
and tried to reassure her, not without uneasy glances to- 
wards the tapestry. 

‘«But what do you want or ask for, mother? I will 
listen,” said he. 

<¢T wish you to return to Paris, dear child, to return to 
your brother’s court, who will receive you with open 
arms.” 

“No, madame, it is not he whose arms are open to re- 
ceive me-—it is the Bastile.” 

“*No; return, and on my honor, on my love as a mother, 
I solemnly swear that you shall be received by the king as 
though you were king and he the Duc d’Anjou.” 

The duke looked to the tapestry. 

“ Accept, my son ; you will have honors, guards.” 

‘*Oh, madame, your son gave me guards—his four 
minions !” 
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“Do not reply so; you shall choose your own guards, 
and M. de. Bussy shall be their captain, if you like.” 

Again the duke glanced to the wall, and, to his surprise, 
saw Bussy smiling and applauding by every possible 
method. 

«¢ What is the meaning of this change ?” thought the 
duke; “is it that he may be captain of my guards ? Then 
must I accept ?” said he aloud, as though talking to him- 
self. 

«Yes, yes!” signed Bussy, with head and hands. 

“*Quit Anjou, and return to Paris ?” 

«* Yes!” signed Bussy, more decidedly than ever. 

“‘ Doubtless, dear child,” said Catherine, ‘‘ it is not dis- 
agreeable to return to Paris.” 

‘¢ Well, I will reflect,” said the duke, who wished to 
consult with Bussy. 

«‘T have won,” thought Catherine. 

They embraced once more, and separated. 


CHAPTER LXVIII. 


HOW M. DE MONSOREAU OPENED AND SHUT HIS EYES, 
WHICH PROVED THAT HE WAS NOT DEAD. 


Rémy rode along, wondering in what humor he should 
find Diana, and what he should say to her. He had just 
arrived at the park wall, when his horse, which had been 
trotting, stopped so suddenly that, had he not been a good 
rider, he would have been thrown over his head. Rémy, 
astonished, looked to see the cause, and saw before him 
a pool of blood, and a little further on, a body, lying 
against the wall. ‘‘It is Monsorean!” cried he; “ how 
strange ! he lies dead there, and the blood is down here. 
Ak! there is the track ; he must have crawled there, or 
rather that good M. de St. Luc leaned him up against the 
wall that the blood might not fly to his head. He died 
with his eyes open, too.” 

All at once Rémy started back in horror ; the two eyes, 
that he had seen open, shut again, and a paleness more 
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livid than ever spread itself over the face of the defunct. 
Rémy became almost as pale as M. de Monsoreau, but, as 
he was a doctor, he quickly recovered his presence of 
mind, and said to himself that if Monsoreau moved his 
eyes, it showed he was not dead. ‘‘ And yet I have read,” 
thought he, ‘‘of strange movements after death. This 
devil of a fellow frightens one even after death. Yes, his 
eyes are quite closed; there is one method of ascertaining 
whether he is dead or not, and that is to shove my sword 
into him, and if he does not move, he is certainly dead.” 
And Rémy was preparing for this charitable action, when 
suddenly the eyes opened again. Rémy started back, and 
the perspiration rolled off his forehead as he murmured, 
“He is not dead ; we are in anice position. Yes, but if 
I kill him he will be dead.” And he looked at Monsoreau, 
who seemed also to be looking at him earnestly. 

“Oh!” cried Rémy, ‘‘I cannot do it. God knows that 
if he were upright before me I’ would kill him with all 
my heart ; but as he is now, helpless and three parts dead, 
it would be an infamy.” 

“‘ Help!” murmured Monsoreau, ‘‘ I am dying.” 

“¢Mordieu !” thought Rémy, ‘‘my position is embar- 
rassing. Jama doctor, and, as such, bound to succor 
my fellow-creatures when they suffer. It is true that 
Monsoreau is so ugly that he can scarcely be called a 
fellow-creature, still he is a man. Come, I must forget 
that I am the friend of M. de Bussy, and do my duty as a 
doctor.” 

‘Help!’ repeated the wounded man. 

«‘Here I am,” said Rémy. 

‘Fetch me a priest and a doctor.” 

‘‘The doctor is here, and perhaps he will dispense with 
the priest.” 

«« Rémy,” said Monsorean, ‘‘ by what chance——’ 

Rémy understood all the question might mean. This 
was no beaten road, and no one was likely to come with- 
out particular business. 

<< Pardieu ! ” he replied, ‘‘a mile or two off I met M. de 
St. Luc——” 
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«©Ah! my murderer.” 

«« And he said, ‘ Rémy, go to the old copse, there you 
will find a man dead.’ ” 

<‘Dead ?” 

“‘Yes, he thought so; well, I came here and saw 

ou.” 
ite And now, tell me frankly, am I mortally. wounded ?” 

‘«T will try to find out.” 

Rémy approached him carefully, took off his cloak, his 
doublet and shirt. The sword had penetrated between 
the sixth and seventh ribs. 

‘© Do you suffer much ?” 

‘©In my back, not in my chest.” 

<< Ah, let me see; where ?” 

«‘ Below the shoulder bone.” 

<The steel must have come against a bone.” And he 
began to examine. ‘‘No, 1 am wrong,” said he, ‘the 
sword came against nothing, but passed right through.” 
Monsoreau fainted after this examination. 

“Ah! that is all right,” said Remy, ‘‘syncope, low 
pulse, cold in the hands and legs: Diable ! the widowhood 
of Madame de Monsoreau will not last long, I fear.” 

At this moment a slight bloody foam rose to the lips of 
the wounded man. 

Rémy drew from his pocket his lancet case; then tear- 
ing off a strip from the patient’s shirt, bound it round his 
arm. 

“We shall see,” said he, ‘‘if the blood flows. Ah, it 
does! and I believe that Madame de Monsoreau will not 
be a widow. Pardon, my dear M. de Bussy, but I am a 
doctor.” 

Presently the patient breathed, and opened his eyes. 

“Oh!” stammered he, ‘‘I thought all was over.” 

** Not yet, my dear monsieur; it is even possible = 

“That I live!” 

“Oh, mon Dieu! yes; but let me close the wound. 
Stop; do not move; nature at this moment is aiding my 
work. I make the blood flow, and she stops it. Ah! 
nature is a great doctor, my dear sir. Let me wipe your 
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lips. See the bleeding has stopped already. Good; all 
goes well, or rather badly.” 

“© Badly !” 

‘*No, not for you; but I know what I mean.” 

** You think I shall get well ?” 

“* Alas ! yes.” 

*¢ You are a singular doctor, M. Rémy.” 

*“Never mind, as long as I cure you,” said he, rising 

‘Do not abandon me,” said the count. 

“Ah! youtalk too much. Diable! I ought to tell him 
to cry out.” 

“ What do you mean ?” 

“Never mind; your wound is dressed. Now I will go 
to the castle and fetch assistance.” 

«* And what must I do meanwhile?” 

‘Keep quite still ; do not stir; breathe lightly, and try 
not to cough. Which is the nearest house ?” 

‘The chateau de Méridor.” . 

‘‘ Which is the way to it?” said Rémy, affecting igno- 
rance. 

*“Get over the wall, and you will find yourself in the 
park.” 

“Very well; I go.” 

«*'Thanks, generous man.” 

“* Generous, indeed, if you only knew all.” 

He soon arrived at the chateau, where all the inhabit- 
ants were busy looking for the body of the count ; for 
St. Lue had given them a wrong direction. Rémy came 
among them like a thunderbolt, and was so eager to bring 
them to the rescue, that Diana looked at him with sur- 

rise, 
: “‘T thought he was Bussy’s friend,” murmured she, as 
Rémy disappeared, carrying with him a wheelbarrow, lint 
and water. 
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CHAPTER LXIX. 


HOW M. LEDUC D’ANJOU WENT TO MERIDOR TO CONGRATU- 
LATE MADAME DE MONSOREAU ON THE DEATH OF HER 
HUSBAND, AND FOUND HIM THERE BEFORE HIM. 


As soon asthe duke left his mother, he hastened to 
Bussy to know the meaning of all his signs. Bussy, who 
was reading St. Luc’s letter for the fifth time, received the 
prince with a gracious smile. 

‘‘How ! monseigneur takes the trouble to come to my 
house to seek me.” 

‘‘Yes mordieu, I want an explanation.” 

<‘ From me ?” 

«* Yes, from you.” 

‘«‘T listen, monseigneur.” 

<< You tell me to steel myself against the suggestions of 
my mother, and to sustain the attack valiantly. I do so; 
and in the hottest of the fight you tell me to surrender.” 

‘*T gave you all those charges, monseigneur, because I 
was ignorant of the object for which your mother came ; 
but now that I see that she has come to prema your 
highness’s honor and glory: 

“How ! what do you mean ?” 

“‘Doubtless : what does your highness want? To tri- 
umph over your enemies, do you not? For I do not be- 
lieve, as some people say, that you wish to become King 
of France.” 

The duke looked sullen. 

‘“Some might counsel you to it, but believe me they are 
your most cruel enemies. Consider for yourself, mon- 
seigneur; have you one hundred thousand men—ten 
millions of livres—alliance with foreigners—and, above all, 
would you turn against your king ? ” 

“‘My king did not hesitate to turn against me.” 

“Ah! there you are right. Well! declare yourself— 
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get crowned—take the title of King of France—and if 
you succeed, I ask no better; I should grow great with 
you.” 

«Who speaks of being king ?” cried the duke, angrily ; 
“‘you discuss a question which I have never proposed, 
even to myself.” 

‘Well, then, that is settled. Let them give you a 
guard and five hundred thousand livres. Obtain, before 
peace is signed, a subsidy from Anjou, to carry on the 
war. Once you have it, you can keep it. So, we should 
have arms and money, and we could do——God knows 
what.” 

‘‘ But once they have me at Paris, they will laugh 
at me.” 

‘Oh! impossible, monseigneur ; did you not hear what 
the queen mother offered you ?” 

«‘She offered me many things.” 

‘That disquiets you ?” 

SuYier 2 

«* But, among other things, she offered you a company 
of guards, even if I commanded it.” 

“< Yes, she offered that.” 

“‘ Well, accept ; I will be captain; Antragues and Liv- 
arot lieutenants ; and Ribeirac ensign. Let us get up 
your company for you, and see if they dare to laugh at 
you then.” 

“‘Ma foi! I believe you are right, Bussy ; I will think 
of it.” 

‘*Do so, monseigneur.” 

‘« What were you reading so attentively when I came in ?” 

“Oh! a letter, which interests you still more than 


me. Where the devil were my brains, that I did not show 


it to you ?” 

“« What is it ?” 

‘‘Sad news, monseigneur ; Monsoreau is dead.” 

‘« What !” cried the duke, with a surprise which Bussy 
thought was a joyful one. 

“Dead, monseigneur.” 

«<M. de Monsoreau !” 

22 
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‘‘Mon Dieu ? yes; are we not all mortal ?” 

“Yes; but so suddenly.” 

“Ah! but if you are killed ?” 

‘¢ Then, he was killed ?” 

“‘So it seems; and by St. Luc, with whom he quar- 
reled.” 

“‘Oh, that dear St. Luc!” 

<<T did not think he was one of your highness’s friends.” 

“‘Oh, he is my brother’s, and, since we are to be recon- 
ciled, his friends are mine. But are you sure?” 

«* As sure asl can be. Hereis a letter from St. Luc, an- 
nouncing it ; and have sent Remy, my doctor, to present 
my condolences to the old baron.” 

‘Oh, Monsorean !” cried the prince, with his malig- 
nant smile. 

‘* Why monseigneur, one would say you hated the poor 
count.” 

““No, it was you.” 

“Of course I did; did he not humiliate me through 
you?” 

«“You remember it still.” 

*“But you, monseigneur, whose friend and tool he 
was tb 

‘* Well, well, get my horse saddled, Bussy.” 

“¢ What for ?” 

“To go to Méridor; I wish to pay a visit to Madame 
Monsoreau. I have been projecting one for some time, 
and I do not know why it has not taken place sooner.” 

‘“ Now Monsoreau is dead,” thought Bussy, ‘‘I do not 
care ; I will protect Diana. I will go with him, and see 
her.” 

A quarter of an hour after, the prince, Bussy, and ten 
gentlemen rode to Méridor, with that pleasure which fine . 
‘weather, turf, and youth always inspire in men on horse- 
back. 

The porter at the chateau came to ask the names of the 
visitors. 

“The Duc d’Anjou,” replied the prince. 

The porter blew his horn, and soon windows were opened, 
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and they heard the noise of bolts and bars as the door was 
unfastened, and the old baron appeared on the threshold, 
holding in his hand a bunch of keys. Immediately be- 
hind him stood a lady. 

‘* Ah, there is the beautiful Diana!” cried the duke; 
**do you see her, Bussy ?” 

Diana, indeed, came out of the house, and behind her 
came a litter, on which lay Monsoreau, his eyes shining 
with fever and jealousy as he was carried along. 

‘‘What does this mean?” cried the duke to his com- 
panion, who had turned whiter than the handkerchief 
with which he was trying to hide his emotion. 

“Long live the Duc d’Anjou !” cried Monsoreau, rais- 
ing his hand in the air by a violent effort. . 

*«Take care, you will hurt yourself,” said a voice behind 
him. It was Rémy. 

Surprise does not last long at court, so, with a smile, 
the duke said, ‘‘Oh, my dear count, what a happy sur- 
prise! Do you know we heard you were dead ?” 

«¢Come near, monseigneur, and let me kiss your hand. 
Thank God, not only I am not dead, but I shall live; I 
hope to serve you with more ardor than ever.” 

As for Bussy, he felt stunned, and scarcely dared to 
look at Diana. This treasure, twice lost to him, belonged 
still to his rival. 

«“ And you, M. de Bussy,” said Monsorean, “ receive my 
thanks, for it is almost to you that I owe my life.” 

‘To me!” stammered the young man, who thought the 
count was mocking him. 

‘« Yes, indirectly, it is true, for here is my saviour,” 
said he, turning to Rémy, who would willingly have sunk 
into the earth. Then, :n spite of his signs, which he took 
for precautions to himself, he recounted the care and skill 
which the young doctor had exhibited towards him. 

The duke frowned, and Bussy looked thunders. The 
poor fellow raised his hands to heaven. 

«‘T hear,” continued the count, ‘that Rémy one day 
found you dying, as he found me. Itis a tie of friendship 
between us, M. de Bussy, and when Monsoreau loves, 1¢ 
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loves well; it is true that when he hates, it is also with all 
his heart.” 

“‘Come, then,” said the duke, getting off his horse, 
‘‘deign, beautiful Diana, todo us the honors of the house, 
which we thought to find in grief, but which we find still 
the abode of joy. As for you, Monsoreau, rest—you re- 
quire it.” 

‘‘Monseigneur!” said the count, “‘it shall never be 
said that Monsoreau, while he lived, allowed another to do 
the honors of his house to you; my servants will carry 
me, and wherever you go, I shall follow.” 

Bussy approached Diana, and Monsoreau smiled ; he 
took her hand, and he smiledagain. It was only the duke 
he feared. 

<« Here is a great change, M. le Comte,” said Diana. 

“Alas! why is it not greater !” 


CHAPTER LXX. 


THE INCONVENIENCE OF LARGE LITTERS AND NARROW 
DOORS. 


Bussy did not quit Diana; the smiles of Monsorean 
gave him a liberty which he was only too glad to make 
use of. 

“‘ Madame,” said he to Diana, ‘‘ I am in truth the most 
miserable of men. On the news of his death, I advised 
the prince to return to Paris, and to come to terms with 
his mother ; he did so, and now you remain in Anjou.” 

“Oh, Louis,” replied she, ‘‘ we dare not say that we 
are unhappy ; so many happy days, so many joys—do you 
forget them all ?” 

“‘T forget nothing, madame; on the contrary, I remem- 
ber but too much, and that is why I suffer as I.do at los- 
ing this happiness. What shall I do if I return to Paris, 
a hundred leagues from you? My heart sinks at the 
thought, Diana.” 

Diana looked at him, and saw so much grief in his eyes, 
that she said, ‘‘ Well, if you go to Paris, I will go also.” 
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“‘How! will you quit M. de Monsoreau ?” 

*“No, he would not allow me to doso; he must come 
with us.” 

“Wounded, ill as he is? Impossibl. !” 

“* He will come, I tell you.” And, leaving Bussy, she 
went to the prince. The count frowned dreadfully. 

“‘Monseigneur,” said she, “they say your highness is 
fond of flowers ; if you will come with me, I will show you 
the most beautiful in Anjou.” 

The duke offered her his hand. 

‘Where are you about to take monseigneur ?” asked 
Monsoreau uneasily. 

“« Into the greenhouse.” 

‘¢ Ah! well, carry me there.” 

‘Ma foi!” thought Rémy, ‘I was right not to kill 
him, for he will soon kill himself.” 

Diana smiled on Bussy, and said to him, in a low voice, 
«* Do not let M. de Monsoreau suspect that you are about 
to leave Anjou, and I will manage all.” 

“Good!” said Bussy, and approaching the prince, he 
whispered, ‘‘Do not let Monsoreau know that we intend 
to make peace.” 

“© Why not ?” 

“‘ Because he might tell the queen-mother, to make a 
friend of her.” 

<‘ You suspect him, then ?” 

‘Yes, 1 do.” 

“‘ Well, so do I; I believe he only counterfeited death 
to deceive us.” 

“No, he really received a sword-thrust through his 
body, and but for that fool of a Rémy, he would have 
died ; I believe his soul must be glued to his body.” 

They arrived at the conservatory, and Diana continued 
to smile charmingly on the prince. He passed first, then 
Diana, and Monsoreau wished to follow, but it was impos- 
sible. His litter was too large to go through the door. 
At this sight he uttered a groan. Diana went on quietly, 
without looking at him, but Bussy, who understood her, 
said to him ; 
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‘It is useless to try, M. le Comte, your litter will not 
pass.” 

«‘Monseigneur!” cried Monsoreau, ‘‘do not go into 
that conservatory, some of the flowers exhale dangerous 
perfumes.” 

Then he fainted, and was carried to his room. 

Bussy went to tell Diana what had happened, and she 
' left the duke to go to the castle. 

‘‘Have we succeeded ?” said Bussy to her as she 
passed. 

*¢ T hope so; do not go away without having seen Ger- 
trude.” 

When Monsoreau opened his eyes again, he saw Diana 
standing at his bedside. 

«Ah! it is you, madame,” said he, ‘‘ to-night we leave 
for Paris.” 

Rémy cried out in horror, but Monsoreau paid no atten- 
tion. 

“*Can you think of such a thing, with your wound ?” 
said Diana, quietly. 

‘* Madame, I would rather die than suffer, and were I 
to die on the road, we start to-night.” 

‘«« As you please, monsieur.” 

<¢ Then make your preparations.” 

‘““My preparations are soon made, but may I ask the 
reason of this sudden determination ?” 

«J will tell you, madame, when you have no more flow- 
ers to show to the prince, and when my doors are large 
enough to admit litters.” 

Diana bowed. 

«But, madame——” said Rémy. 

““M. le Comte wishes it,” replied she, ‘‘ and my duty is 
to obey.” And she left the room. 

As the duke was making his adieux to the Baron de 
Méridor, Gertrude appeared, and said aloud to the duke 
that her mistress regretted that she could not have the 
honor of saying farewell to his highness ; and softly to 
Bussy that Diana would set off for Paris that evening. 
As they went home again, the duke felt unwilling to leave 
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Anjou now that Diana smiled on him. Therefore he said, 
“‘T have been reflecting, Bussy,” said he. 

‘*On what, monseigneur ?” 

«« That it is not wise to give in at once to my mother.” 

«You are right, she thinks herself clever enough with- 
out that.” 

‘But by dragging it on for a week, and giving fétes, 
and calling the nobility around us, she will see how strong 
we are.” 

‘Well reasoned, but still——” 

«7 will stay here a week ; depend upon it I shall draw 
new concessions from the queen.” 

Bussy appeared to reflect. ‘* Well, monseigneur,” said 
he, ‘‘ perhaps you are right, but the king, not knowing 
your intentions, may become annoyed ; he is very irasci- 
ble.” 

*¢ You are right, but I shall send some one to the king 
to announce my return in a week.” 

‘Yes, but that some one will run great risks.” 

‘‘Tf I change my mind, you mean.” 

«Yes, and in spite of your promise, you would do so if 
you thought it your interest.” 

<¢ Perhaps.” 

‘* Then they will send your messenger to the Bastile.” 

‘© JT will give him a letter, and not let him know what 
he is carrying.” 

“*On the contrary, give him no letter, and let him 
know.” 

‘¢Then no one will go.” 

‘Oh! I know some one.” 

‘Who P?” 

“ T, myself.” 

Oey cust”? 

‘** Yes, I like difficult negotiations.” 

<¢ Bussy, my dear Bussy, if you will do that, I shall be 
eternally grateful.” 

Bussy smiled. The duke thought he hesitated. 

«*And I will give you ten thousand crowns for your 
journey,” added he. 
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‘Thanks, monseigneur, but these things eannot be paid 
for.” 

‘Then you will go?” 

“Yes.” 

‘“When ?” 

«¢ Whenever you like.” 

«“The sooner the better.” 

“‘'This evening if you wish it.” 

‘¢ Dear Bussy.” 

‘* You know I would do anything for your highness. I 
will go to-night ; you stay here and enjoy yourself, and 
get me something good from the queen-mother.” 

«J will not forget.” 

Bussy then prepared to depart as soon as the signal 
arrived from Méridor. It did not come till the next morn- 
ing, for the count had felt himself so feeble that he had 
been forced to take a night’s rest. But early in the morn- 
ing a messenger came to announce to Bussy that the count 
had set off for Paris in a litter, followed on horseback by 
Rémy, Diana, and Gertrude. Bussy jumped on his horse, 
and took the same road. 


CHAPTER LXXI. 


WHAT TEMPER THE KING WAS IN WHEN ST. LUC REAP- 
PEARED AT THE LOUVRE. 


S1ncE the departure of Catherine, Henri, however, con- 
fident in his ambassador, had thought only of arming him- 
self against the attacks of his brother. He amused, or 
rather ennuyéd, himself by drawing up long lists of pro- 
scriptions, in which were inscribed in alphabetical order 
all who had not shown themselves zealous for his cause. 
The lists became longer every day, and at the -and 
the L , that is to say, twice over, was inscribed the 
name of M. de St. Luc. Chicot, in the midst of all this, 
was, little by little, and man by man, enrolling an army 
for his master. One evening Chicot entered the room 
where the king sat at supper. 
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‘‘What is it ?” asked the king. 

<M. de St. Luc.” 

““M. de St. Luc ?” 

‘a Vos.? 

‘At Paris?” 

<-Y ess” 

«* At the Louvre ?” 

EV 68s 

The king rose, red and agitated. 

«‘ What has he come for ? The traitor |” 

«“Who knows ?” 

«He comes, I am sure, as deputy from the states of 
Anjou—as an envoy from my rebellious brother. He 
makes use of the rebellion as a safe conduct to come here 
and insult me.” 

“Who knows ? ” 

‘‘Or perhaps he comes to ask me for his property, of 
which I have kept back the revenues, which may have 
been rather an abuse of power, as, after all, he has com- 
mitted no crime.” 

‘¢ Who knows ?” 

«* Ah, you repeat eternally the same thing ; mort de ma 
vie! you tire my patience out with your eternal ‘Who 
knows ?’” 

‘Eh! mordieu! do you think you are very amusing 
with your eternal questions ? ” 

‘«* At least you might reply something.” 

‘‘And what should I reply? Do you take me for an 
ancient oracle? It is you who are tiresome with your 
foolish suppositions.” 

“©M. Chicot ?” 

‘eM. Henri.” 

“‘Chicot, my friend, you see my grief and you laugh at 
me.” 

“‘ Do not have any grief.” 

«¢ But every one betrays me.” 

“‘Who knows ? Ventre de biche ! who knows ?” 

Henri went down to his cabinet, where, at the news of 
his return, a number of gentlemen had assembled, who 
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were looking at St. Luc with evident distrust and animos- 
ity. He, however, seemed quite unmoved by this. He 
had brought his wife with him also, and she was seated, 
wrapped in her traveling-cloak, when the king entered in 
an excited state. 

«‘ Ah, monsieur, you here !” he cried. 

«Yes, sire,” replied St. Luc. 

‘< Really, your presence at the Louvre surprises me.” 

<‘Sire, I am only surprised that, under the circum- 
stances, your majesty did not expect me.” 

<*What do you mean, monsieur ? ” 

‘« Sire, your majesty is in danger.” 

‘‘ Danger !” cried the courtiers. 

<‘ Yes, gentlemen, a real, serious danger, in which the 
king has need of the smallest as well as the greatest of 
those devoted to him ; therefore I come to lay at his feet 
my humble services.” 

“Ah!” said Chicot, ‘‘you see, my son, that I was 
right to say, ‘who knows.’” 

Henri did not reply at once ; he would not yield im- 
mediately. After a pause, he said, ‘* Monsieur, you have 
only done your duty ; your services are due to us.” 

‘«'The services of all the king’s subjects are due to him, 
I know, sire ; but in these times many people forget to 
pay their debts. I, sire, come to pay mine, happy that 
your majesty will receive me among the number of your 
creditors.” 

“Then,” said Henri, in a softer tone, “you return 
without any other motive than that which you state ; with- 
out any mission, or safe-conduct ?” . 

«Sire, I return simply and purely for that reason. 
Now, your majesty may throw me into the Bastile, or 
have me shot, but I shall have done my duty. Sire, 
Anjou is on fire ; Touraine is about to revolt ; Guienne is 
rising. M. le Duc d’Anjou is hard at work.” 

«He is well supported, is he not ?” 

«Sire, M. de Bussy, firm as he is, cannot make your 
brother brave.” 

** Ah! he trembles, then, the rebel.” 
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“‘Let me go and shake St. Luc’s hand,” said Chicot, 
advancing. 

The king followed him, and going up to his old favorite, 
and laying his hand on his shoulder, said,— 

‘“* You are welcome, St. Luc!” 

‘Ah! sire,” cried St. Luc, kissing the king’s hand, ‘I 
find again my beloved master.” 

“Yes, but you, my poor St. Luc, you have grown 
thin.” 

«Tt is with grief at having displeased your majesty,” said 
a feminine voice. Now, although the voice was soft and 
respectful, Henri frowned, for it was as distasteful to him 
as the noise of thunder was to Augustus. 

<*Madame de St. Luc!” said he. ‘Ah! I forgot.” 

Jeanne threw herself at his feet. 

*< Rise, madame,” said he, ‘‘Ilove all that bear the 
name of St. Luc.” Jeanne took his hand and kissed it, 
but he withdrew it quickly. 

<‘ You must convert the king,” said Chicot to the young 
woman, “‘ you are pretty enough for it.” 

But Henri turned his back to her, and passing his arm 
round St. Lue’s neck, said,— 

‘<Then we have made peace, St. Luc ?” 

“« Say rather, sire, that the pardon is granted.” 

“<Madame ! ” said Chicot, ‘‘a good wife should not leave 
her husband,” and he pushed her after the king and St. 
Lue. 


CHAPTER LXXII. 


IN WHICH WE MEET TWO IMPORTANT PERSONAGES WHOM 
WE HAVE LOST SIGHT OF FOR SOME TIME, 


THERE are two of the personages mentioned in this 
story, about whom the reader has the right to ask for 
information. We mean an enormous monk, with thick 
eyebrows and large lips, whose neck was diminishing every 
day; and a large donkey whose sides were gradually swell- 
ing out like a balloon. The monk resembled a hogshead ; 
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and the ass was like a child’s cradle, supported by four 
osts. 

; The one inhabited a cell at St. Geneviéve, and the other 
the stable at the same convent. The one was called Gor- 
enflot, and the other Panurge. Both were enjoying the 
most prosperous lot that ever fell to a monk and an 
ass. 

- The monks surrounded their illustrious brother with 
cares and attentions, and Panurge fared well for his mas- 
ter’s sake. 

If a missionary arrived from foreign countries, or a 
secret legate from the Pope, they pointed out to him 
Brother Gorenflot, that double model of the church 
preaching and militant; they showed Gorenflot in all his 
glory, that is to say, in the midst of a feast, seated at a 
table in which a hollow had been cut on purpose for his 
sacred stomach, and they related with a noble pride that 
Gorenflot consumed the rations of eight ordinary monks. 
And when the newcomer had piously contemplated this 
spectacle, the prior would say, ‘‘ See how he eats! And 
if you had but heard his sermon one famous night, in 
which he offered to devote himself for the triumph of the 
faith. It is a mouth which speaks like that of St. Chry- 
sostom, and swallows like that of Gargantua.” 

Every time that any one spoke of the sermon, Gorenflot 
sighed and said : 

‘¢ What a pity I did not write it ! 

«*A man lke you has no need to write,” the prior 
would reply. ‘‘No, you speak from inspiration; you 
open your mouth, and the words of God flow from your 
lips.” 

‘*Do you think so ? ” sighed Gorenflot. 

However, Gorenflot was not perfectly happy. He, who 
at first thought his banishment from the convent an im- 
mense misfortune, discovered in his exile infinite joys be- 
fore unknown tohim. He sighed for liberty ; liberty with 
Chicot, the joyous companion, with Chicot, whom he loved 
without knowing why. Since his return to the convent, 
he had never been allowed to go out. Henever attempted 
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to combat this decision, but he grew sadder from day to 
day. The prior saw this, and at last said to him: 

**My dear brother, no one can fight against his voca- 
tion ; yours is to fight for the faith; go then, fulfil your 
mission, only watch well over your precious life, and re- 
turn for the great day.” 

‘‘ What great day ?” 

*«‘That of the Féte Dieu.” 

“* Ita,” replied Gorenflot ; it wasthe only Latin word he 
knew, and used it on all occasions. ‘* But give me some 
money to bestow in alms in a Christian manner.” 

“You have your text, have you not, dear brother ?” 

«Yes, certainly.” 

** Confide it to me.” 

‘‘Willingly, but to you alone; it is this: ‘The flail 
which threshes the corn.’” 

“Oh, magnificent ! sublime !” cried the prior. 

«‘ Now, my father, am I free ?” 

«¢ Yes, my son, go and walk in the way of the Lord.” 

Gorenflot saddled Panurge, mounted him with the aid 
of two vigorous monks, and left the convent about seven 
in the evening. It was the same day on which St. Lue 
arrived at Paris from Méridor. 

Gorenflot, having passed through the Rue St. Etienne, 
was going to have turned to the right, when suddenly 
Panurge stopped ; a strong hand was laid on his croup. 

<¢ Who is there ?” cried Gorenflot, in terror. 

«¢ A friend.” 

Gorenflot tried to turn, but he could not. 

‘¢ What do you want ?”’ said he. 

«‘ Will my venerable brother show me the way to the 
Corne d’Abondance ? ” 

“‘Morbleu ! it is M. Chicot,” cried Gorenflot, joy- 
fully. 

“Just so; I was going toseek you at the convent, when 
I saw you come ont, and followed you until we were alone. 
Ventre de biche! how thin you are!” 

‘*But what are you carrying, M. Chicot ?” said the 
monk, “‘ vou appear laden.” 
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“It is some venison which I have stolen from the 
king.” 

‘* Dear M. Chicot ! and under the other arm ?” 

«‘A bottle of Cyprus wine sent by a king to my king.” 

«* Let me see 1” 

‘‘It is my wine, and I love it much; do not you, 
brother ?” 

“Oh! oh!” cried Gorenflot, raising his eyes and hands 
to Heaven, and beginning to sing ina voice which shook 
the neighboring windows. It was the first time he had 
sung for a month. 


CHAPTER LXXIII. 
DIANA’S SECOND JOURNEY TO PARIS, 


Let us leave the two friends entering the Corne d’Abon- 
dance, and return to the litter of M. Monsoreau and to 
Bussy, who set out with the intention of following them. 
Not only is it not difficult for a cavalier well mounted to 
overtake foot travelers, but it is difficult not to pass them. 
This happened to Bussy. 

It was the end of May, the heat was great, and about 
noon M. de Monsoreau wished to make a halt in a little 
wood, which was near the road, and as they had a horse 
laden with provisions, they remained there until the great 
heat of the day had gone by. During this time Bussy 
passed them, but he had not traveled, as we may imagine, 
without inquiring if a party on horseback, and a litter 
carried by peasants, had been seen. Until he had passed 
the village of Durtal, he had obtained the most satisfactory 
information, and, convinced that they were before him, 
had ridden on quickly. But he could see nothing of them, 
and suddenly all traces of them vanished, and on arriving 
at La Fléche he felt certain he must have passed them on 
the road. Then he remembered the little wood, and 
doubted not that they had been resting there Se he 
passed. He installed himself at a little inn, which had 
the advantage of being opposite the principal hotel, whery 
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he doubted not that Monsoreau would stop; and he re- 
mained at the window watching. About four o’clock he 
saw @ courier arrive, and half an hour afterwards the 
whole party. He waited till nine o’clock, and then he 
saw the courier set out again, and after him the litter, 
then Diana, Rémy, and Gertrude on horseback. He 
mounted his horse and followed them, keeping them in 
sight. Monsoreau scarcely aliowed Diana to move from 
his side, but kept calling her every instant. After a little 
while, Bussy gave a long, shrill whistle, with which he had 
been in the habit of calling his servants at his hotel. 
Rémy recognized it in a moment. Diana started, and 
looked at the young man, who made an affirmative sign ; 
then he came up to her and whispered : 

Sol tuigihe 27? 

‘Who is speaking to you, madame ?” said Monsoreau. 

«<To me, monsieur ?” 

«* Yes, I saw a shadow pass close to you, and heard a 
voice.” 

“It is M. Rémy ; are you also jealous of him ?” 

“No, but I like people to speak out, it amuses me.” 

‘There are some things which cannot be said aloud be- 
fore M. le Comte, however,” said Gertrude, coming to the 
rescue. 

“Why not ?” 

*‘For two reasons; firstly, because some would not 
interest you, and some would interest you too much.” 

«¢ And of which kind is what M. Rémy has just whis- 
pered ?” 

“ Of the latter.” 

<‘ What did Rémy say to you, madame ?” 

“T said, M. le Comte, that if you excite yourself so 
much, you will be dead before we have gone a third of 
the way.” 

Monsoreau grew deadly pale. 

<< He is expecting you behind,” whispered Rémy, again, 
‘“yide slowly, and he will overtake you.” 

Monsoreau, who heard a murmur, tried to rise and look 
back after Diana, 
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‘‘ Another movement like that, M. le Comte, and you 
will bring on the bleeding again,” said Rémy. 

Diana turned and rode back a little way, while Rémy 
walked by the litter to occupy the count. A few seconds 
after, Bussy was by her side. 

‘* You see I follow you,” said he, after their first embrace. 

“Oh! I shall be happy, if I know you are always so 
near to me.” 

“¢ But by day he will see us.” 

‘No; by day you can ride afar off , it isonly I whowill 
see you, Louis. From the summit ot some hill, at the 
turn of some road, your plume waving, your handkerchief 
fluttering in the breeze, would speak to me in your name, 
and tell me that you love me.” 

‘‘ Speak on, my beloved Diana; you do not know what 
music I find in your voice.” 

“* And when we travel by night, which we shall often 
do, for Rémy has told him that the freshness of the even- 
ing is good for his wounds, then, as this evening, from 
time to time, I will stay behind, and we will tell each 
other, with arapid pressure of the hands, all our thoughts 
of each other during the day.” 

“Oh!I love you! I love you!” murmured Bussy. 
‘Oh ! to see you, to press your hand, Diana.” 

Suddenly they heard a voice which made them both 
tremble, Diana with fear, and Bussy with anger. 

‘Diana !” it cried, ‘where are you ? Answer me.” 

“Oh! it is he! I had forgotten him,” said Diana. 
“Sweet dream, frightful awaking.” 

“Listen, Diana; we are together. Say one word, and 
nothing can separate us more; Diana, let us fly! What 
prevents us? Before us is happiness and liberty. One 
word, and we go; one word, and lost to him, you belong 
to me forever.” 

«‘ And my father ?” 

«When he shall know how I love you ?” 

*¢Oh ! a father !” 

‘«T will do nothing by violence, dear Diana ; order, and 
I obey.” 
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*<Tt is our destiny, Bussy ; but be strong, and you shall 
see if I know how to love.” 

“Must we then separate ?” 

“Comtesse!” cried the voice, ‘‘ reply, or, if I kill my- 
self in doing it, I will jump from this infernal litter.” 

“* Adieu, Bussy, he will do as he says.” 

«*You pity him ?” 

** Jealous !” said Diana, with an adorable smile. 

Bussy let her go. 

In a minute she was by the litter, and found the count 
half fainting. 

“Ah!” cried he, ‘* where were you, madame ? ” 

“‘ Where should I have been ? Behind you.” 

** At my side, madame ; do not leave me again.” 

From time to time this scene was renewed. They all 
hoped he would die with rage ; but he did not die: on the 
contrary, at the end of ten days, when they arrived at 
Paris, he was decidedly better. During these ten days 
Diana had conquered all Bussy’s pride, and had persuaded 
him to come and visit Monsoreau, who always showed him 
much friendship. Rémy watched the husband and gave 
notes to the wife. 

«‘Esculapius and Mercury,” said he; ‘‘my functions 
accumulate.” 


CHAPTER LXXIV. 


HOW THE AMBASSADOR OF THE DUC D’ANJOU ARRIVED AT 
THE LOUVRE, AND THE RECEPTION HE MET WITH. 


As neither Catherine nor the Duc d’Anjou reappeared 
at the Louvre, the dissension between the brothers became 
apparently every day more and more certain. The king 
thought, “No news, bad news.” The minions added, 
‘‘Frangois, badly counseled, has detained the queen- 
mother.” 

Badly counseled. In these words were comprised all 
the policy of this singular reign, and the three preceding 
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ones. Badly counseled was Charles [X. when he author- 
ized the massacre of St. Bartholomew. Badly counseled 
was Frangois II. when he ordered the massacre at Amboise. 
Badly counseled had been Henri II. when he burned so 
many heretics and conspirators. And now they dared not 
say, ‘‘ Your brother has the family blood in his veins ; 
he wishes, like the rest, to dethrone or poison ; he would 
_ do to you what you did to your elder brother ; what your 
elder brother did to his, what your mother has taught 
you to do to one another.” Therefore they said, ‘‘ Your 
brother is badly counseled.” 

Now, as only one person was able to counsel Frangois, 
it was against Bussy that the cry was raised, which became 
every day more and more furious. At last the news was 
spread that the duke had sent an ambassador. At this 
the king grew pale with anger, and the minions swore that 
he should be cut to pieces, and a piece sent to all the prov- 
inces of France as a specimen of the king’s anger. 

Chicot said nothing, but he reflected. Now the king 
thought much of Chicot’s reflections, and he questioned 
him about them. 

“Sire,” replied he, ‘‘if your brother sends an ambas- 
sador, it is because he feels himself strong enough to do 
so; he who is prudence itself. Now, if he is strong, we 
must temporize with him. Let us respect his ambassador, 
and receive him with civility. That engages you to noth- 
ing. Do you remember how your brother embraced Ad- 
miral Coligny, who came as ambassador from the Hugue- 
nots ?” 

“Then you approve of the policy of my brother 
Charles ?” 

‘“Not so, but I cite a fact ; and I say to you, do not 
hurt a poor devil of a herald, or ambassador; perhaps we 
may find the way to seize the master, the mover, the chief, 
the great Duc d’Anjou, with the three Guises ; and if you 
can shut them up ina place safer than the Louvre, do it.” 

«¢'That is not so bad.” 

‘Then why do you let all your friends bellow so ?” 

* Bellow !” 
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“Yes; I would say, roar, if they could be taken for 
lions, but they are more like bearded apes.” 

“‘ Chicot, they are my friends.” 

“* Friends ! I would lay any bet to make them all turn 
against you before to-morrow.” 

“‘ Well, what do you advise ? ” 

“To wait, my son. Half the wisdom of Solomon lies 
in that word. If an ambassador arrive, receive him cour- 
teously. And as to your brother, kill him if you can and 
like, but do not degrade him. He is a great knave, but 
he is a Valois ; besides, he can do that well enough for 
himself.” 

“‘ It is true, Chicot. ” 

“‘One more lesson that you owe me. Now let me sleep, 
Henri; for the last week I have been engaged in fuddling 
a monk.” 

«© A monk ! the one of whom you have already spoken to 
me ? oe . 

“Just so. You promised him an abbey.” 

(3 Ji 07?) 

‘‘Pardieu ! it is the least you can do for him, after all 
he has done for you.” 

«‘ He is then still devoted to me ?” 

“‘ He adores you. Apropos, my son 

ayy DaG-t 

‘Tn three weeks it will be the Féte Dieu.” 

fo Welld?? 

<¢ Are we to have some pretty little procession ?” 

‘‘T am the most Christian king, and it is my duty to set 
an example to my subjects.” 

‘¢ And you will, as usual, stop at the four great convents 
of Paris ?” 

Shi ea 

** At St. Geneviéve ?” 

‘Yes, that is the second I stop at.” 

“Good.” 

“‘ Why do you ask ?” 

“Oh, nothing—I was curious. Now I know all I want, 
so good night, Henri!” 


39 


356 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 


«But just as Chicot prepared to leave, a great noise was 
heard. 

«What is that noise ?” said the king. 

‘It is ordained that Iamnottosleep. Henri, you must 
get me a room in the town, or I must leave your service ; 
the Louvre becomes insupportable.” 

At this moment the captain of the guards entered, say- 
ing, ‘Sire, it is an envoy from M. le Duc d’Anjou.” 

‘With a suite ?” 

“* No, sire, alone.” 

‘‘Then you must receive him doubly well, Henri, for he 
is a brave fellow.” 

‘‘ Well,” said the king, very pale, but trying to look 
calm, ‘let all my court assemble in the great hall.” 


CHAPTER LXXV. 
WHICH IS ONLY THE END OF THE PRECEDING ONE. 


HENRI sat on his throne in the great hall, and around 
him was grouped an eager crowd. He looked pale and 
frowning. 

“Sire,” said Quelus to the king, ‘‘ do you know the name 
of the ambassador ?” 

“*No; but what does it matter ?” 

‘Sire, it is M. de Bussy ; the insult is doubled.” 

‘“T see no insult,” said the king, with affected sang-froid. 

‘* Let him enter,” continued he. Bussy, with his hat in 
his hand, and his head erect, advanced straight to the king, 
and waited, with his usual look of pride, to be interrogated. 

«“You here, M. de Bussy !” said the king ; “‘ I thought 
you were in Anjou.” 

“« Sire, I was, but you see I have quitted it.” 

<‘ And what brings you here ?” 

“«'The desire of presenting my humble respects to your 
majesty.” 

The king and courtiers looked astonished ; they expected 
a different answer. 

‘** And nothing else ? ” said the king. 


CHICOT, THE JESTER. 357 


‘*J will add, sire, the orders I received from the Duc 
d’Anjou to join his respects to mine.” 

“And the duke said nothing else ?” 

** Only that he was on the point of returning with the 
queen-mother, and wished me to apprise your majesty of 
the return of one of your most faithful subjects.” 

The king was chuked with surprise. 

**Good morning, M. de Bussy,” said Chicot. 

Bussy turned, astonished to find a friend in that place. 

“Good day, M. Chicot ; 1am delighted to see you.” 

“Ts that all you have to say, M. de Bussy ?” asked the 
king. 

«Yes, sire; anything that remains to be said, will be 
said by the duke himself.” 

The king rose and went away, and Bussy continued to 
converse with Chicot, until the king called to him. As 
soon as Bussy was alone, Quelus approached him. 

**Good morning, M. Quelus,” said Bussy graciously ; 
“may I have the honor of asking how you are ?” 

*< Very bad.” 

“©Oh, mon Dieu ! what is the matter ? ” 

«‘Something annoys me infinitely.” 

‘‘Something! And are you not powerful enough to get 
rid of it ?” 

“‘Té is not something, but some one, that M. Quelus 
means,” said Maugiron, advancing. 

«© And whom I advise him to get rid of,” said Schomberg, 
coming forward on the other side. 

“Ah, M. de Schomberg! I did not recognize you.” 

‘¢ Perhaps not ; is my face still blue ?” 

‘“ Not so; you are very pale. Are you not well ?” 

‘* Yes, it is with anger.” 

‘‘Oh! then you have also some one who annoys you ?” 

«¢ Yes, monsieur.” 

«And I also,” said Maugiron. 

‘* Really, gentlemen, you all look very gloomy.” 

‘“You forget me,” said D’Epernon, planting himself 
before Bussy. 

‘* Pardon me, M. d’Epernon, you were behind the others, 


358 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 


as usual, and I have so little the pleasure of knowing you, 
that it was not for me to speak first.” 

It was strange to see Bussy sn..ing «ad calm among 
those four furious faces, whose eyes spoke with so terrible 
an eloquence, that he must have been blind or stupid not 
to have understood their language. 

But Bussy never lost his smile. 

<<Tt seems to me that there is an echo in this room,” 
said he quietly. 

“* Look, gentlemen,” said Quelus, “‘ how provincial M. 
de Bussy has become ; he has a beard, and no knot to his 
sword ; he has black boots and a gray hat.” 

*<Tt is an observation that I was just making to myself, 
my dear sir ; seeing you so well dressed, I said to myself, 
‘How much harm a few weeks’ absence does to a man; 
here am I, Louis de Clermont, forced to take a little 
Gascon gentleman as a model of taste.’ But let me pass ; 
you are so near to me that you tread on my feet, and I 
feel it in spite of my boots.” 

And turning away, he advanced towards St. Luc, whom 
he saw approaching. 

‘“Incredible !” cried all the young men, “ we insulted 
him ; he took no notice.” 

«There is something in it,” said Quelus. 

“Well!” said the king, advancing, “‘ what were you 
and M. de Bussy saying ?” 

‘*Do you wish to know what M. de Bussy said, sire ?” 

“Yes, I am curious.” 

“Well, I trod on his foot, and insulted him, and he 
said nothing.” 

‘What, gentlemen,” cried Henri, feigning anger, “‘ you 
dared to insult a gentleman in the Louvre !” 

«* Alas! yes, sire, and he said nothing.” 

‘Well! I am going to the queen.” 

As the king went out of the great door, St fate re- 
entered by a side one, and advanced towards the four 
gentlemen. 

‘* Pardon, M. Quelus,” said he, “but do you still live 
in the Rue St. Honoré ?” . 
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*« Yes, my dear friend ; why do you ask ?” 

**T have two words to say to you.” 

cca. 

‘* And you, M. de Schomberg ? ” 

*«Rue Béthisy,” said Schomberg, astonished. 

“<T)’Epernon’s address I know.” 

«Rue de Grenelle.” 

“You are my neighbor. And you, Maugiron ?” 

“‘Near the Louvre. But I begin to understand ; you 
come from M. de Bussy.” 

*«Never mind from whom I come; I have to speak to 
you, that is all.” 

<‘To all four of us?” 

of Yea... 

«¢Then if you cannot speak here, let us all go to Schom- 
berg’s ; it is close by.” 

“« So be it.” 

And the five gentlemen went out of the Louvre arm in 
arm. 


CHAPTER LXXVI. 


HOW M. DEST. LUC ACQUITTED HIMSELF OF THE COMMIS- 
SION GIVEN TO HIM BY BUSSY. 


Let us leave St. Luc alittle while in Schomberg’s room, 
and see what had passed between him and Bussy. 

Once out of the hall, St. Luc had stopped, and looked 
anxiously at his friend. 

“* Are you ill ?” said he, ‘‘ you are so pale; you look as 
though you were about to faint.” 

‘¢ No, Iam only choking with anger.” 

‘* You do not surely mind those fellows ? ” 

«¢ You shall see.” 

“¢Come, Bussy, be calm.” 

“You are charming, really ; be calm, indeed! if you 
had had half said to you that I have had, some one would 
have been dead before this.” 

‘¢ Well, what do you want ?” 
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“You are my friend; you have already given me a 
terrible proof of it.” 

‘*Ah! my dear friend,” said St. Luc, who believed 
Monsoreau dead and buried, ‘‘do not thank me, it is not 
worth while; certainly the thrust was a good one, and 
succeeded admirably, but it was the king who showed it 
me, when he kept me here a prisoner at the Louvre.” 

‘* Dear friend.” 

‘Never mind Monsoreau ; tell me about Diana. Was 
she pleased at last? Does she pardon me? When will 
the wedding take place ?” 

‘©Oh! my dear friend, we must wait till Monsoreau is 
dead.” 

“What!” cried St. Luc, starting back as though he had 
put his foot on a pointed nail.” 

«‘ Yes; poppies are not such dangerous plants as you 
thought ; he did not die from his fall on them, but is alive 
and more furious than ever.” 

“¢ Really ?” 

«‘Yes, and he talks of nothing but vengeance, and of 
killing you on the first occasion.” 

«¢ And I have announced his death to every one ; he will 
find his heirs in mourning. But he shall not give me the 
lie ; I shall meet him again, and if he escapes me a second 
time ‘i . 

‘Calm yourself, my dear St. Luc; really, I am better 
off than you would think; it is the duke whom he sus- 
pects, and of whom he is jealous. I am his dear Bussy— 
his precious friend. That is only natural, for it was that 
fool of a Rémy who cured him. 

‘* What an idiot he must have been !” 

“* He has an idea that, as an honest man and a doctor, 
it is his duty to cure people. However, Monsoreau says 
he owes his life to me, and confides his wife to my care.” 

«Ah! I understand that this makes you wait more pa- 
tiently for his death. However, I am quite thunderstruck 
at the news.” 

‘‘ But now, my friend, let us leave Monsoreau.” 

«Yes, let us enjoy life while he is still ill; but once he 
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is well, I shall order myself a suit of mail, have new locks 
put on my doors, and you must ask the Duc d’Anjou if 
his mother has not given him some antidote against 
poison. Meanwhile, let us amuse ourselves.” 

‘Well, my dear friend, you see you have only rendered 
me half a service.” 

‘© Do you wish me to finish it ?” 

‘© Yes, in another way.” 

“¢ Speak.” 

“Are you great friends with those four gentlemen ?” 

*‘Ma foi! we are something like cats and dogs in the 
sun ; as long as we all get the heat, we agree, but if one of 
us took the warmth from another, then I do not answer 
for the consequences.” 

«* Well, will you go for me to M. Quelus, first ?” 

eA) 77 

«© And ask him what day it will please him that I should 
cut his throat, or he mine ?”. 

<T will.” 

“You do not mind it ?” 

“‘Not the least in the world. I will go at once if you 
wish it.” 

‘“‘One moment ; as you go, just call on M. Schomberg 
and make him the same proposal.” 

‘“Schomberg too? Diable, how you goon! Well, as 
you wish.” 

‘‘Then, my dear St. Luc, as you are so amiable, go also 
to M. Maugiron, and ask him to join the party.” 

‘What, three! Bussy, you cannot mean it. I hope 
that is all.” 

‘*No; from him go to D’Epernon.” 

“Four,” 

«« Even so, my dear friend; I need not recommend to 
a man like you to proceed with courtesy and politeness 
towards these gentlemen. Let the thing be done in gal- 
lant fashion.” 

«You shall be content, my friend. Whatare your con- 
ditions ?” 

‘‘T make none; I accept theirs.” 
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«Your arms ?” 

‘What they like.” 

«‘The day, place, and hour ?” 

«‘ Whatever suits them.” 

“ But——” 

‘©Oh! never mind such trifles, but do it quickly ; I will 
walk in the little garden of the Luxembourg ; you will 
find me there when - you have executed your commission.’ 

‘“You will wait, then ?” 

ce Yess?” 

<< Tt may be long.” 

«‘T have time.” 

We know how St. Luc found the four young men, and 
accompanied them to Schomberg’s house. St. Lue re- 
mained in the ante-chamber, waiting until, according to 
the etiquette of the day, the four young men were in- 
stalled in the saloon ready to receive him. Then an usher 
came and saluted St. Luc, who followed him to the 
threshold of the saloon, where he announced M. d’Espinay 
de St. Luc. 

Schomberg then rose and saluted his visitor, who, to 
mark the character of the visit, instead of returning it, 
put on hishat. Schomberg then, turning towards Quelus, 
said, 

‘I have the honor to present to you M. Jacques de 
Levis, Comte de Quelus.” 

The two gentlemen bowed, and then the same cere- 
mony was gone through with the others. This done, the 
four friends sat down, but St. Luc remained standing and 
said to Quelus, 

«<M. le Comte, you have insulted M. le Comte Louis de 
Clermont d’Amboise, Seigneur de Bussy, who presents to 
you his compliments, and calls you to single combat on 
any day and hour, and with such arms as may please you. 
Do you accept ?” 

“Certainly ; M. de Bussy does me much honor.” 

*« Your day and hour, M. le Comte ?” 

«To-morrow morning at seven o’clock.” 

«‘ Your arms?” 
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“* Rapier and dagger, if that suits M. de Bussy.” 

St. Luc bowed. Then he addressed the same questions 
to the others, and received the same answers. 

‘“Tf we all choose the same day and hour, M. de Bussy 
will be rather embarrassed,” said Schomberg. 

“Certainly,” replied St. Luc, ‘“‘M. de Bussy may be 
embarrassed, but he says that the circumstance would 
not be new to him, as it has already happened at the 
Tournelles.” 

«* And he would fight us all four ?” 

“© All four.” 

*¢ Separately ? ” 

“« Separately, or at once.” 

The four young men looked at each other; then 
Quelus, red with anger, said : 

**It is very fine of M. de Bussy, but however little we 
may be worth, we can each do our own work; we will ac- 
cept, therefore, the count’s proposal, fighting separately, 
or rather, which will be still better, as we do not seek to 
assassinate a gallant man, chance shall decide which of us 
shall fight M. de Bussy.” 

«¢ And the three others ?” 

‘““Oh! M. de Bussy has too many friends, and we too 
many enemies, for them to remain with folded arms. Do 
you agree to this, gentlemen ?” 

“Yes!” cried all. 

“Tf MM. Ribeirac, Antragues, and Livarot would join 
the party, it would be complete.” 

“‘ Gentlemen,” said St. Luc, ‘*J will transmit your de- 
sires to M. de Bussy, and I believe I may promise that he 
is too courteous not to agree to your wishes. It there- 
fore only remains for me to thank you in his name.” 

Then he took his leave, after throwing his purse to the 
four lackeys, whom he found outside, to drink to their 
masters’ healths. 


364 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 


CHAPTER LXXVII. 


IN WHAT RESPECT M. DE ST. LUC WAS MORE CIVILIZED 
THAN M. DE BUSSY, THE LESSONS WHICH HE GAVE 
HIM, AND THE USE WHICH M. DE BUSSY MADE OF 
THEM. 


Sr. Luc returned, proud of having executed his com- 
mission so well. Bussy thanked him, but looked sad, 
which was not natural to him. 

‘¢ Have I done badly ? ” said St. Luc. 

“Ma foi, my dear friend, I only regret you did not say, 
‘at once.’ ” 

“¢ Why ! what is the hurry ?” 

‘IT wish to die as soon as possible.” 

St. Luc looked at him in astonishment. 

‘‘Die! at your age, with your name, and Diana!” 

«‘ Yes, I shall kill them, I know, but I shall receive 
some good blow which will tranquilize me forever.” 

‘‘ What black ideas, Bussy !” 

‘«* A husband whom I thought dead, and who has re- 
turned to life; a wife who can scarcely quit the bedside 
of the pretended dying man. Not to see her, smile on 
her, touch her hand. Mon Dieu! 

St. Luc interrupted him with a burst of laughter. 
“Oh!” cried he, ‘‘ the innocent man. Why, no lover 
ean be more fortunate than you.” 

“Prove that to me.” 

“You are the friend of M. de Monsoreau.” 

‘‘ Yes, I am ashamed to say, he calls me his friend. = 

«Well! be his friend.” 

-¢Oh! and abuse this title!” 

“<Ts he really your friend ?” 

“« Tle says so.” 

‘No; for he makes you unhappy. Now the end of 
friendship is to make one another happy. Atleast, so his 
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majesty says, and he is learned in friendship. So, if he 
makes you unhappy, he is not your friend ; therefore you 
may treat him either as a stranger, and take his wife from 
him, or as an enemy, and kill him if he murmurs.” 

*‘In fact, I hate him. But do you not think he loves 
me ?” 

‘‘Diable! Take away his wife and see.” 

“‘T must continue to be a man of honor.” 

‘© And let Madame de Monsoreau cure her husband 
both physically and morally. For it is certain that if you 
get yourself killed, she will attach herself to the only man 
who remains to her.” 

Bussy frowned. 

“* But,” added St. Luc, ‘‘here is my wife; she always 
gives good advice. She has been picking herself a bou- 
quet in the gardens of the queen-mother, and will be ina 
good humor. Listen to her ; she speaks gold.” 

Jeanne arrived radiant, full of happiness and fun. 
Bussy saluted her in a friendly manner, and she held out 
her hand to him, saying, with a smile, ‘‘ How go on the 
love affairs ?” 

‘‘ They are dying.” 

‘‘They are wounded and fainting ; perhaps you can 
restore them, Jeanne ?” 

‘“TLet me see ; show me the wound.” 

In two words, this is it: M. de Bussy does not like smil- 
ing on M. de Monsoreau, and he thinks of retiring.” 

«© And leaving Diana to him ?” 

“*Oh! madame, St. Luc does not tell you that I wish 
to die.” 

‘* Poor Diana!” murmured Jeanne, “‘ decidedly men are 
ungrateful.” 

“* Good ! this is the conclusion my wife draws.” 

‘‘T, ungrateful !’ cried Bussy, ‘‘ because I fear to ren- 
der my love vile, by practising a disgraceful hypocrisy ? ” 

‘*Oh! monsieur, that is only a pretext. If you were 
really in love, you would fear but one thing—not to be 
loved in return.” 

*¢ But, madame, there are sacrifices——’ 
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‘Not another word. Confess that you love Diana no 
longer ; it will be more worthy of a gallant man.” 

Bussy grew pale. 

“You do not dare to tell her; well, I will.” 

‘Madame! madame !” 

“You are rich, you men, with your sacrifices. And 
does she make none? What! expose herself to be mas- 
- sacred by that tiger of a Monsoreau, preserve her position 
only by employing a strength of will of which Samson or 
Hannibal would have been incapable. Oh! I swear, 
Diana is sublime, I could not do a quarter of what she 
does every day.” 

“Thank you !” said St. Luc. 

<< And he hesitates !” continued she, ‘‘he does not fall 
on his knees and say his mea culpa.” 

““You are right,” said Bussy, ‘‘I am but a man, that 
is to say, an imperfect creature, inferior to the most com- 
monplace woman.” 

«It is lucky you are convinced of it.” 

‘¢ What do you order me ?” 

“To go at once and pay a visit 

“*To M. de Monsoreau ? ” 

‘© Who speaks of him ?—to Diana.” 

«« But he never leaves her.” 

‘¢ When you went so often to see Madame de Barbezienux, 
had she not always near her that great ape who bit you 
because he was jealous ?” 

Bussy began to laugh, and St. Luc and Jeanne followed 
his example. 

“‘Madame,” then said Bussy, ‘‘I am going to M. de 
Monsoreau’s house 3 adieu.” 

He went there, and found the count in bed; he was 
delighted to see him, and told him that Rémy promised 
that his wound would be cured in three weeks. Bussy 
recounted to him the commission with which he had been 
charged, and his visit to the court. 

“¢The duke has still projects on foot, has he not ? 

‘<T believe so.” 

“Do not compromise yourself for that bad man; | 
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know him: he is perfidious, and will not hesitate to be- 
tray you.” 


“¢T know it.” * 
‘You are my friend, and I wish to put you on your 
guard.” 


‘You must sleep after the dressing of your wound,” 
said Rémy. 

‘* Yes, my dear doctor. My friend, take a turn in the 
garden with Madame de Monsoreau.” 

*‘T am at your orders,” replied Bussy. 


CHAPTER LXXVIII. 
THE PRECAUTIONS OF M. DE MONSOREAU. 


St. Luc was right, and Jeanne was right, and Bussy 
soon acknowledged it. Asfor Diana, she gave herself up 
to the two instincts that Figaro recognizes as inborn in 
mankind, to love and to deceive. M. de Monsoreau grew 
better and better. He had escaped from fever, thanks to 
the application of cold water, that new remedy which Prov- 
idence had discovered to Ambrose Paré, when allat once 
he received a great shock at hearing of the arrival in 
Paris of the duke with the queen-mother. The day after 
his arrival, the duke, under the pretext of asking after 
him, presented himself at his hotel, and it was impossible 
to close his door against a prince who showed so much inter- 
est in him. M. de Monsoreau therefore was obliged to 
receive the prince, who was most amiable to him and to 
his wife. As soon as he was gone, M. de Monsoreau took 
Diana’s arm, and in spite of Rémy’s remonstrances walked 
three times round his armchair; and, from his satisfied 
air, Diana was sure he was meditating on some project. 

The next day the duke came again, and this time Mon- 
soreau walked round his room. That evening Diana 
warned Bussy that her husband had certainly some project 
in his head. A few minutes after, when Bussy and Mon- 
soreau were alone, ‘‘ When I think,” said Monsoreau, 
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‘that this prince, who smiles on me, is my mortal enemy, 
and tried to have me assassinated by M. de St. Luc——” 

‘‘Oh, assassinated ! take care, M. le Comte. St. Luc 
is agentleman, and you confess yourself that you provoked 
him, drew the sword first, and received your wound in 
fair fight.” 

‘‘ Certainly ; but it is not the less true that he obeyed 
the wishes of M. d’Anjou.” 

‘Listen ! I know M. de St. Luc, and I can assure you 
he is devoted to the king, and hates the duke. If your 
wound had come from Antragues, Livarot, or Ribeirac, it 
might be so; but not from St. Luc.” 

‘“*You do not know,” replied Monsorean, obstinate in 
his opinion. At last he was able to go down into the 
garden. ‘That will do,” said he; ‘‘ now we will move.” 

‘““Why move?” said Rémy. ‘‘The air is good here, 
and there is plenty of amusement.” 

“Too much ; M. d’Anjou fatigues me with his visits, 
and he always brings with him a crowd of gentlemen, and 
the noise of their spurs destroys my nerves.” 

‘* But where are you going ?” 

‘‘T have ordered them to get ready my little house at 
the ‘Tournelles.” 

Bussy and Diana exchanged a look of loving remem- 
brance. 

‘What, that little place ?” cried Rémy, imprudently. 

«What! do you know it ?” 

‘* Who does not know the houses of the chief huntsman ? 
particularly I, who lived in the Rue Beautrellis.” 

“Yes, yes, I will go there. It is a fortress, and one 
can see from the window, three hundred yards off, who is 
coming to visit you, and avoid them if you like, partic- 
ularly when you are well!” . 

Bussy bit his lips; he feared a time might come when 
Monsoreau might avoid him. Diana thought of the time 
when she had seen Bussy in that house, lying fainting on 
the bed. 

*¢ You cannot do it,” said Rémy. 

‘* Why not, if you please, monsieur ? ” 
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“* Because the chief huntsman of France must hold re- 
ceptions—must keep valets and equipages. Let him have 
a palace for his dogs, if he likes, but not a dog-kennel for 
himself,” 

‘‘ It is true, but——” 

‘* But I am the doctor of the mind as of the body ; it is 
not your residence here that displeases you.” 

«* What then ?” 

“That of madame ; therefore send her away.” 

‘Separate ?”’ cried Monsoreau, fixing on Diana a look, 
more of anger than love. 

‘“Then give up your place—send in your resignation. 
I believe it would be wise; if you do not do your duty, 
you will displease the king, and if you do——” 

**T will do anything but quit the countess,” said Mon- 
soreau, with closely-shut teeth. As he spoke, they heard 
in the courtyard a noise of voices and horses’ feet. 

‘‘The duke again ! ” cried he. 

«* Yes,” said Rémy. 

Immediately after the prince entered, and Monsoreau 
saw his first glance given to Diana. He brought to her, 
as a present, one of those masterpieces, of which the 
artists of that day were in the habit of producing two or 
three in the course of a lifetime. It was a poniard, with 
a handle of chased gold. This handle was a smelling- 
bottle, and on the blade a chase was carved with admir- 
able skill ; horses, dogs, trees, game, and hunters, mingled 
together in an harmonious péle-méle, on this blade of azure 
and gold. 

<‘Let me see,” cried Monsoreau, who feared there was 
a note hidden in the handle. 

The prince separated the two parts. ‘‘'To you, who are 
a hunter,” said he, ‘“‘I give the blade: to the countess, 
the handle. Good-morning, Bussy, you are then a friend 
of the count’s, now ?” 

Diana reddened, but Bussy said : 

‘‘Your highness forgets that you asked me to inquire 
after M. de Monsoreau,.” 

‘*It is true,” 
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The prince sat down, and began to talk to Diana. In 
a few minutes he said, ‘‘ Count, it is dreadfully warm in 
your rooms. I see the countess is stifling. I will give 
her my arm for a turn in the garden.” 

The husband looked furious. 

‘Give me an arm,” said he to Bussy, and he got up and 
followed his wife. 

“‘Ah!” said the duke, ‘‘ it seems you are better.” 

“‘ Yes, monseigneur, and I hope soon to be able to ac. 
company Madame de Monsoreau wherever she goes.” 

“Good ; but meanwhile, do not fatigue yourself.” 

Monsoreau was obliged to sit down, but he kept them 
in view. 

‘“ Count,” said he to Bussy, ‘‘ will you be amiable enough 
to escort Madame de Monsoreau this evening to my house 
at the Tournelles ? ” 

«You cannot do that, monsieur,” said Rémy. 

“Why not?” 

«Because M. d’Anjou would never forgive you if you 
helped to play him such a trick.” 

Bussy was about to cry, ‘‘What do I care?” but a 
glance from Rémy stopped him. 

«Rémy is right,” said Monsoreau, ‘‘it would injure 
you ; to-morrow I will go myself.” 

«You will lose your place.” . 

«Tt is possible ; but I shall keep my wife.” 

The next day they went to the old house; Diana took 
her old room, with the bed of white and gold damask. <A 
corridor only separated it from that of the count. Bussy 
tore his hair with rage. 


CHAPTER LXXIX. 
A VISIT TO THE HOUSE AT LES TOURNELLES. 


THE duke became more and more in love with Diana, 
as she seemed always to escape him, and with his love for 
her, his hatred of Monsoreau increased. On the other 
side he had not renounced his political hopes, but had re- 
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commenced his underhand machinations. The moment 
was favorable, for many wavering conspirators had been 
encouraged by the kind of triumph which the weakness 
of the king, and the cunning of Catherine, had given to 
the duke ; however, he no longer confided his projects to 
Bussy, and showed him only a hypocritical friendship. 
He was vaguely uneasy at seeing him at Monsorean’s 
house, and envious of the confidence that Monsorean, so 
suspicious of himself, placed in him. He was frightened 
also at the joy and happiness which shone in Diana’s face. 
He knew that flowers only bloom in the light of the sun, 
and women in that of love. She was visibly happy, and 
this annoyed him. Determined to use his power, both for 
love and vengeance, he thought it would be absurd to be 
stayed in this purpose by such ridiculous obstacles as the 
jealousy of a husband, and the repugnance of a wife. 
One day he ordered his equipages, intending to visit Mon- 
soreau. He was told that he had moved to his honse in 
the Rue St. Antoine. 

«Let us go there,” said he to Bussy. Soon the place 
was in commotion at the arrival of the twenty-four hand- 
some cavaliers, each with two lackeys, who formed the 
prince’s suite. Both Bussy and the prince knew the 
house well; they both went in, but while the prince 
entered the room, Bussy remained on the staircase. It 
resulted from this arrangement that the duke was received 
by Monsoreau alone, while Bussy was received by Diana, 
while Gertrude kept watch. Monsoreau, always pale, 
grew livid at sight of the prince. 

‘‘ Monseigneur, here! really it is too much honor for 
my poor house!” cried he, with a visible irony. 

The princesmiled. ‘‘ Wherever a suffering friend goes, 
I follow him,” replied he. ‘* How are you ?” 

<‘Oh, much better; I can already walk about, and in a 
week I shall be quite well.” 

<¢ Was it your doctor who prescribed for you the air of 
the Bastile ?” asked the prince, with the most innocent 
air possible. 

<‘ Yes, monseigneur.” 
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«Did you not like the Rue des Petits-Péres ? ” 

*“*No, monseigneur ; 1 had too much company there— 
they made too much noise. ” 

«‘ But you have no garden here.” 

“‘T did not like the garden.” 

The prince bit his lips. ‘‘ Do you know, comte,” said 
he, ‘‘that many people are asking the king for your 
' place ?” 

‘‘On what pretext, monseigneur ?” 

‘¢They say you are dead.” 

sé eRe ae you can answer for it that I am 
not.” 

‘‘T answer for nothing ; you bury yourself as though 
you were dead.” 

It was Monsoreau’s turn to bite his lips. 

‘¢ Well, then, I must lose my place,” said he. 

“* Really ?” 

‘* Yes ; there are things I prefer to it.” 

“‘ You are very disinterested.” 

‘‘It is my character, monseigneur.” 

«Then of course you will not mind the king’s knowing 
your character ?” 

<¢ Who will tell him ?” 

*¢ Diable ! if he asks me about you, I must repeat ouc 
conversation.” 

‘*Ma foi! monseigneur, if all they say in Paris were 
reported to the king, his two ears would not be enough to 
listen with.” 

“‘What do they say at Paris, monsieur ?” asked the 
prince sharply. 

Monsoreau tried to calm himself. ‘‘ How should a poor 
invalid, as 1am, know?” saidhe. “If the king i is angry 
at seeing his work badly done, he is wrong.’ 

“« How so?” 

‘* Because, doubtless, my accident proceeds, to some 
extent, from him.” 

*¢ Explain yourself.” 

«© M. de St. Luc, who wounded me, is a dear friend of 
the king’s. It was the king who taught him the thrust 
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by which he wounded me, and it might have been the 
king who prompted him.” 

“You are right; but still the king is the king.” 

** Until he is so no longer.” 

The duke trembled. ‘‘Is not Madame de Monsoreau 
here ?” said he. 

“« Monseigneur, she is ill, or she would have come to 
present her respects to you.” 

“Til! poor woman! it must be grief at seeing you 
suffer.” 

«* Yes, and the fatigue of moving.” 

** Let us hope it will bea short indisposition. You have 
so skilful a doctor.” 

“Yes, that dear Rémy 

‘Why, he is Bussy’s doctor.” 

«He has lent him to me.” 

‘* You are, then, great friends ?” 

«‘ He is my best, I might say my only, friend.” 

‘* Adieu, come!” 

As the duke raised the tapestry, he fancied he saw the 
skirt of a dress disappear into the next room, and im- 
mediately Bussy appeared at his post in the middle of the 
corridor. Suspicion grew stronger with the duke. 

“We are going,” said he to Bussy, who ran down-stairs 
without replying; while the duke, left alone, tried to 
penetrate the corridor where he had seen the silk dress 
vanish. But, turning, he saw that Monsoreau had fol- 
lowed, and was standing at the door. 

** Your highness mistakes your way,” said he. 

“‘True,” said the duke, ‘thank you.” And he went 
down with rage in his heart. When he returned home, 
Aurilly glided into his room. 

‘‘ Well,” said the duke, ‘‘ I am baffled by the husband !” 

‘* And, perhaps, also by the lover, monseigneur.” 

“ What do you say ?” 

«‘'The truth.” 

‘* Speak, then.” 

‘<I hope your highness will pardon me—it was in your 
service.” 
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‘*T pardon you in advance. Go on.” 

*‘ After your highness had gone up-stairs, I watched 
under a shed in the courtyard.” 

‘Ah! What did you see?” 

‘I saw a woman’s dress; I saw this woman lean for- 
ward, and then I heard the sound of along and tender 
kiss.” 

<< But who was the man ?” 

«© T cannot recognize arms.” 

““No, but you might gloves.” 

‘‘ Indeed, it seemed to me 

<¢ That you recognized them ?” 

“It was only a guess.” 

«‘ Never mind.” 

‘Well, monseigneur, they looked like the gloves of 
M. de Bussy.” 

‘Buff, embroidered with gold, were they not ?” 

«¢ Yes, monseigneur.”’ 

“¢Ah! Bussy ! yes, it was Bussy. Oh, I was blind and 
yet not blind; but I could not believe in so much au- 
dacity.” 

‘‘But your highness must not believe it too lightly ; 
might there not have been a man hidden in her room ?” 

‘Yes, doubtless, but Bussy, who was in the corridor, 
would have seen him.” 

«‘ That is true.” 

«« And then the gloves z 

«‘ Yes, and besides the kiss, I heard % 

«What ?” 

*¢ Three words, ‘ Till to-morrow evening.’ ” 

“Oh! mon Dieu!” 

““So that, if you like, we can make sure.” 

“ Aurilly, we will go.” 

‘¢ Your highness knows I am at your orders.” 

“Ah! Bussy, a traitor! Bussy, the honest man—Bussy, 
who does not wish me to be King of France ;” and the 
duke, smiling with an infernal joy, dismissed Aurilly. 
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CWUAPTER LXXX, 
THE WATCHERS. 


THE duke kept Bussy near him all day, so as not to lose 
sight of his movements. Bussy did not care, so that he 
had his evenings free. At ten o’clock he wrapped himself 
in his cloak, and with a rope ladder under his arm went 
towards the Bastile. The duke, who did not know that 
he had a ladder, and could not believe in any one walking 
alone at night through the streets of Paris, thought Bussy 
would certainly call at his hotel for a horse and a servant, 
and lost ten minutes in preparations. During those ten 
minutes, Bussy, active and in love, had already gone 
three-fourths of the distance. He was lucky, as brave 
people generally are, and met with no accident by the way, 
and on arriving saw alight in the windows. It was the 
signal agreed on between him and Diana. He threw his 
ladder up to the balcony, it had six hooks to it, and was 
sure to fasten itself somewhere. At the noise, Diana put 
out her light and opened the window to fasten the ladder. 
The thing was done in a moment. Diana looked all 
around ; the street seemed deserted. ‘Then she signed to 
Bussy to mount, and he was up in five seconds. The 
moment was happily chosen, for while he got in at the 
window, M. de Monsorean, after having listened patiently 
fur a quarter of an hour at his wife’s door, descended the 
stairs painfully, leaning on the arm of a confidential valet, 
and it so happened that he opened the street-door just as 
the ladder was drawn up, and the window closed. He 
looked around, but the streets were deserted. 

** You have been badly informed,” said he to the servant. 

““No, monsieur, I have just left the Hétel d’Anjou, and 
they told me that the duke had ordered two horses for 
this evening. But perhaps it was not to come here.” 

‘‘ Where else should he go?” said Monsorean, with a 
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somber air. He, like all jealous persons, thought the 
whole world had nothing to do but to torment him. 

‘‘Perhaps I should have done better to stay in her 
room,” murmured he. ‘‘ But they probably have signals 
for corresponding ; she would have warned him of my 
presence, and I should have learned nothing. It is bet- 
ter to watch outside. Come, cenduct me to the hiding- 
_ place, whence you say one can see everything.” 

‘¢Come, monsieur.” 

About twenty-five steps from the door was an enormous 
heap of stones belonging to demolished houses, and serving 
for fortifications to the children of the neighborhood when 
they played at battles. In the midst was a space, which 
could contain two people. The valet spread a cloak, on 
which Monsoreau sat down, while his servant sat at his 
feet, with a loaded musket placed beside him. Diana 
had prudently drawn her thick curtains, so that scarcely 
aray of light showed through, to betray that there was 
life in this gloomy house. 

They had been watching abont ten minutes, when two 
horses appeared at the end of the street. The valet 
pointed to them. 

“‘T see,” said Monsoreau. 

The two men got off their horses, and tied them up at 
the corner of the Hétel des Tournelles. 

‘“‘Monseigneur,” said Aurilly, “I believe we have 
arrived too late; he must have gone straight from your 
hotel, and must have entered.” 

«Perhaps so; but if we did not see him go in, we can 
see him come out.” 

‘Yes, but when?” 

‘‘ When we please.” 

‘*Would it be too curious to ask how you mean to 
manage ? ” 

‘‘ Nothing is more easy ; we have but to knock at the 
door, and ask after M. de Monsoreau. Our lover will be 
frightened at the noise, and as you enter the house he will 
come out at the window, and I, who am hidden outside, 
shall see him,” . 
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*¢ And Monsoreau ?” 

‘‘ What can he say ? Iam his friend, and was uneasy 
about him, as he looked so ill yesterday ; nothing can be 
more simple.” 

“<I is very ingenious, monseigneur.” 

«Do you hear what they say ?” asked Monsoreau of his 
valet. 

‘“No, monsieur, but we soon shall, for they are coming 
nearer.” 

‘¢ Monseigneur,” said Aurilly, “ here is a heap of stones 
which seems made on purpose for us.” 

«Yes, but wait amoment, perhaps we can see through 
the opening of the curtain.” And they stood for some 
minutes trying to find a place to peep through. Mean- 
while, Monsoreau was boiling with impatience, and his 
hand approached the musket. 

““Oh! shall I: suffer this ?” murmured he, “shall I 
devour this affront also? No, my patience is worn out. 
Mordieu ! that I can neither sleep, nor wake, nor even 
suffer quietly, because a shameful caprice has lodged in 
the idle brain of this miserable prince. No, I am nota 
complaisant valet ; Iam the Comte de Monsoreau, and if 
he comes near, on my word, I will blow his brains out. 
Light the match, René.” 

At this moment, just as the prince was about to seek his 
hiding-place, leaving his companion to knock at the door, 
Aurilly touched his arm. 

‘¢ Well, monsieur, what is it ?” asked the prince. 

<‘ Come away, monseigneur, come.” 

COW livia? 

“© Do you not see something shining there to the left ? ” 

‘«T see a spark among that heap of stones.” 

‘‘Tt is the match of a musket, or arquebuse.” 

‘¢ Ah! who the devil can be in ambush there ? ” 

‘‘Some friend or servant of Bussy’s. Let us go and 
make a detour, and return another way. The servant will 
give the alarm, and we shall see Bussy come out of the 
window.” 

‘You areright ; come ;” and they went to their horses. 
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«‘They are going,” said the valet. 

“‘Yes. Did you recognize them ?” 

«‘ They seemed to me to be the prince and Aurilly.” 

“‘ Just so. But I shall soon be more sure still.” 

‘* What will monsieur do ?” 

“‘ Come.” 

Meanwhile, the duke and Aurilly turned into the Rue 
St. Catherine, intending to return by the boulevard of the 
Bastile. 

Monsoreau went in, and ordered his litter. 

What the duke had foreseen happened. At the noise 
that Monsoreau made, Bussy took the alarm, the light 
was extinguished, the ladder fixed, and Bussy, to his great 
regret, was obliged to fly, like Romeo, but without having, 
like him, seen the sun rise and heard the lark sing. Just 
as he touched the ground, and Diana had thrown him the 
ladder, the duke and Aurilly arrived at the corner of the 
Bastile. They saw a shadow suspended from Diana’s 
window, but this shadow disappeared almost instantane- 
ously at the corner of the Rue St. Paul. 

“‘ Monsieur,” said the valet to Monsoreau, ‘‘ we shall 
wake up the household.” 

‘“What do I care?” cried Monsorean, furiously. <I 
am master here, I believe, and I have at least the right to 
do what M. d’Anjou wished to do.” 

The litter was got ready, and, drawn by two stout 
horses, it was soon at the Hétel d’Anjou. 

The duke and Aurilly had so recently come in that 
their horses were not unsaddled. Monsoreau, who had 
the entrée, appeared on the threshold just as the duke, 
after having thrown his hat ona chair, was holding out 
his boots to a valet to pull off. A servant, preceding him 
by some steps, announced M. de Monsoreau. <A thunder- 
bolt breaking his windows, could not have astonished the 
prince more. 

‘¢ M.de Monsoreau !” cried he, with an uneasiness he 
could not hide. 

‘« Myself, monseigneur,” replied he, trying to repress 
his emotion, but the effort he made over himself was so 
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violent that his legs failed him, and he fell on to a chair 
which stood near. 

‘But you will kill yourself, my dear friend,” said the 
duke; ‘“‘you are so pale, you look as though you were 
going to faint.” 

‘Oh, no; what I have to say to your highness is of too 
much importance ; I may faint afterwards.” 

«‘ Speak, then, my dear comte.” 

‘* Not before your people, I suppose.” 

The duke dismissed every one. 

‘Your highness has just come in ?” said Monsoreau. 

«* As you see, comte.” 

“Tt is very imprudent of your highness to go by night 
in the streets.” 

‘Who told you I had been in the streets ?” 

‘The dust on your clothes.” 

“«M. de Monsoreau, have you another employment be- 
sides that of chief huntsman ?” 

“Yes, that of spy, monseigneur ; all the world follow 
that calling now, more or less, and I, like the rest.” 

«* And what does this profession bring you, monsieur ?” 

«‘ Knowledge.” 

“‘It is curious.” 

“‘ Very curious.” 

<‘ Well, tell me what you have to say.” 

“<T came for that.” 

<* You permit me to sit down ?” said the duke. 

‘‘No irony, monseigneur, towards an old and faithful 
servant, who comes at this hour and in this state to do 
you a service. IfI sat down, on my honor, it was be- 
cause I could not stand.” 

<< A service ! to do me a service ?” 

“ai¥es:? 

‘* Speak, then.” 

“‘ Monseigneur, I come on the part of a great prince.” 

«‘ From the king ? ” 

*“*No; M. le Duc de Guise.” 

«‘ Ah! that is quite a different thing. Approach, and 
speak low.” 
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CHAPTER LXXXI. 


HOW M. LEDUC D’ANJOU SIGNED, AND. AFTER HAVING 
SIGNED, SPOKE. 


THERE was a moment’s silence. Then the duke said : 

‘* Well, M. le Comte, what have you to say to me from 
the Duc de Guise ?” 

‘* Much, monseigneur.” 

‘««'They have written to you ?” 

‘“*No; the duke writes no more since that strange dis- 
appearance of Nicholas David. They have come to Paris.” 

“«MM. de Guise are at Paris ?” 

«* Yes, monseigneur.” 

‘*T have not seen them.” 

‘«They are too prudent to expose themselves or your 
highness to any risk.” 

«© And I was not told!” 

‘*T tell you now.” 

‘‘ What have they come for ?” 

«‘ They come, monseigneur, to the rendezvous you gave 
them.” 

‘‘That I gave them !” 

** Doubtless ; on the day when your highness was arrested 
you received a letter from M. de Guise, and replied to it 
verbally, through me, that they were to come to Paris 
from the thirty-first of May to the second of June. It is 
now the thirty-first of May, and if your highness has for- 
gotten them, they have not forgotten you.” 

Frangois grew pale. So many events had passed since, 
that he had forgotten the rendezvous. ‘‘ It is true,” said 
he, at length, ‘‘ but the relations which then existed be. 
tween us exist no longer.” 

“Tf that be so, monseigneur, you would do well to tel! 
them, for | believe they think differently.” 

“* How 80 2?” 
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«‘You, perhaps, think yourself free as regards them, 
but they feel bound to you.” 

«‘A snare, my dear comte, in which a man does not let 
himself be taken twice.” 

*« And where was monseigneur taken in a snare ?” 

‘* Where ? at the Louvre, mordieu.” 

‘Was it the fault of MM. de Guise ?” 

‘“T do not say so, but they aever assisted me to 
escape.” 

‘It would have been difficult ; they were flying them- 
selves.” 

‘It is true.” 

*‘But when you were in Anjou, did they not charge 
me to tell you that you could always count on them, as 
they on you, and that the day you marched on Paris, they 
would do the same ?” 

“It is true, but I did not march on Paris.” 

‘* You are here.” 

‘« Yes ; but as my brother’s ally.” 

«© Monseigneur will permit me to observe that he is more 
than the ally of the Guises.” 

<‘ What then ?” 

‘‘ Their accomplice.” 

The duke bit his lips. 

‘© And you say they charged you to announce their 
arrival to me ?” 

«<They did me that honour.” 

‘*But they did not tell you the motive of their 
return ?” 

«<They told me all, knowing me to be the confidant 
of your highness.” 

«Then they have projects. What are they ?” 

‘The same always.” 

«« And they think them practicable ?” 

«‘They look upon them as certain.” 

«¢ And these projects have for an aim 

The duke stopped, not daring to finish. 

«¢To make you King of France ; yes, monseigneur.” 

The duke felt the flush of joy mount to his face. 
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‘¢ But,” said he, ‘‘is the moment favorable ?” 

‘* Your wisdom must decide.” 

“¢ My wisdom ?” 

<¢ Yes, the facts cannot be contradicted. The nomina 
tion of the king as head of the League was only a comedy, 
quickly seen through and appreciated. Now the reaction 
has commenced, and the entire state is rising against the 
tyranny of the king and his creatures. Sermons are a call 
to arms, and churches are places where they curse the 
king, instead of praying to God. The army trembles 
with impatience ; the bourgeois league together; our 
emissaries bring in nothing but signatures and new ad- 
herents to the League. In a word, the king’s reign 
touches on its close. Now, do you renounce your former 
projects 2?” 

The duke did not reply. 

**Monseigueur knows that he may speak frankly to 
me.” 

‘‘T think,” said the duke, ‘‘ that considering my brother 
hasno children, that his health is uncertain, and that after 
him the crown will come naturally to me, there is no 
reason why I should compromise my name and my dignity, 
in a useless struggle, and try to take, with danger, what 
will come to me in due course.” 

«‘Your highness is in error; your brother’s throne will 
only come to youif you takeit. MM. de Guise cannot 
be kings themselves, but they will only allow to reign a 
king of their own making, a king whom they substitute 
for the reigning one. They count on your highness, but 
if you refuse, they will seek another.” 

‘*And who will dare to seat himself on the throne of 
Charlemagne ? ” 

‘‘A Bourbon instead of a Valois, monseigneur; a son 
of St. Louis, instead of a son of St. Louis.” 

«The king of Navarre ?” 

‘‘Why not? Heis young, and brave.” 

‘He is a Huguenot.” 

«* Was he not converted at the St. Bartholomew ?” 

«‘ Yes, and he abjured afterwards.” 
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-©Oh, monseigneur, what he did for his wife, he will do 
again for the crown.” 

“They think, then, that I will yield my rights without 
a struggle.” 

<¢ The case is provided for.” 

“T will fight.” 

‘‘They are men of war.” 

<«T will put myself at the head of the League.” 

“‘ They are the soul of it.” 

“T will join my brother.” 

“‘ Your brcther will be dead.” 

«J will call the kings of Europe to my aid.” 

«‘They will think twice before making war on a 
people.” 

“ My party will stand by me.” 

«‘ Your party, I believe, consists of M. de Bussy and 
myself.” 

‘*Then I am tied.” 5 

‘‘Nearly so. You can do nothing without the Guises ; 
with them, everything. Say the word, and you are 
king.” 

The duke walked about for a few minutes, in great 
agitation, then stopped, and said, ‘‘Go on, count.” 

«‘This, then, is the plan. In eight days the Féte Dieu 
will take place, and the king meditates on that day agreat 
procession to the convents of Paris. There, the guards 
will remain at the door, the king will stop before each 
altar, kneel down, and say five paters and five aves.” 

“‘T know all that.” 

“¢ He will go to St. Genevigve-——” 

a as 

“He will enter with a suite of five or six persons, and 
behind them, the doors will be closed.” 

** And then ei 

““Your highness knows the monks who will do the 
honors of the Abbey to his majesty.” 

‘*They will be the same . 

«¢ Who were there when your highness was crowned.” 

s¢ They will dare to lay hands on the Lord’s anointed ?”’ 
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‘‘Oh! to shave him, only.” 

‘“‘ They will never dare to do that to a king.” 

‘He will not be a king then.” 

<<“How 30.2 7 

«* Have you never heard of a holy man who preaches 
sermons, and is going to perform miracles ?” 

‘* Brother Gorenflot ?” 

“ Just so.” 

«‘The one who wished to preach the League with his 
arquebuse on his shoulder ? ” 

«‘The same.” 

‘Well ! they will conduct the king into his cell ; once 
there, he will be asked to sign his abdication, then, when 
he has signed, Madame de Montpensier will enter, scissors 
in hand. She wears them now, hanging to her side ; they 
are charming scissors, made of gold, and admirably chased, 
to do him honor. You understand the rest. We an- 
nounced to the people that the king, experiencing a holy 
repentance for his sins, has announced his intention of 
never more leaving the convent. If there are any who 
doubt, M. de Guise holds the army, M. le Cardinal the 
Church, and M. de Mayenne the bourgeois ; and with these 
three powers you can make the people believe what you 
like.” 

‘‘ But they will accuse me of violence,” said the duke. 

«¢You need not be there.” 

««They will look on me as a usurper.” 

“ Monseigneur forgets the abdication.” 

*«'The king will refuse.” 

“‘It seems that Brother Gorenflot is not only clever, 
but strong.” 

‘The plan is then settled ?” 

co Qunite,-” 

«¢ And they do not fear that I shall denounce it’? ” 

“‘No, monseigneur ; for in that case, they have another, 
not less sure.” 

Ah!” 

“Nea 

** And this one P” won 
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‘*T do not know; they thought me too much your 
friend to trust me with it.” 

“ Well, I yield, count. What must I do ?” 

<* Approve.” 

hes SW Li 

** Words are not enough.” 

“What then ?” 

<OWriting.”” 

“«Tt is a folly to suppose I will ever consent to that.” 

*¢ And why not ?” 

‘Tf the conspiracy fail 

“It is just in case it should, that they ask for your 
signature.” 

‘‘Then they wish to shelter themselves behind my 
name ?” 

«* Just so.” 

«« Then I refuse.” 

«¢ You cannot.” 

«‘T cannot refuse ?” 

SN. 

<¢ Are you mad ?” 

“*To refuse is to betray.” 

‘* Let them think as they like ; at all events I will choose 
my own danger.” 

‘* Monseigneur, you choose badly.” 

**T will risk it,” cried Frangois, endeavoring to keep 
firm. 

‘For your own interest I advise you not to do so.” 

«‘ But I shall compromise myself by signing.” 

‘In refusing, you assassinate yourself.” 

Francois shuddered. 

‘They would dare ?” said he. 

‘They would dare anything, monseigneur. The con- 
spirators have gone so far, that they must succeed at any 
cost.” 

The duke, with his usual indecision, felt terribly per- 
plexed. 

“<T will sign,” said he, at last. 

‘* When ?” 
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«< To-morrow.” 

‘No, monseigneur ; if you sign, it must be at once.” 

«But M. de Guise must draw up the agreement.” 

‘Tt is already drawn—here it is ;” and Monsoreau drew 
a paper from his pocket: it was a full adhesion to the 
scheme. The duke read it through, growing more and 
more pale as he did so. 

‘Here is the pen, monseigneur.” 

«Then I must sign ?” 

‘Tf you wish to do so; no one forces you.” 

«Yes, they do, since they menace me with assassina- 
tion.” 

“‘T do not menace you, monseigneur—I only warn 
you.” 

“¢ Give me the pen.” 

And, snatching it eagerly, he signed the paper. Mon- 
soreau watched him with an eye full of hatred and hope, 
and no sooner had the duke finished than, exclaiming 
‘Ah !” he seized the paper, buttoned it into his doublet, 
and wrapped his cloak over it. 

Frangois looked at him with astonishment, for a flash 
of ferocious joy played over his face. 

«« And now, monseigneur, be prudent,” said he. 

aS TLOW BO: tas, 

‘«Do not run about the streets with Aurilly, as you did 
just now.” 

“What do you mean ?” 

«‘T mean that, this evening, you pursued with your love 
a woman whom her husband adores, and whom he is jeal- 
ous of, enough to kill any one who approaches her without 
permission.” 

“Ts it of you and your wife that you are speaking ? ” 

*« Yes, monseigneur. I have married Diana de Méridor ; 
she is mine, and no one shall have her while I live—not 
even a prince ; I swear it by my name and on this poniard !” 
and he touched with his poniard the breast of the prince, 
who started back. 

‘* Monsieur, you menace me!” cried Francois, pale with 
rage. 
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‘‘No, monseigneur ; once more, I say, I only warn 
you.” 

“Of what ?” 

‘«That no one shall make love to my wife.” 

«‘ And I warn you that you are too late, and that some 
one makes love to her already.” 

Monsoreau uttered a terrible cry. ‘Is it you?” cried 
he. 

‘* You are mad, count !” 

‘* No, I am not ; prove your words.” 

** Who was hidden this evening, twenty steps from your 
door, with a musket ? ” ? 

(73 ey 

** Well, comte, during that time there was a man with 
your wife.” 

<¢ You saw him go in ?” 

<‘T saw him come out.” 

«* By the door ? ” 

<“No, by the window.” 

“Did you recognize him ?” 

$6 Viess”? 

‘Name him, monseigneur, or I do not answer for my- 
self.” 

The duke half smiled. 

«<M. le Comte,” said he, ‘‘ on my faith as a prince, on 
my soul, within a week I will tell you his name.” 

‘¢ You swear it.” 

“<I swear it.” 

‘‘ Well, monseigneur, you have a week ; but 
he, touching the paper in his breast. 

“* Come back in eight days.” 

<‘Good ! in eight days I shall have regained all my 
strength, ready for vengeance.” 


” said 
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CHAPTER LXXXII. 
A PROMENADE AT THE TOURNELLES. 


In course of time the Angevin gentlemen had returned 
to Paris, although not with much confidence. They knew 
too well the king, his brother, and mother, to hope that 
all would terminate in a family embrace. ‘They returned, 
therefore, timidly, and glided into the town armed to the 
teeth, ready to fire on the least suspicion, and drew their 
swords fifty times before the Hétel d’Anjou on harmless 
bourgeois, who were guilty of no crime but of looking at 
them. They presented themselves at the Louvre, mag- 
nificently dressed in silk, velvet, and embroidery. Henri 
III. would not receive them ; they waited vainly in the 
gallery. It was MM. Quelus, Maugiron, Schomberg, and 
D’Epernon who came to announce this news to them, with 
great politeness, and expressing all the regrets in the 
world. 

“© Ah, gentlemen,” said Antragues, ‘‘the news is sad, 
but, coming from your mouths, it loses half its bitterness.” 

“¢Gentlemen,” said Schomberg, ‘‘ you are the flower of 
grace and courtesy. Would it please you to change the 
reception which you have missed into a little promenade ?” 

‘*Ah! gentlemen, we were about to propose it.” 

«‘ Where shall we go ?” said Quelus. 

‘IT know a charming place near the Bastile,” said 
Schomberg. 

‘© We follow you, go on.” 

Then the eight gentlemen went out, arm in arm, talk- 
ing gaily on different subjects, until Quelus said, ‘‘ Here 
is a solitary place, with a good footing.” 

‘Ma foi, yes 

“Well! we thought that you would one day accompany 
us here to meet M. de Bussy, who has invited us all here.” 

‘Tt is true,” said Bussy. 

**Do you accept ?” said Maugiron. 

«* Certainly ; we rejoice at such an honor.” 
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‘That is well,” said Schomberg ; ‘‘ shall we each choose 
an opponent ? ” 

““No,” suid Bussy, ‘‘ that is not fair; “let us trust to 
chance, and the first one that is free can join .the others.” 

** Let us draw lots then,” said Quelus. 

“One moment,” said Bussy, ‘first let us settle the 
rules of the game.” 

“They are simple ; we will fight till death ensues ! ” 

“Yes, but how ?” 

«With sword and dagger.” 

“On foot ?” 

“Oh, yes! on horseback one’s movements are not so 
free.” 

c<Tnen, on foot.” 

“© What day ?” 

<¢ The soonest possible.” 

** No,” said D’Epernon, ‘I have a thousand things to 
settle and a will to make ; I would rather wait five or six 
days.” 

“< So be it.” 

«*' Then draw lots.” 

‘«“One moment! divide the ground into four compart- 
ments, each for a pair.” 

“* Well said.” 

“‘T propose for number one, the long square between 
the chestnuts ; it is a fine place.” 

“<¢ Agreed.” 

‘* But the sun ? one would be turned to the east.” 

“‘No,” said Bussy, ‘‘ that is not fair ;”’ and he proposed 
a new position, which was agreed to. 

Schomberg and Ribeirac came first. They were the 
first pair; Quelusand Antragues the second ; then Livarot 
and Maugiron the third. D’Epernon, who saw himself left 
to Bussy, grew very pale. 

‘““ Now, gentlemen,” said Bussy, ‘‘ until the day of the 
combat, let us be friends. Will you accept a dinner at 
the Hétel Bussy ? ” 

All agreed, and returned with Bussy to his hotel, where 
a sumptuous banquet united them till morning, 
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CHAPTER LXXXIII. 
IN WHICH CHICOT SLEEPS, 


THE movements of the young men had been remarked 
-by the king and Chicot. The king walked up and down, 
waiting impatiently for his friends to return ; but Chicot 
followed them at a distance, and saw enough to be satis- 
fied of their intentions. When he returned to the honse 
he found the king, walking up and down, muttering. 

‘*Ah! my dear friend ! do you know what has become 
of them ?” cried Henri. 

‘¢ Whom ? your minions ?” 

‘*¢ Alas ! yes, my poor friends.” 

«‘They must lie very low by this time.” 

‘Have they been killed?” cried Henri; ‘are they 
dead ?” 

“< Dead, I fear 4 

«¢ And you laugh, wretch ?” 

“Oh! my son, dead drunk.” 

““Oh ! Chicot, how you terrified me. But why do you 
calumniate these gentlemen ?” 

<¢On the contrary, I praise them.” 

‘* Be serious, | beg ; do you know that they went out 
with the Angevins ?” 

‘¢ Of course, I know it.” 

<¢ What was the result ?” 

<¢ What I tell you ; that they are dead drunk.” 

«But Bussy !” 

< He is intoxicating them ; he is a dangerous man.” 

<< Chicot, for pity’s sake i 

«Yes; Bussy has given a dinner to your friends ; how 
do you like that ?” 

«‘Impossible ! They are sworn enemies.” 

«‘ Have you good legs?” 

<‘ What do you mean ? ” 

« Will you go to the river ?” 
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“‘T would go to the end of the world to see such a 
thing.” - 

‘‘Well! go only to the Hétel Bussy.” 

‘* Will you accompany me ?” 

«Thank you, I have just come from there.” 

«¢ But——” 

‘‘Oh! no; I, who have seen, do nut need to be con- 
vinced. Go, my son, go. You disquiet yourself about 
your friends; you first pity them as if they were dead, 
and when you hear they are not dead, you are uneasy 
still——” 

‘‘ You are intolerable, M. Chicot.” 

‘* Would you have preferred that they should each have 
had seven or eight wounds by a rapier ?” 

“*T should like to be able to depend on my friends.” 

‘*Oh! ventre de biche, depend upon me; I am here, 
my son, only feed me. I want pheasant and truffles.” 

Henri and his only friend went to bed early, the king 
still sighing. 

The next day, at the petite levée of the king, MM. 
Quelus, Schomberg, Maugiron, and D’Epernon presented 
themselves. Chicot still slept. The king jumped from — 
his bed in a fury, and tearing off the perfumed mask from 
his face, cried, ‘‘ Go out from here.” 

The young men looked at each other in wonder. 

“ But, sire, we wished to say to your majesty 

‘*That you are no longer drunk, I suppose.” 

Chicot opened his eyes. 

«‘ Your majesty is in error,” said Quelus, gravely. 

‘« And yet I have not drunk the wine of Anjou.” 

‘“‘Oh! I understand,” said Quelus, smiling. 

“What ?” 

“Tf your majesty will remain alone with us, we will tell 

ou.” 

<‘T hate drunkards and traitors.” 

‘< Sire,” cried three of the gentlemen. 

«* Patience, gentlemen,” said Quelus, ‘‘ his majesty has 
slept badly, and had unpleasant dreams. A few words will 
set all right.” 
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‘¢ Speak then, but be brief.” 

“<Tt is possible, sire, but difficult.” 

«* Yes; one turns long round certain accusations.” 

«© No, sire, we go straight to it,” replied Quelus, look- 
ing again at Chicot and the usher, as though to reiterate 
his request that they might be left alone. The king 
signed to the usher to leave the room, but Chicot said, 
“Never mind me, I sleep like a top,” and closing his eyes 
again, he began to snore with all his strength. 


CHAPTER LXXXIV. 


WHERE CHICOT WAKES. 


? 


<*YouR majesty,” said Quelus, ‘‘ knows only half the 
business, and that the least interesting half. Assuredly, 
we have all dined with M. de Bussy, and to the honor of 
his cook, be it said, dined well. There was, above all, a 
certain wine from Austria or Hungary, which really ap- 
peared to memarvelous. Butduring the repast, or rather 
after it, we had the most serious and interesting conver- 
sation concerning your majesty’s affairs.” 

«*You make the exordium very long.” 

‘‘ How talkative you are, Valois! ” cried Chicot. 

“Oh! oh! M. Gascon,” said Henri, ‘if you do not 
sleep, you must leave the room.” 

“‘Pardieu, it is you who keep me from sleeping, your 
tongue clacks so fast.” 

Quelus, seeing it was impossible to speak seriously, 
shrugged his shoulders, and rose in anger. 

“We were speaking of grave matters,” said he. 

‘* Grave matters ?” 

“Yes,” said D’Epernon, ‘‘if the lives of eight brave 
gentlemen are worth the trouble of your majesty’s atten- 
tion.” 

‘* What does it mean, my son ?” said Henri, placing his 
hand on Quelus’s shoulder. 

“Well, sire, the result of our conversation was, that 
royalty is menaced—weakened, that is to say, that all the 
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_ world is conspiring against you. Sire, you are a great 


king, but you have no horizon before you ; the nobility have 
raised so many barriers before your eyes, that you can see 
nothing, if it be not the still higher barriers that the 
people have raised. When, sire, in battle one battalion 
places itself like a menacing wall before another, what 
happens ? Cowards look behind them, and seeing an 


open space, they fly; the brave lower their heads and‘ 


rush on.” 

‘* Well, then forward!” cried the king, ‘‘ mordieu ! 
am [ not the first gentleman in my kingdom? Were they 
not great battles that I fought in my youth ? Forward, 
then, gentlemen, and I will take the lead ; itis my custom 
in the mélée.” 

**Oh! yes, sire,” cried the young men, with one voice. 

«« And,” said Quelus, ‘‘against these ramparts which 
are closing round your majesty, four men will march, sure 
to be applauded by you, and glorified by posterity.” 

‘*What do you mean, Quelus ?” cried the king, with 
eyes in which joy was tempered by solicitude ; ‘‘ who are 
these four men ?” 

““T, and these other gentlemen, 
pride ; ‘‘ we devote ourselves, sire.” 

“To what ?” 

<‘To your safety.” 

“ Against whom ?” 

«* Against your enemies.” 

‘«* Private enmities of young men ?” 

‘Oh! sire, that ie the expression of vulgar prejudice ; 
speak like a king, sire, not like a bourgeois. Do not pro- 
fess to believe that Maugiron detests Antragues, that 
Schomberg dislikes Livarot, that D’Epernon is jealous 
of Bussy, and that I hate Ribeirac. Oh! no. They are 
all young, and agreeable, and might love each other like 
brothers: it is not, therefore, a rivalry between man and 
man, which places the swords in our hands; it is the 
quarrel of France with Anjou, the dispute as to the rights 
of the populace against the prerogatives of the king. We 
present ourselves as champions of royalty in those lists, 
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replied Quelus, with 
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where we shall be met by the champions of the League, © 
and we came to say, ‘ Bless us, sire, smile on those whe 
are going to die for you.’ Your blessing will, perhaps, 
give us the victory, your smile will make us die happy.” 

Henri, overcome with emotion, opened his arms to 
Quelus and the others. He united them in his heart ; and 
it was not a spectacle without interest, a picture without 
expression, but a scene in which manly courage was allied 
to softer emotions, sanctified by devotion. Chicot looked 
on, and his face, ordinarily indifferent or sarcastic, was not 
the least noble and eloquent of the six. 

“Ab!” eried the king, “I am proud to-day, not of 
being King of France, but of being your friend; at the 
same time, as I know my own interests best, I will not ac- 
cept a sacrifice, of which the result will deliver me up, if 
you fall, into the hands of my enemies. France is enough 
to make war on Anjou; 1 know my brother, the Guises, and 
the League, and have often conquered more dangerous 
foes.” 

«But, sire, soldiers do not reason thus, they never take 
ill luck into their calculations.” 

«« Pardon me, Maugiron ; a soldier may act blindly, but 
the captain reflects.” 

‘* Reflect, then, sire, and let us act, who are only sol- 
diers,” said Schomberg : ‘‘ besides, I know no ill luck; [ 
am always successful.” 

‘Friend, friend,” said the king, sadly, ‘‘I wish I could 
say as much. It is true, you are but twenty.” 

«‘Sire,” said Quelus, ‘on what day shall we meet MM. 
Bussy, Livarot, Antragues and Ribeirac ?” 

*“Never; I forbid it absolutely.” 

‘Sire, excuse us, the rendezvous was arranged before 
the dinner, words were said which cannot be retracted.” 

‘Excuse me, monsieur,” said Henri, ‘the king ab- 
solves from oaths and promises by saying, ‘I will, or I 
will not,’ for the king is all-powerful. Tell these gentle- 
men, therefore, that I have menaced you with all my 
anger if you come to blows; and that you may not doubt 
it yourselves, 1 swear to exile you, ifi——” 
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' Stop! sire; do not swear; because, if for such a 
cause we have merited your anger, and this anger shows 
itself by exiling us, we will go into exile with joy, because, 
being no longer on your majesty’s territories, we can then 
keep our promises, and meet our adversaries.” 

‘If these gentlemen approach you within range of an 
arquebuse, I will throw them all into the Bastile.” 

‘< Sire, if you do so we will all go barefooted, and with 
cords round our necks, to M. Testu, the governor, and 
pray to be incarcerate with them.” 

*«T will have them beheaded, then ; I am king, I hope.” 

** We will cut our throats at the foot of their scaffold.” 

Henri kept silent for a long time; then, raising his 
eyes, said, ‘‘God will surely bless a cause defended by 
such noble hearts.” 

«« Yes, they are noble hearts,” said Chicot, rising ; ‘‘ do 
what they wish, and fix a day for their meeting. It is 
your duty, my son.’ 

“*Oh! mon Dieu! mon Dieu !” murmured Henri. 

*‘Sire, we pray you,” cried all the four gentlemen, 
bending their knees. 

“Well! so be it. Let us trust that God will give us 
the victory. But let us prepare for the conflict in a 
Christian manner. If I had time, I would send all your 
swords to Rome, that the Pope might bless them. But 
we have the shrine of St. Genevieve, which contains most 
precious relics: let us fast, and do penance, and keep 
holy the great day of the Féte Dieu, and then the next 
da “ 

te Ah! sire, thanks ; that is in eight days!” cried the 
young men. 

And they seized the hands of the king, who embraced 
them all once more, and, going into his oratory, melted 
into tears. 

‘‘ Our cartel is ready,” said Quelus, ‘‘ we have but to 
add the day and hour. Write, Maugiron, the day after 
the Féte Dieu. Here is a table.” 

‘Tt is done,” said Maugiron, ‘“‘now who will carry the 
letter ?” 
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‘“<T will, if you please,” said Chicot, approaching, ‘ but 
I wish to give you a piece of advice. His majesty speaks 
of fasts and macerations. That is all very well after the 
combat, but before, I prefer good nourishment, generous 
wine, and eight hours’ sleep every night.” 

‘‘ Bravo, Chicot !” 

<¢ Adieu, my little lions,” replied the Gascon, ‘‘I go to 
the Hétel Bussy.” He went three steps and returned, 
and said, ‘‘ Apropos, do not quit the king during the 
Féte Dieu; do not go to the country, any of you, but 
stay by the Louvre. Now, I will do your commission.” 


CHAPTER LXXXV. 
THE FETE DIEU. 


Durine these eight days events were preparing them- 
selves, as a tempest gathers in the heavens during the 
calm days of summer. Monsoreau had an attack of fever 
for twenty-four hours, then he rallied, and began to 
watch, himself; but as he discovered no one, he became 
more than ever convinced of the hypocrisy of the Due 
d’Anjou, and of his bad intentions with regard to Diana, 

Bussy did not discontinue his visits by day, but, warned 
by Rémy of this constant watchfulness, came no more at 
night to the window. 

Chicot divided his time between the king, whom he 
watched like a child, and his friend Gorenflot, whom he 
had persuaded to return to his convent. He passed hours 
with him in his cell, always bringing with him large bot- 
tles in his pocket, and the report began to be spread that 
Gorenflot had nearly persuaded him to turn monk, 

As for the king, he gave constant lessons in fencing to 
his friends, teaching them new thrusts, and, above all, 
exercising D’Epernon, to whom fate had given so skilful 
an adversary, that he was visibly preoccupied by it. 

Any one walking in the streets of Paris at certain hours, 
might have met the strange monks, of whom our first 
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chapters furnished some description, and who resembled 
troopers more than monks. Then, to complete the pict- 
ure, we must add that the Hétel de Guise had become at 
once mysterious and turbulent, the most peopled within 
and the most deserted without that can be imagined ; that 
meetings were held every night in the great hall, and with 
all the blinds and windows hermetically closed, and that 
these meetings were preceded by dinners, to which none 
but men were invited, and which were presided over by 
Madame de Montpensier. Of all these meetings, how- 
ever, important though they were, the police suspected 
nothing. On the morning of the great day, the weather 
was superb, and the flowers which filled the streets sent 
their perfumes through the air. Chicot, who for the last 
fortnight had slept in the king’s room, woke him early ; 
no one had yet entered the royal chamber. 

“Oh, Chicot!” cried the king, ‘‘ you have woke me 
from one of the sweetest dreams I ever had in my life.” 

‘* What was it, my son ?” 

‘7 dreamed that Quelus had run Antragues through 
the body, and was swimming in the blood of his adver- 
sary. Let us go and pray that my dream may be realized. 
Call, Chicot, call.” 

“‘ What do you want ?” 

‘« My hair-cloth and my scourge.” 

** Would you not prefer a good breakfast ? ” 

** Pagan, would you go to hear mass on the Féte Dieu 
with afull stomach ?” 

«« Kven so.” 

* Call, Chicot.” 

“‘ Patience ; it is scarcely eight o’clock, and you will 
have plenty of time to scourge yourself. Let us talk first. 
Converse with your friend ; you will not repent it, Valois, 
on the faith of a Chicot.” 

‘* Well, talk ; but be quick.” 

‘* How shall we divide our day, my son ?” 

*‘Tnto three parts.” 

“In honor of the Trinity ; very well, let me hear these 
three parts.” 
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‘«‘ First, mass at St. Germain l’Auxerrois.” 

“Well?” 

«‘ Return to the Louvre, for a collation.” 

*‘ Very good.” 

‘‘Then, a procession of penitents through the streets, 
stopping at the principal convents of Paris, beginning at 
the Jacobins and finishing at St. Geneviéve, where I have 
promised the prior to stay till to-morrow in the cell of a 
saint, who will pray for the success of our arms.” 

“I know him.” 

“‘The saint ?” 

<< Yes, perfectly.” 

“So much the better ; you shall accompany me, and 
we will pray together.” 

«Yes; make yourself easy.” 

‘*Then dress yourself, and come.” 

«* Wait a little.” 

‘‘ What for ?” 

‘‘T have more to ask.” 

“* Be quick, then, for time passes.” 

«‘ What is the court to do?” 

«Follow me.” 

** And your brother ?” 

‘¢ Will accompany me.” 

‘*-Your guard ?” 

“The French guard wait for me at the Louvre, and the 
Swiss at the door of the Abbey.” 

“*That will do; now I know all.” 

‘¢Then I may call?” 

Deg acd 

Henri struck on his gong. 

‘*The ceremony will be magnificent,” said Chicot. 

** God will accept our homage, I hope.” 

‘‘ But tell me, Henri, before any one comes in, have 
you nothing else to say tome?” 

‘“ No, I have given you all the details.” 

‘Have you settled to sleep at St. Geneviéve ? ” 

“ Doubtless.” 

** Well, my son, I do not like that part of the program,” 
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** How so 2?” 

«« When we Have dined I will tell you another plan that 
has occurred to me.” 

‘Well, I consent.” 

“‘ Whether you consent or not, it will be all the same 
thing.” 

“What do you mean ?” 

‘* Hush ! here are your valets.” 

As he spoke, the ushers opened the door, and the bar- 
ber, perfumer, and valet of the king entered, and com- 
menced to execute upon his majesty one of those toilets 
which we have described elsewhere. When the king was 
dressing, the Duc d’Anjou was announced. He was ac- 
companied by M. de Monsoreau, D’Epernon, and Aurilly. 
Henri, at the sight of Monsoreau, still pale and looking 
more frightful than ever, could not repress a movement of 
surprise. 

“You have been wounded, comte, have you not ?” 
said he. 

‘Yes, sire.” 

“¢ At the chase, they told me.” 

e¢ Ves, sire.” 

“ But you are better now ?” 

“Tam well.” 

‘¢ Sire,” said the duke, ‘‘ would it please you that, after 
our devotions, M. de Monsoreau should go and prepare a 
chase for us in the woods of Compiégne ?” 

«* But do you not know that to-morrow 

He was going to say, ‘‘ Four of your friends are to fight 
four of mine ;” but he stopped, for he remembered that 
it was a secret. 

“IT know nothing” said the duke; ‘‘ but if your maj- 
esty will inform me——” 

<‘T meant that, as I am to pass the night at the Abbey 
of St. Geneviéve, I should perhaps not be ready for to- 
morrow ; but let the count go; if it be not to-morrow, it 
shall be the day after.” 

«* You hear ?” said the duke to Monsorean. 

«Yes, monseigneur.” 
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At this moment Quelus and Schomberg entered. The 
king received them with open arms. 

Monsoreau said softly to the duke, ‘“‘ You exile me, mon- 
seigneur.” 

‘Is it not your duty to prepare the chase for the 
king eee oe ck 

“‘T understand—this is the last of the eight days fixed 
by your highness, and you prefer sending me to Com- 
piégne to keeping your promise.” 

«No, on the contrary ; I keep my promise.” 

*« Explain yourself.” 

‘* Your departure will be publicly known.” 

SOWoelh. 7? 

‘Well, do not go, but hide near your house ; then, 
believing you gone, the man you wish to know will come ; 
the rest concerns yourself: I engage for no more.” 

«Ah! if that be so a 

«© You have my word.” 

‘‘T have better than that, I have your signature.” 

“Oh, yes, mordieu! I know that.” 

Aurilly touched D’Epernon’s arm and said, “It is done ; 
Bussy will not fight to-morrow.” 

‘Not fight !” 

<‘T answer for it.” 

<¢ Who will prevent it ?” 

<¢ Never mind that.” 

“‘If it be so, my dear sorcerer, there are one thou- 
sand crowns for you.” 

** Gentlemen,” said the king, who had finished his toilet, 
“to St. Germain l’Auxerrois.” 

«‘ And from there to St. Geneviéve ?” asked the duke. 

“Certainly,” replied Henri, passing into the gallery 
where all his court were waiting for him. 
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CHAPTER LXXXVI. 
WHICH WILL ELUCIDATE THE PREVIOUS CHAPTER. 


THE evening before M. de Monsoreau had returned to 
his home from the Hotel Guise, and had found Bussy 
there. ‘Then, in his friendship for this brave gentleman, 
he had taken him aside, and said : 

** Will you permit me to give you a piece of advice ?” 

*« Pray do.” 

««Tf I were you, I should leave Paris to-morrow.” 

«<T ! and why so?” 

«‘ All that I can tell you is, that your absence may 
save you from great embarrassment. ”? 

«« How so 22 

‘‘Are you ignorant of what is to take place to- 
morrow ?” 

<< Completely.” 

<©On your honor ?” 

“©On my word as a gentleman.” 

<‘M. d’Anjou has confided nothing to you ?” 

‘‘Nothing ; M. d’ Anjou confides nothing to me beyond 
what all the world knows.” 

‘© Well! I, who am not the Duc d’Anjou, who love my 
friends for their own sakes, and not for mine, I will tell 
you, my dear count, that he is preparing for grave events 
to-morrow, and that the parties of Guise and Anjou medi- 
tate a stroke which may end in the fall of the king.” 

Bussy looked at M. de Monsoreau with suspicion, but 
his whole manner expressed so much sincerity that it was 
impossible to doubt him. 

“‘Count,” replied he, “‘my sword belongs to the Due 
d’Anjou. The king, against whom I have done nothing, 
hates me, and has never let slip an occasion of doing or 
saying something wounding to me; and to-morrow I tell 
you—but you alone, remember—I am about to risk my 

26 
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life to humiliate Henri de Valois in the person of his 
favorites.” 

‘‘Then you are resolved to risk all the consequences of 
your adherence to the duke ?” 

Sey ent: 

«You know where it may lead you ?” 

‘“‘T know where I will stop; whatever complaints I 
have against the king, I will never lift a hand against 
him ; but I will let others do what they like, and I will 
follow M. d’Anjou to protect him in case of need.” 

“« My dear comte,” said Monsoreau, ‘‘ the Duc d’Anjou 
is perfidious and a traitor ; a coward, capable, from jeal- 
ousy or fear, of sacrificing his most faithful servant—his 
most devoted friend ; abandon him, take a friend’s coun- 
sel, pass the day in your little house at Vincennes, go 
where you like, except to the procession of the Féte Dieu.” 

«* But why do you follow the duke yourself ?” 

‘For reasons which concern my honor. I have need 
of him for a little while longer.” 

‘* Well! that is ike me; for things which concern my 
honor I must follow the duke.” 

The Comte de Monsoreau pressed his hand, and they 
parted. 

The next morning Monsoreau announced to his wife 
his approaching departure for Compiégne, and gave all the 
necessary orders. Diana heard the news with joy. She 
knew from her husband of the duel which was arranged 
between Bussy and D’Epernon, but had no fear for the 
result, and looked forward to it with pride. Bussy had 
presented himself in the morning to the Duc d’Anjou, 
who, seeing him so frank, loyal, and devoted, felt some 
remorse ; but two things combated this return of good feel- 
ing—firstly, the great empire Bussy had over him, as every 
powerful mind has over a weak one, and which annoyed 
him ; and, secondly, the love of Bussy for Diana, which 
awoke all the tortures of jealousy in his heart. _Monsoreau, 
it was true, inspired him with equal dislike and fear, but 
he thought, ‘* Hither Bussy will accompany me and aid 
my triumph, and then if I triumph, I do not care for 
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Monsoreau, or Bussy will abandon me, and then I owe 
him nothing, and I will abandon him in return.” 

When they were in the church, the duke saw Rémy 
enter, and going up to his master, slide a note into his 
hand. 

“It is from her,” thought he; ‘‘she sends him word 
that her husband is leaving Paris.” 

Bussy put the note into his hat, opened, and read it, 
and the prince saw his face radiant with joy and love. 

The duke looked round ; if Monsoreau had been there, 
perhaps he would not have had patience to wait till the 
evening to denounce Bussy. 

The mass over, they returned to the Louvre, where 
a collation waited for the king in his room, and for his 
gentlemen in the gallery. Onentering the Louvre, Bussy 
approached the duke. 

“‘ Pardon, monseigneur,” said sie **but can I say two 
words to you ?” 

<¢ Are you in a hurry ?” 

«‘ Very much so.” 

*‘ Will it not do during the procession ? we shall walk 
side by side.” 

‘‘Monseigneur must excuse me, but what I wished to 
ask is, that I need not accompany you.” 

“Why so?” 

«‘ Monseigneur, to-morrow is a great day, and I would 
wish to retire to-day to my little house at Vincennes.” 

«Then you do not join the procession with the king 
and court ?” 

‘“ No, monseigneur, if you will excuse me.” 

<¢ Will you not rejoin me at St. Geneviéve ?” 

‘‘Monseigneur, I wish to have the whole day to my- 
self.” 

‘‘But if anything should occur when I have need of 
my friends ?” 

«* As monseigneur would only want me to draw my sword 
against my king, it is a double reason for excusing 
myself,” replied Bussy ; ‘‘my sword is engaged against 
M. d’Epernon.” 
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Monsoreau had told the duke the night before that he 
might reckon on Bussy; this change, therefore, must 
have been occasioned by Diana’s note.” 

“Phen,” said the duke, ‘‘ you abandon your chief and 
master ?” 

‘* Monseigneur, he who is about to risk his life in a 
bloody duel, as ours will be, has but one master, and it is 
- to Him my last devotions will be paid.” 

‘“You know that I am playing for a throne, and you 
leave me.” 

‘‘ Monseigneur, I have worked enough for you; | will 
work again to-morrow, do not ask me for more than my 
life.” 

‘It is well!” said the duke, in a hollow voice, ‘‘ you 
are free ; go, M. de Bussy.” 

Bussy, without caring for the prince’s evident anger, 
ran down the staircase of the Louvre, and went rapidly to 
his own house. 

The duke called Aurilly. ‘“ Well! he has condemned 
himself,” said he. 

«Does he not follow you ?” 

toNo.” 

<* He goes to the rendezvous ?” 

ss Yies:” 

‘‘Then it is for this evening ?” 

Olt is,” 

«‘Ts M. de Monsoreau warned ?” 

** Of the rendezvous—yes ; but not yet of the man.” 

«Then you have decided to sacrifice the count ?” 

“‘T have determined to revenge myself; I fear now 
but one thing.” 

«What is that ?” 

«That Monsoreau will trust to his strength, and that 
Bussy will escape him.” 

«¢ Reassure yourself, monseigneur.” 

Sa hy: F?? 

“¢Ts M. de Bussy irrevocably condemned ?” 

“Yes, mordieu! A man who dictates to me—who 
takes away from me her whom I was seeking for—who is 
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a sort of lion, of whom I am less the master than the 
keeper—yes, Aurilly, he is condemned without mercy.” 

‘* Well, then, be easy, for if he escape Monsoreau, he 
will not escape from another.” 

*¢ And who is that ?” 

‘Does your highness order me to name him ?” 

Hm Vres, Tao.” 

**It is M. d’Epernon.” 

**D’Epernon ! who was to fight him to-morrow ?” 

** Yes, monseigneur.” 

“¢ How is that ?” 

Aurilly was about to reply, when the duke was sum- 
moned ; for the king was at table, and had sent for his 
brother. 

‘You shall tell me during the procession,” said the 
duke. 

We will now tell our readers what had passed between 
Aurilly and D’Epernon. They had long known each 
other, for Aurilly had taught D’Epernon to play on the 
lute, and, as he was fond of music, they were often to- 
gether. He called upon Aurilly to tell him of his 
approaching duel, which disquieted him not a little. 
Bravery was never one of D’Epernon’s prominent qualities, 
and he looked on a duel with Bussy as certain death. 
When Aurilly heard it, he told D’Epernon that Bussy 
practised fencing every morning with an artist, lately 
arrived, who was said to have borrowed from all nations 
their best points, until he had become perfect. During 
this recital D’Epernon grew livid with terror. 

«Ah! Iam doomed,” said he. 

FN UR cae 

But it is absurd to go out with a man who is sure to kill 
me.” 

“You should have thought of that before making the 
engagement.” 

‘* Peste! I will break the engagement.” 

«‘ He is a fool who gives up his life willingly at twenty- 
five. But, now I think of it 4d 

“Well.” 
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‘<M. de Bussy is sure to kill me.” 

<<T do not doubt it.” 

‘Then it will not be a duel, but an assassination.” 

‘* Perhaps so.” 

«And if it be, it is lawful to prevent an assassination 
by——” 

6é By mek 

«*A murder.” 

‘< Doubtless.” 

‘“‘What prevents me, since he wishes to kill me, from 
killing him first ?” 

“Oh, mon Dieu! nothing ; I thought of that myself.” 

‘*Tt is only natural.” 

“ Very natural.” 

‘‘Only, instead of killing him with my own hands, I will 
leave it to others.” 

«That is to say, you will hire assassins ? ” 

«Ma foi! yes, like M. de Guise for St. Megrim.” 

“Tt will cost you dear.” 

“¢T will give three thousand crowns.” 

«You will only get six men for that, when they know 
who they have to deal with.” 

“Are not six enough ? ” 

‘*M. de Bussy would kill four before they touched him. 
Do you remember the fight in the Rue St. Antoine ?” 

“<7 will give six thousand ; if I do the thing, I will take 
care he does not escape.” 

«¢ Have you your men ?” 

**Oh, there are plenty of unoccupied men—soldiers of 
fortune.” 

“Very well ; but take care.” 

“Of what ?” 

“« Tf they fail they will denounce you.” 

‘*T have the king to protect me.” 

“That will not hinder M. de Bussy from killing yon.” 

«That is true.” 

‘Should you like an auxiliary ?” 

‘TI should like anything which would aid me to get rid 
of him,” 
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‘* Well, a certain enemy of your enemy is jealous.” 

«And he is now laying a snare for him ?” 

Anes 

“Well ?” 

‘* But he wants money ; with your six thousand crowns 
he will take care of your affair as well as his own. You 
do not wish the honor of the thing to be yours, I sup- 
pose ?” 

**Mon Dieu! no; I only ask to remain in obscurity.” 

‘*Send your men, and he will use them.” 

<* But I must know who it is.” 

**T will show you in the morning.” 

SoWhere? ” 

“«* At the Louvre.” 

««'Then he is noble ?” 

aViess ’? 

«* Aurilly, you shall have the six thousand crowns.” 

«¢'Then it is settled ?” 

*< Trrevocably.” 

“* At the Louvre, then ?” 

“‘ Yes, at the Louvre.” 

We have seen in the preceding chapter how Aurilly said 
to D’Epernon, “ Be easy, Bussy will not fight to-morrow.” 


CHAPTER LXXXVII 
THE PROCESSION. 


As soon as the collation was over, the king. had entered 
his room with Chicot, to put on his penitent’s robe and had 
come out an instant after, with bare feet, a cord round 
his waist, and his hood over his face; the courtiers had 
made the same toilet. The weather was magnificent, and 
the pavements were strewn with flowers; an immense 
crowd lined the roads to the four places where the king 
was to stop. Theclergy of St. Germain led the procession, 
and the Archbishop of Paris followed, carrying the holy 
sacrament; between them walked young boys, shaking 
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censers, and young girls scattering roses. Then came the 
king, followed by his four friends, barefooted and frocked 
like himself. 

The Duc d’Anjou followed in his ordinary dress, accom- 
panied by his Angevins. Next came the principal 
courtiers, and then the bourgeois. It was one o’clock 
when they left the Louvre. Crillon and the French 
. guards were about to follow, but the king signed to them 
toremain. It was near six in the evening before they 
arrived before the old abbey, where they saw the prior and 
the monks drawn up on the threshold to wait for his 
majesty. The Duc d’Anjou, a little before, had pleaded 
great fatigue, and had asked leave to retire to his hotel, 
which had been granted to him. His gentlemen had re- 
tired with him, as if to proclaim that they followed the 
duke and not the king, besides which, they did not wish 
to fatigue themselves before the morrow. At the door of 
the abbey the king dismissed his four favorites, that they 
also might take some repose. The archbishop also, who 
had eaten nothing since morning, was dropping with 
fatigue, so the king took pity on him and on the other 
priests and dismissed them all. Then, turning to the 
prior, Joseph Foulon, ‘*‘ Here I am, my father,” said he ; 
«“T come, sinner as I am, to seek repose in your solitude.” 

The prior bowed, and the royal penitent mounted the 
steps of the abbey, striking his breast at each step, and 
the door was immediately closed behind him. 

*¢ We will first,” said the prior, ‘* conduct your majesty 
into the crypt, which we have ornamented in our best 
manner to do honor to the King of heaven and earth.” 

No sooner had the king passed through the somber 
arcade, lined with monks, and turned the corner which 
led to the chapel, than twenty hoods were thrown into the 
air, and eyes were seen brilliant with joy and triumph. 
Certainly, they were not monkish or peaceful faces dis- 
played, but bristling mustaches and embrowned skins, 
many scarred by wounds, and by the side of the proudest 
of all, who displayed the most celebrated scar, stood a 
woman covered with a frock, and looking triumphant and 
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happy. This woman, shaking a pair of golden scissors 
which hung by her side, cried : 

‘© Ah! my brothers, at last we have the Valois ! ” 

‘« Ma foi, sister, I believe so.” 

“‘ Not yet,” murmured the cardinal. 

“¢ How so ?” 

‘Shall we have enough bourgeois guards to make head 
against Crillon and his guards ?” 

‘We have better than bourgeois guards ; and, believe 
me, there will not be a musket-shot exchanged.” 

“How so?” said the duchess. ‘‘I should have liked 
a little disturbance.” 

“‘ Well, sister, you will be deprived of it. When the 
king is taken he will cry out, but no one will answer; 
then, by persuasion or by violence, but without showing 
ourselves, we shall make him sign his abdication. The 
news will soon spread through the city, and dispose in our 
favor both the bourgeois and the troops.” 

«‘The plan is good, and cannot fail,” said the duchess. 

‘‘Tt is rather brutal,” said the Duc de Gnise; ‘‘ besides 
which, the king will refuse to sign the abdication. He is 
brave, and will rather die.” 

«« Let him die, then.” 

‘* Not so,” replied the duke, firmly. ‘I will mount the 
throne of a prince who abdicates and is despised, but not 
of an assassinated man who is pitied. Besides, in your 
plans you forget M. le Duc d’Anjou, who will claim the 
crown.” 

‘‘ Let him claim, mordieu!” said Mayenne: “‘he shall 
be comprised in his brother’s act of abdication. Ue is in 
connection with the Huguenots, and is unworthy to reign.” 

«« Are you sure of that ?” 

‘‘Pardieu ! did he not escape from the Louvre by the 
aid of the King of Navarre ?” 

“ Well ?” 

‘¢Then another clause in favor of our house shall follew ; 
this clause shall make you lieutenant-general of the king- 
dom, from which to the throne is only a step.” 

“Yes, yes,” said the cardinal, ‘all that is settled ; but 
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it is probable that the French guards, to make sure that 
the abdication is a genuine one, and above all, a voluntary 
one, will insist upon seeing the king, and will force the 
gates of the abbey if they are not admitted. Crillon does 
not understand joking, and he is just the man to say to 
the king, ‘ Sire, your life is in danger ; but, before every- 
thing, let us save our honor.’” 

‘The general has taken his precautions. If it be 
necessary to sustain a siege, we have here eighty gentle- 
men, and I have distributed arms to a hundred monks. 
We could hold out for a month against the army ; besides, 
in case of danger, we have the cave to fly to with our 
prey.” 

<‘ What is the Duc d’Anjou doing ?” 

‘‘In the hour of danger he has failed, as usual. He has 
gone home, no doubt, waiting for news of us, through 
Bussy or Monsoreau.” 

“<Mon Dieu ! he should have been here; not at home.” 

“*You are wrong, brother,” said the cardinal; “the 
people and the nobles would have seen in it a snare to en- 
trap the family. As you said just now, we must, above 
all things, avoid playing the part of usurper. We must 
inherit. By leaving the Duc d’ Anjou free, and the queen- 
mother independent, no one will have anything to accuse 
us of. If we acted otherwise, we should have against us 
Bussy, and a hundred other dangerous swords.” 

‘Bah! Bussy is going to fight against the king’s 
minions.” 

*Pardieu ! he will kill them, and then he will join us,” 
said the Duc de Guise ; ‘‘he is a superior man, and one 
whom I much esteem, and I will make him general of the 
army in Italy, where war is sure to break out.” 

«« And I,” said the duchess, ‘‘ if I become a widow, will 
marry him.” 

‘‘ Who is near the king ?” asked the duke. 

‘¢The prior and Brother Gorenflot.” 

‘¢Ts he in the cell ?” 

‘‘Oh, no! he will look first at the crypt and the relics.” 

At this moment a bell sounded. 
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‘The king is returning,” said the Duc de Guise ; ‘let 
us become monks again.” And immediately the hoods 
covered ardent eyes and speaking scars, and twenty or 
thirty monks, conducted by the three brothers, went to- 
wards the crypt. 


CHAPTER LXXXVIII. 


CHICOT THE FIRST. 


THE king visited the crypt, kissed the relics—often 
striking his breast, and murmuring the most doleful 
psalms. At last the prior said, ‘‘ Sire, will it please you 
now to depose your earthly crown at the feet of the 
eternal king ? ” 

«Let us go!” said the king. 

They arrived at the cell, on the threshold of which 
stood Gorenflot, his eyes brilliant as carbuncles. 

Henri entered. ‘* Hic portus salutis !”? murmured he. 

« Yes,” replied Foulon. 

‘« Leave us !” said Gorenflot, with a majestic gesture ; 
and immediately the door shut, and they were left alone. 

‘“‘Here you are, then, Herod! pagan! Nebuchadnez- 
zar!” cried Gorenflot, suddenly. 

“Ts it to me you speak, my brother ?” cried the king, 
in surprise. 

<< Yes, to you. Can one accuse youof anything so bad, 
that it is not true?” 

“¢ My brother !” 

‘‘ Bah! you have no brother here. I have long been 
meditating a discourse, and now you shall have it. I 
divide it into three heads. First, you are a tyrant; 
second, you are a satyr ; third, you are dethroned.” 

“‘ Dethroned !” 

“‘ Neither more or less. This abbey is not like Poland, 
and you cannot fly.” 

‘‘Ah! asnare!” 

“*Qh, Valois, learn that a king is but a man.” 

<‘You are violent, my brother.” 
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‘“‘ Pardieu ! do you think we imprison you to flatter 
you?” 

‘You abuse your religious calling.” 

‘There is no religion.’ 

‘Oh, you are a saint, and say such things ! ” 

‘*T have said it.” 

«You speak dreadfully, my brother.” 

‘“Come, no preaching ; are you ready ? ” “ 

**To do what ?” 

‘*To resign your crown; I am charged to demand it of 
you.” 

: ‘You are committing a mortal sin.” 

“©Oh! I have right of absolution, and I absolve myself 
in advance. Come, renounce, Brother Valois.” 

«‘Renounce what ?” 

‘¢The throne of France.” 

«‘ Rather death !” 

“Oh! then you shall die! Here is the prior returning. 
Decide !” 

‘‘T have my guards—my friends ; they will defend me.” 

“¢ Yes, but you will be killed first.” 

“¢ Leave me at least a little time for reflection.” 

‘* Not an instant !” 

“« Your zeal carries you away, brother,” said the prior, 
opening the door ; and saying to the king, ‘‘ Your request 
is granted,” he shut it again. 

Henri fell intoa profound reverie. ‘I accept the sacri- 
fice,” he said, after the lapse of ten minutes. 

“It is done—he accepts !” cried Gorenflot. 

The king heard a murmur of joy and surprise. 

‘«« Read him the act,” said a voice, and a monk passed a 
paper to Gorenflot. 

Gorenflot read it to the king, who listened with his head 
buried in his hands. 

“<Tf I refuse to sign ?” cried he, shedding tears. 

“Tt will be doubly your ruin,” said the Duc de Guise, 
from under his hood. ‘‘ Look on yourself as dead to the 
world, and do not force your subjects to shed the blood of 
a man who has been their king.” 
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-*T will not be forced.” 

‘*I feared so,” said the duke to his sister. Then, turn- 
ing to his brother, *‘ Let every one arm and prepare,” said 
he. 

‘* For what ?” cried the king, in a miserable tone. 

‘ For anything.” 

he king’s despair redoubled. 

**Corblen !” cried Gorenflot, ‘‘I hated you before, 
Valois, but now I despise you! Sign, or you shall perish 
by my hand!” 

‘‘ Have patience,” said the king; ‘‘let me pray to my 
divine Master for resignation.” 

‘He wishes to reflect again,” said Gorenflot. 

«Give him till midnight,” said the cardinal. 

‘Thanks, charitable Christian !” cried the king. 

‘‘ His brain is weak,” said the duke ; ‘‘ we serve France 
by dethroning him.” 

‘‘T shall have great pleasure in clipping him!” said 
the duchess. 

Suddenly a noise was heard outside, and soon they dis- 
tinguished blows struck on the door of the abbey, and 
Mayenne went to see what it was. ‘‘ My brothers,” said 
he, *‘ there is a troop of armed men outside.” 

‘They have come to seek him,” said the duchess. 

«<The more reason that he should sign quickly.” 

‘< Sign, Valois, sign !” roared Gorenflot. 

‘© You gave me till midnight,” said the king, piteously. 

«* Ah! you hoped to be rescued.” 

‘« He shall die if he does not sign !” cried the duchess, 

Gorenflot offered him the pen. ‘The noise outside re- 
doubled. 

«© A new troop!” cried + monk ; ‘‘they are surround- 
ing the abbey !” 

««The Swiss,” cried Houlon, ‘‘ are advancing on the 
right !” 

‘‘ Well, we will defend ourselves ; with such a hostage 
in our hands, we need not surrender.” 

‘‘He has signed !” cried Gorenflot, tearing the paper 
from Henri, who buried his face in his hands. 
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«‘ Then you are king!” cried the cardinal to the duke ; 
«take the precious paper.” 

The king overturned the little lamp which alone lighted 
the scene, but the duke already held the parchment. 

«What shall we do?” saida monk. “Here is Crillon, 
with his guards, threatening to break in the doors !” 

*‘In the king’s name!” cried the powerful voice of 
- Crillon. 

‘‘ There is no king!” cried Gorenflot through the win- 
dow. 

«© Who says that ?” cried Crillon. 

Se We i es 

‘<Break in the doors, Monsieur Crillon!” said, from 
outside, a voice which made the hair of all the monks, 
real and pretended, stand on end. 

«Yes, sire,” replied Crillon, giving a tremendous blow 
with a hatchet on the door. 

‘“What do you want?” said the prior, going to the 
window. 

““Ah! it is you, M. Foulon,” replied the same voice, 
“<I want my jester, who is in one of your cells. I want 
Chicot, Iam ennuyé at the Louvre.” 

«* And I have been much amused, my son,” said Chicot, 
throwing off his hood, and pushing his way through the 
crowd of monks, who recoiled, with a cry of terror. 

At this moment the Duc de Guise, advancing to a lamp, 
read the signature obtained with so much labor. It was 
“© Chicot I.” 

“‘Chicot !” cried he; ‘‘ thousand devils !” 

‘* Let us fly !” said the cardinal, “ we are lost.” 

“Ah!” cried Chicot, turning to Gorenflot, who was 
nearly fainting, and he began to strike him with the cord 
he had round his waist. 
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CHAPTER LXXXIX. 


INTEREST AND CAPITAL. 


As the king spoke and the conspirators listened, they 
passed from astonishment to terror. Chicot I. relin- 
quished his réle of apparent terror, threw back his hood, 
crossed his arms, and, while Gorenflot fied at his utmost 
speed, sustained, firm and smiling, the first shock. It was 
a terrible moment, for the gentlemen, furious at the mys- 
tification of which they had been the dupes, advanced 
menacingly on the Gascon. But this unarmed man, his 
breast covered only by his arms—this laughing face, 
stopped them still more than the remonstrance of the 
cardinal, who said to them that. Chicot’s death could serve 
no end, but, on the contrary, would be terribly avenged 
by the king, who was the jester’s accomplice in this scene 
of terrible buffoonery. 

The result was, that daggers and rapiers were lowered 
before Chicot, who continued to laugh in their faces. 

However, the king’s menaces and Crillon’s blows became 
more vehement, and it was evident that the door could 
not long resist such an attack. Thus, after a moment’s 
deliberation, the Duc de Guise gave the order for retreat. 
This order made Chicot smile, for, during his nights with 
Gorenflot, he had examined the cave and found out 
the door, of which he had informed the king, who had 
placed there Torquenot, lieutenant of the Swiss guards. 
It was then evident that the leaguers, one after another, 
were about to throw themselves into the trap. The car- 
dinal made off first, followed by about twenty gentlemen. 
Then Chicot saw the duke pass with about the same num- 
ber, and afterwards Mayenne. When Chicot saw him go 
he laughed outright. Ten minutes passed, during which 
he listened earnestly, thinking to hear the noise of the 
leaguers sent back into the cave, but to his astonishment, 
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the sound continued to go further and further off. His 
laugh began to change into oaths. Time passed, and the 
leaguers did not return ; had they seen that the door was 
guarded and found another way out ? Chicot was about 
to rush from the cell, when all at once the door was ob- 
structed by a mass which fell at his feet, and began to tear 
its hair. 

«©Ah! wretch that I am!” cried the monk. ‘Oh! 
my good M. Chicot, pardon me, pardon me!” 

How did Gorenflot, who went first, return now alone ? 
was the question that presented itself to Chicot’s mind. 

“Oh! my good M. Chicot!” he continued to cry, 
‘‘pardon your unworthy friend, who repents at your 
knees.” 

“But how is it you have not fled with the others ?” 

‘‘ Because the Lord in His anger has struck me with 
obesity, and I could not pass where the others did. Oh! 
unlucky stomach! Oh! miserable paunch!” cried the 
monk, striking with his two hands the part he apostro- 
phized. ‘Ah! why am notI thin like you, M. Chicot ?” 

Chicot understood nothing of the lamentations of the 
monk. 

«‘ But the others are flying, then ? ” cried he, in a voice 
of thunder. 

*«Pardieu ! what should they do ? Wait to be hung? 
Oh! unlucky paunch !” 

«* Silence, and answer me.” 

‘‘Interrogate me, M. Chicot ; you have the right.” 

“How are the others escaping ? ” 

** As fast as they can.” 

“*So I imagine ; but where ?” 

‘¢ By the hole.” 

“« Mordieu ! what hole ?” 

«<The hole in the cemetery cellar.” 

“Ts that what you call the cave ?” 

“Oh! no; the door of that was guarded outside. The 
great cardinal, just as he was about to open it, heard a 
Swiss say, ‘ Mich dwistel,’ which means, ‘I am thirsty.’ ” 

‘Ventre de biche ! so then they took another way ?” 
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“Yes, dear M. Chicot, they are getting out through 
the cellar.” 

** How does that run ?” 

“¢ From the crypt to the Porte St. Jacques.” 

** You-lie ; I should have seen them repass before this 
cell.” 

** No, dear M. Chicot ; they thought they had not time 
for that, so they are creeping out through the air- 
hole.” 

<¢ What hole ?” 

**One which looks into the garden, and serves to light 
the cellar.” 

** So that you 

*«T was too big, and could not pass, and they drew me 
pack by my legs, because I intercepted the way for the 
others.” 

<‘ Then he who is bigger than you ?” 

“‘He! who?” 

“Oh! Holy Virgin, I promise you a dozen wax candles, 
if he also cannot pass.” 

“OM... Chicot-! ” 

“‘ Get up.” 

The monk raised himself from the ground as quickly as 
he could. 

<* Now lead me to the hole.” 

<¢ Where you wish.” 

<<Go on, then, wretch.” 

Gorenflot went on as fast as hc was able, while Chicot 
indulged himself by giving him a few blows with the cord. 
They traversed the corridor, and descended into the 
garden. 

<‘ Here! this way,” said Gorenflot. 

‘‘ Hold your tongue, and go on.” 

‘‘ There it is,” and exhausted by his efforts, the monk 
sank on the grass, while Chicot, hearing groans, advanced, 
and saw something protruding through the hole. By the 
side of this something lay a frock and a sword. It was 
evident that the individual in the hole had taken off suc- 
cessively all the loose clothing which increased his size ; 
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and yet, like Gorenflot, he was making useless efforts to 
get through. 

‘‘Mordieu ! ventrebleu! sangdieu!” cried a stifled 
voice. ‘I would rather pass through the midst of the 
guards. Do not pull so hard, my friends; I shall come 
through gradually ; I feel that I advance, not quickly, it 
is true, but I do advance.” 

‘‘ Ventre de biche!” murmured Chicot, ‘‘it is M. de 
Mayenne. Holy Virgin, you have gained your candles.” 

And he made a noise with his feet like some one running 
fast. 

‘They are coming,” cried several voices from inside. 

«‘ Ah!” cried Chicot, as if out of breath, <‘it is you, 
miserable monk !” 

*‘Say nothing, monseigneur!” murmured the voices, 
‘‘he takes you for Gorenflot.” 

“Ah! it is you, heavy mass—pondus immobile ; it is 
you, indigesta moles |” 

And at each apostrophe, Chicot, arrived at last at his 
desired vengeance, let fall the cord with all the weight of 
his arm on the body before him. 

«Silence !”? whispered the voices again; ‘“‘he takes 
you for Gorenflot.” 

Mayenne only uttered groans, and made immense efforts 
to get through. 

‘‘Ah! conspirator!” cried Chicot again; “ah! un- 
worthy monk, this is for your drunkenness, this for idle- 
ness, this for anger, this for greediness, and this for all 
the vices you have.” 

‘*M. Chicot, have pity,” whispered Gorenflot. 

«* And here, traitor, this is for your treason,” continued 
Chicot. 

“Ah! why did it not please God to substitute for your 
vulgar carcass the high and mighty shoulders of the Duc 
de Mayenne, to whom I owe a volley of blows, the interest 
of which has been accumulating for seven years !” 

** Chicot!” cried the duke. 

‘© Yes, Chicot, unworthy servant of the king, who wishes 
he had the hundred arms of Briareus for this occasion.” 
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And he redoubled his blows with such violence, that the 
sufferer, making a tremendous effort, pushed himself 
through, and fell torn and bleeding into the arms of his 
friends. Chicot’s last blow fell into empty space. He 
turned, and saw that the true Gorenflot had fainted with 
terror. 


CHAPTER XC. 


WHAT WAS PASSING NEAR THE BASTILE WHILE CHICOT 
WAS PAYING HIS DEBT TO M. DE MAYENNE. 


Ir was eleven at night, and the Duc d’Anjou was wait- 
ing impatiently at home for a messenger from the Duc de 
Guise. He walked restlessly up and down, looking every 
minute at the clock. All at once he heard a horse in the 
courtyard, and thinking it was the messenger, he ran to 
the window, but it wasa groom leading up and downa 
horse which was waiting for its master, who almost im- 
mediately came out. It was Bussy, who, as captain of the 
duke’s guards, came to give the password for the night. 
The duke, seeing this handsome and brave young man, of 
whom he had never had reason to complain, experienced 
an instant’s remorse, but on his face he read so much 
joy, hope, and happiness, that all his jealousy returned. 
However, Bussy, ignorant that the duke was watching 
him, jumped into his saddle and rode off to his own hotel, 
where he gave his horse to the groom. There he saw 
Rémy. 

«© Ah! you Rémy ?” 

“¢ Myself, monsieur.” 

“‘Not yet in bed ?” 

«‘T have just come in. Indeed, since I have no longer 
a patient, it seems to me that the days have forty-eight 
hours.” 

«« Are you ennuyé ?” 

*<T fear so.” 

«Then Gertrude is abandoned ?” 

*‘ Perfectly.” 
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“You grew tired ?” 

“Of being beaten. That was how her love showed 
itself.” 

“And does your heart not speak for her to-night ?” 

<¢ Why to-night ?” 

<‘ Because I would have taken you with me.” 

«To the Bastile ?” 

SONY @ss*7 

“You are going there ?” 

Soy esi 

‘© And Monsoreau ? ” 

“Is at Compiégne, preparing a chase for the king.” 

«Are you sure, monsieur ?” 

«’ [he order was given publicly this morning.” 

«Ah, well; Jourdain, my sword.” 

«© You have changed your mind ? ” 

“* [ will accompany you to the door, for two reasons.” 

‘¢ What are they ?” 

«Firstly, lest you should meet any enemies.” 

Bussy smiled. 

“Oh! mon Dieu, I know you fear no one, and that 
Rémy the doctor is but a poor companion ; still, two men 
are not so likely to be attacked asone. Secondly, because 
I have a great deal of good advice to give you.” 

““Come, my dear Rémy, come. We will speak of her ; 
and next to the pleasure of seeing the woman you love, I 
know none greater than talking of her.” 

Bussy then took the arm of the young doctor, and they 
set off. Rémy on the way tried hard to induce Bussy to 
return early, insisting that he would be more fit for his 
duel on the morrow. 

Bussy smiled. ‘‘ Fear nothing,” said he. 

““Ah! my dear master, to-morrow you ought to fight 
like Hercules against Anteus—like Theseus against the 
Minotaur—like Bayard—like something Homeric, gigan- 
tic, impossible ; I wish people to speak of it in future times 
as the combat, par excellence, and in which you had not 
even received a scratch.” 

“« Be easy, my dear Rémy, you shall see wonders. This 
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morning I put swords in the hands of four fencers, who 
during eight minutes could not touch me once, while I 
tore their doublets to pieces.” 

So conversing, they arrived in the Rue St. Antoine. 

«« Adieu ! here we are,” said Bussy. 

‘<«Shall I wait for you ?” 

cOWhy f 2 

«To make sure that you will return before two o’clock, 
and have at least five or six hours’ sleep before your duel.” 

<‘ Tf I give you my word ?” 

“Oh! that will be enough; Bussy’s word is never 
doubted.” 

«You have it then.” 

«Then, adieu, monsieur.” 

<« Adieu, Rémy.” 

Rémy watched, and saw Bussy enter, not this time by 
the window, but boldly through the door, which Gertrude 
opened for him. ‘Then Rémy turned to go home; but he 
ha only gone a few steps, when he saw coming towards 
him five armed men, wrapped in cloaks. When they 
arrived about ten yards from him, they said good night to 
each other, and four went off in different directions, while 
the fifth remained stationary. 

<M. de St. Luc!” said Rémy. 

«Remy !” 

«Rémy, in person. Is it an indiscretion to ask wha‘ 
your lordship does at this hour so far from the Louvre ? ” 

‘*Ma foi! I am examining, by the king’s order, the 
physiognomy of the city. He said to me, ‘St. Luc, walk 
about the streets of Paris, and if you hear any one say I 
have abdicated, contradict him.’” 

«« And have you heard it ?” 

‘‘ Nowhere ; and as it is just midnight, and I have met 
no one but M. de Monsoreau, I have dismissed my friends, 
and am about to return.” 

<*M. de Monsorean ? ” 

SV es on 

“You met him ?” 

«‘ With a troop of armed men ; ten or twelve at least.” 
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‘<< Impossible ! ” 

‘sWhy so?” 

«« He ought to be at Compiégne.” 

«« He ought to be, but he is not.” 

‘«« But the king’s order ?” 

‘<< Bah ! who obeys the king ?” | 

«Did he know you ?” 

<°T believe so.” 

“ You were but five ?” 

«My four friends and I.” 

** And he did not attack you ?” 

“©On the contrary, he avoided me, which astonished me, 
as on seeing him, I expected a terrible battle.” 

“‘ Where was he going ?” 

*“To the Rue de la Tixanderie.” 

«* Ah! mon Dieu !” 

“What ?” 

«“M. de St. Lue, a great misfortune is about to hap- 
pen.” 

“To whom? ” 

“To M. de Bussy.” 

‘* Bussy ! speak, Rémy; I am his friend, you know.” 

“Oh! M. de Bussy thought him at Compiégne.” 

“Well ?” 

«‘ And, profiting by his absence, is with Madame de 
Monsoreau.” 

come hohe 

“Do you not see? he has had suspicions, and has 
feigned to depart, that he might appear unexpectedly.” 

‘Ah! it is the Duc d’Anjou’s doing, I believe. Have 
you good lungs, Rémy” 

“‘Corbleu ! like a blacksmith’s bellows.” 

‘Well! let us run. You know the house ?” 

weryigs,” . 

‘©Go on then.” And the young men set off like hunted 
deer. 

«Ts he much in advance of us ?” said Rémy. 

<¢ About a quarter of an hour.” 

“‘Tf we do but arrive in time!” 
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CHAPTER XCI. 


THE ASSASSINATION. 


Bussy, himself without disquietude or hesitation, had 
been received by Diana without fear, for she believed her- 
self sure of the absence of M. de Monsoreau. Never had 
this beautiful woman been more beautiful, nor Bussy more 
happy. She was moved, however, by fears for the morrow’s 
combat, now so near, and she repeated to him, again and 
again, the anxiety she felt about it, and questioned him 
as to the arrangements he had made for flight. To con- 
quer was not all ; there was afterwards the king’s anger to 
avoid, for it was not probable that he would ever pardon 
the death or defeat of his favorites. 

«And then, said she, ‘‘are you not acknowledged to be 
the bravest man in France? Why make it a point of 
honor to augment your glory? You are already superior 
to other men, and you do not wish to please any other 
woman but me, Louis. Therefore, guard your life, or 
rather—for I think there is not a man in France capable 
of killing you, Louis—I should say, take care of wounds, 
for you may be wounded. Indeed, it was through a 
wound received in fighting with these same men, that I 
first made your acquaintance.” 

‘Make yourself easy,” said Bussy, smiling; ‘‘ I will take 
care of my face—I shall not be disfigured.” 

‘© Oh, take care of yourself altogether. Think of the 
grief you would experience if you saw me brought home 
wounded and bleeding, and that I should feel the same 
grief on seeing your blood. Be prudent, my too courage- 
ous hero—that is all I ask. Act like the Roman of whom 
you read to me the other day : let your friends fight, aid 
the one who needs it most, but if three men—if two 
men attack you, fly ; you can turn, like Horatius, and kill 
them one after another.” 
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‘Yes, my dear Diana.” 

“Oh, you reply without hearing me, Louis; you look 
at me, and do not listen.” 

‘But I see you, and you are beautiful.” 

‘Do not think of my beauty just now! Mon Dieu! it 
is your life I am speaking of. Stay, I will tell you some- 
thing that will make you more prudent-—I shall have the 
- courage to witness this duel.” 

“You'l” 

‘«“T shall be there.” 

‘<Impossible, Diana ! ” 

‘“*No; listen. There is, in the room next to this, a 
window looking into a little court, but with a side-view of 
the Tournelles.” 

“‘Yes, I remember—the window from which I threw 
crumbs to the birds the other day.” 

‘‘ From there I can have a view of the ground; there- 
fore, above all things, take care to stand so that I can see 
you ; you will know that I am there, but do not look at 
me, lest your enemy should profit by it.” 

«« And kill me, while I had my eyes fixed upon you. If 
I had to choose my death, Diana, that is the one I should 
prefer.” 

“Yes ; but now you are not to die, but live.” 

** And I will live; therefore tranquilize yourself, Diana. 
Besides, I am well seconded—you do not know my friends ; 
Antragues uses his sword as well as [ do, Ribeirac is so 
steady on the ground that his eyes and his arms alone seem 
to be alive, and Livarot is as active aga tiger. Believe 
me, Diana, I wish there were more danger, for there 
would be more honor.” 

*“ Well, I believe you, and I smile and hope ; but inloee 
and promise to obey me.’ 

“Yes, if you do not tell me to leave.” 

‘It is just what Iam about to do. I appeal to your 
reason.” 

**Then you should not have made me mad.” 

“No nonsense, but obedience—that is the way to prove 
your love,” 
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“‘ Order, then.” 

“Dear friend, you want a long sleep; go home ” 

“* Not already.” 

** Yes, [ am going to pray for you.” 

“« Pray now, then.” 

As he spoke, a pane of the window flew into pieces, then 
the window itself, and three armed men appeared on the 
balcony while a fourth was climbing over. This one had 
his face covered with a mask, and held in his right hand a 
sword, and in his left a pistol. 

Bussy remained paralyzed for a moment by the dreadful 
ery uttered by Diana at this sight. The masked man 
made a sign, and the three others advanced. Bussy put 
Diana back, and drew his sword. 

““Come, my brave fellows!” said a sepulchral voice 
from under the mask ; ‘‘ he is already half-dead with fear.” 

«* You are wrong,” said Bussy ; ‘‘I never feel fear.” 

Diana drew near him. 

“Go back, Diana,” said he. But she threw herself on 
his neck. ‘‘ You will get me killed,” said he; and she 
drew back. 

«* Ah!” said the masked man, “it is M. de Bussy, and 
I would not believe it, fool that I was! Really, what a 
good and excellent friend! He learns that the husband 
is absent, and has left his wife alone, and fears she may be 
afraid, so he comes to keep her company, although on the 
eveofaduel. I repeat, he isa good and excellent friend !” 

“Ah! it is you, M. de Monsoreau!” said Bussy ; 
“* throw off your mask.” 

‘«T will,” said he, doing so. 

Diana uttered another cry; the comte was as pale as a 
corpse, but he smiled like a demon. 

<‘Let us finish, monsieur,” said Bussy ; ‘‘it was very 
well for Homer’s heroes, who were demigods, to talk be- 
fore they fought; but I am a man—attack me, or let me 
pass.” 

Monsoreau replied by a laugh which made Diana shud 
der, but raised Bussy’s anger. 

‘* Let me pass!” cried he, 
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Oh, oh 

‘‘Then, draw and have done; I wish to go home and 
I live far off.” 

During this time two other men mounted into the bal- 
cony. 

«Two and four make six,” said Bussy, ‘“‘ where are the 
others ? ”” 

«« Waiting at the door.” 

Diana fell on her knees, and in spite of her efforts Bussy 
heard her sobs. 

‘*My dear comte,” said he, ‘‘ you know I ama man of 
honor.” 

‘Yes, you are, and madame is a faithful wife.” 

‘Good, monsieur ; you are severe, but, perhaps, it is 
deserved ; only as I have a prior engagement with four 
gentlemen, I beg to be allowed to retire to-night, and I 
pledge my word, you shall find me again, when and where 
you will.” 

Monsoreau shrugged his shoulders. 

«‘T swear to you, monsieur,” said Bussy, ‘‘ that when I 
have satisfied MM. Quelus, Schomberg, D’Epernon, and 
Maugiron, I shall be at your service. If they kill me, 
your vengeance will be satisfied, and if not——” 

Monsoreau turned tohismen. ‘‘ On, my brave fellows,” 
said he. 

“Oh!” said Bussy, ‘I was wrong; it is not a duel, 
but an assassination.” 

eeYies.7? 

«« We were each deceived with regard to the other ; but 
remember, monsieur, that the Duc d’Anjou will avenge 
me.” 

‘Tt was he who sent me.” 

Diana groaned, 

Instantaneously Bussy overturned the prie-Dieu, drew a 
table towards him, and threw a chair over all, so that in a 
second he had formed a kind of rampart between himself 
and his enemies. This movement had been so rapid, that 
the ball fired at him from the arquebuse only struck the 
prie-Dieu. Diana sobbed aloud. Bussy glanced at her, 


CHICOT, THE JESTER. 497 


and then at his assailants, crying, ‘‘ Come on, but take 
sare, for my sword is sharp.” 

The men advanced, and one tried to seize the prie-Dieu, 
but before he reached it, Bussy’s sword pierced his arm. 
The man uttered a cry, and fell back. 

Bussy then heard rapid steps in the corridor, and 
thought he was surrounded. He flew to the door to lock 
it, but before he could reach it, it was opened, and two 
men rushed in. 

**Ah! dear master!” cried a well-known voice, “are 
we in time ?” 

“‘ Rémy !” 

«‘And I?” cried a second voice, ‘‘ it seems they are at- 
tempting assassination here.” 

«“St. Luc!” cried Bussy, joyfully. ‘«Ah! M. de Mon- 
soreau, I think now you will do well to let us pass, for if 
you do not, we will pass over you.” 

«Three more men,” cried Monsoreau. And they saw 
three new assailants appear on the balcony. 

«‘They are an army,” cried St. Luc. 

“©Oh! God protect him!” cried Diana. 

«* Wretch !” cried Monsoreau, and he advanced to strike 
her. Bussy saw the movement. Agile as a tiger, he 
bounded on him, and touched him in the throat ; but the 
distance was too great, it was only a scratch. Five or six 
men rushed on Bussy, but one fell beneath the sword of 
St. Luc. 

‘‘Rémy !” cried Bussy, “ carry away Diana.” 

Monsoreau uttered a yell and snatched a pistol from one 
of the men. 

Rémy hesitated. ‘‘ But you?” said he. 

<‘ Away ! away! I confide her to you.” 

“‘Oome, madame,” said Rémy. 

‘Never! I will never leave him.” 

Rémy seized her in his arms. 

<‘Bussy, help me! Bussy!” cried Diana. For any one 
who separated her from Bussy, seemed an enemy to her. 

<‘Go,” cried Bussy, ‘‘ I will rejoin you.” 

At this moment Monsoreau fired, and Bussy saw Rémy 
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totter, and then fall, dragging Diana with him. Bussy 
uttered a cry, and turned. 

«Tt is nothing, master,” said Rémy. ‘It was 1 who 
received the ball. She is safe.” 

As Bussy turned, three men threw themselves on him ; 
St. Lue rushed forward, and one of them fell. The two 
others drew back. 

“St. Luc,” cried Bussy, “‘ by her you love, save Diana.” 

«‘ But you ?” 

‘Tam a man.” 

St. Luc rushed to Diana, seized her in his arms, and 
disappeared through the door. 

«‘Here, my men, from the staircase,’ 
reau. 

““Ah! coward!” cried Bussy. 

Monsoreau retreated behind his men. Bussy gave a 
back stroke and a thrust ; with the first he cleft open a 
head, and with the second pierced a breast. 

«‘ That clears!” cried he. 

«Fly, master !” cried Rémy. 

‘‘ Diana must save herself first,” murmured he. 

‘<'Take care,” cried Rémy again, as four men rushed in 
through the door from the staircase. Bussy saw himself 
between two troops, but his only cry was, ‘‘ Ah! Diana!” 

Then, without losing a second, he rushed on the four 
men; and taken by surprise, two fell, one dead, one 
wounded. 

Then, as Monsoreau advanced, he retreated again be- 
hind his rampart. 

‘‘ Push the bolts, and turn the key,” cried Monsoreanu, 
‘‘we have him now.” During this time, by a great effort, 
Rémy had dragged himself before Bussy, and added his 
body to the rampart. 

There was an instant’s pause. Bussy looked around 
him. Seven men lay stretched on the ground, but nine 
remained. And seeing these nine swords, and hearing 
Monsoreau encouraging them, this brave man, who had 
never known fear, saw plainly before him the image of 
death, beckoning him with its gloomy smile, 


> 


shouted Monso- 
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“‘T may kill five more,” thought he, ‘‘ but the other 
four will kill me. I have strength for ten minutes’ more 
combat ; in that ten minutes let me do what man never 
did before.” 

And rushing forward, he gave three thrusts, and three 
times he pierced the leather of a shoulder-belt, or the buff 
of a jacket, and three times a stream of blood followed. 

During this time he had parried twenty blows with his 
left arm, and his cloak, which he had wrapped round it, 
was hacked to pieces. 

The men changed their tactics ; seeing two of their 
number fall and one retire, they renounced the sword, 
and some tried to strike with the butt-ends of their mus- 
kets, while others fired at him with pistols. He avoided 
the balls by jumping from side to side, or by stooping ; 
for he seemed not only to see, hear, and act, but to divine 
every movement of his enemies, and appeared more than 
a man, or only man because he was mortal. Then he 
thought that to kill Monsoreau would be the best way to 
end the combat, and sought him with his eyes among his 
assailants, but he stood in the background, loading the 
pistols for his men. However, Bussy rushed forward, and 
found himself face to face with him. He, who held a 
loaded pistol, fired, and the ball, striking Bussy’s sword, 
broke it off six inches from the handle. 

‘‘Disarmed !” cried Monsoreau. 

Bussy drew back, picking up his broken blade, and in 
an instant it was fastened to the handle with a handker- 
chief; and the battle recommenced, presenting the ex- 
traordinary spectacle of a man almost without arms, but 
also almost without wounds, keeping six enemies at bay, 
and with ten corpses at his feet for a rampart. When the 
fight began again, Monsoreau commenced to draw away 
the bodies, lest Bussy should snatch a sword from one 
of them. Bussy was surrounded ; the blade of his sword 
bent and shook in his hand, and fatigue began to render 
his arm heavy, when suddenly, one of the bodies raising 
itself, pushed a rapier into his hand. It was Rémy’s last 
act of devotion. Bussy uttered a cry of joy, and threw 
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away his broken sword : at the same moment Monsoreau 
fired at Rémy, and the ball entered his brain. ‘This time 
he fell to rise no more. 

Bussy uttered a cry. His strength seemed to return to 
him, and he whirled round his sword in a circle, cutting 
through a wrist at his right hand, and laying open a 
cheek at his left. Exhausted by the effort, he let his 
right arm fall for a moment, while with his left he tried 
to undraw the bolts behind him. During this second, he 
received a ball in his thigh, and two swords touched his 
side. But he had unfastened the bolt, and turned the 
key. Sublime with rage, he rushed on Monsoreau, and 
wounded him in the breast. 

<«“ Ah!” cried Bussy, ‘‘I begin to think I shall escape.” 

The four men rushed on him, but they could not touch 
him, and were repulsed with blows. Monsoreau ap- 
proached him twice more, and twice more was wounded. 
But three men seized hold of the handle of his sword. and 
tore it from him. He seized a stool of carved wood, and 
struck three blows with it, and knocked down two men; 
but it broke on the shoulder of the third, who sent his 
dagger into Bussy’s breast. 

Bussy seized him by the wrist, forced the dagger from 
him, and stabbed him to the heart. The last man 
jumped out of the window. Bussy made two steps to fol- 
low him, but Monsoreau, raising himself from the floor, 
where he was lying, wounded him in the leg with his 
dagger. The young man seized a sword which lay near, 
and plunged it so vigorously into his breast, that he pinned 
him to the floor. 

“Ah!” cried Bussy, ‘‘I do not know if I shall live, 
but at least I shall have seen you die!” 

Bussy dragged himself to the corridor, his wounds 
bleeding fearfully. He threw a last glance behind him. 
The moon was shining brilliantly, and its light penetrated 
this room inundated with blood, and illuminated the walls 
pierced by balls, and hacked by blows, and lighted up the 
pale faces of the dead, which even then seemed to preserve 
the fierce look of assassins. . 
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Bussy, at the sight of this field of battle, peopled by 
him with slain, nearly dying as he was, experienced a feel- 
ing of pride. As he had intended, he had done what no 
man had done before him. There now remained to him 
only to fly. 

But all was not over for the unfortunate young man. 
On arriving on the staircase, he saw arms shine in the 
courtyard ; some one fired, and the ball pierced his shoul- 
der. The court being guarded, he thought of the little 
window, where Diana had said she would sit to see the 
combat, and as quickly as he could he c:agged himself 
there, and locked the door behind him ; then he mounted 
the window with great difficulty, and measured the distance 
with his eyes, wondering if he could jump to the other 
side. 

“‘Oh, I shall never have the strength !” cried he. 

But at that moment he heard steps coming up the stair- 
case ; it was the second troop mounting. He collected 
all his strength, and made a spring ; but his foot slipped, 
and he fell on the iron spikes, which caught his clothes, 
and he hung suspended. 

He thought of his only friend. 

«St. Luc!” cried he, ‘‘help! St. Luc!” 

“ Ah, it is you, M. de Bussy,” answered a voice from 
behind some trees. 

Bussy shuddered, for it was not the voice of St. Luc. 

“St. Luc!” cried he again, ‘‘come to me! Diana is 
safe! I have killed Monsoreau !” 

«¢Ah ! Monsoreau is killed ?” said the same voice. 

«‘ Yes.” Then Bussy saw two men come out from be- 
hind the trees. 

<‘ Gentlemen,” cried he, ‘‘in heaven’s name, help an un- 
fortunate nobleman, who may still escape if youaid him.” 

<¢ What do you say, monseigneur ?” said one. 

<‘Imprudent !” said the other. 

<‘ Monseigneur,” cried Bussy, who heard the conversa- 
tion, ‘‘deliver me, and I will pardon you for betraying 
me.” 

“Do you hear ?” said the duke. 
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«‘ What do you order ?” 

‘“That you deliver him from his sufferings,” said he, 
with a kind of laugh. 

Bussy turned his head to look at the man who laughed 
at such a time, and at the same instant an arquebuse was 
discharged into his breast. 

*‘ Cursed assassin ! oh, Diana 
back dead. 

‘Ts he dead ?” cried several men who, after forcing the 
door, appeared at the windows. 

‘“ Yes,” said Aurilly. ‘But fly ; remember that his 
highness the Duc d’Anjou was the friend and protector 
of M. de Bussy.” 

The men instantly made off, and when the sound of 
their steps was lost, the duke said, ‘‘ Now, Aurilly, go up 
into the room and throw out of the window the body of 
Monsoreau.” 

Aurilly obeyed, and the blood fell over the clothes of 
the duke, who, however, raised the coat of the dead man. 
and drew out the paper which he had signed. 

‘« This is all I wanted,” said he ; ‘‘so now let us go.” 

** And Diana ? ” 

‘‘Ma foi! I care no more for her. Untie her and St. 
Lue, and let them go.” 

Aurilly disappeared. 

“‘7 shall not be king of France,” murmured the duke, 
“but, at all events, I shall not be beheaded for high trea- 
son.” 


!” murmured he, and fell 


CHAPTER XCII. 


HOW BROTHER GORENFLOT FOUND HIMSELF MORE THAN 
EVER BETWEEN A GALLOWS AND AN ABBEY, 


THE guard placed to catch the conspirators got none of 
them ; they all escaped, as we have seen ; therefore, when 
Crillon at last broke open the door, he found the place de- 
serted and empty. In vain they opened doors and win- 


CHICOT, THE JESTER. 4338 


!” No one an- 


dows ; in vain the king cried, ‘‘ Chicot 
swered. 

“Cun they have killed him ?” said he. ‘‘ Mordieu ! if 
they have they shall pay for it!” 

Chicot did not reply, because he was occupied in beat- 
ing M. de Mayenne, which gave him so much pleasure 
that he neither heard nor saw what was passing. How- 
ever, when the duke had disappeared, he heard and recog- 
nized the royal voice. 

*‘ Here, my son, here!” he cried, trying at the same 
time to raise Gorenflot, who, beginning to recover him- 
self, cried, ‘‘ Monsieur Chicot !” 

“* You are not dead, then ? ” 

““My good M. Chicot, you will not give me up to my 
enemies ?” 

“<oWretch }7? 

Gorenflot began to howl and wring his hands. 

“‘T, who have had so many good dinners with you,’ 
continued Gorenflot.; ‘‘I, who drank so well, that you 
always called me the king of the sponges; 1, who 
loved so much the capons you used to order at the 
Corne d’Abondance, that I never left anything but the 
bones.” 

This climax appeared sublime to Chicot, and determined 
him to clemency. 

‘‘ Here they are! Mon Dieu,” cried Gorenflot, vainly 
trying to rise, ‘“‘here they come, I am lost! Oh! good 
M. Chicot, help me!” and finding he could not rise, he 
threw himself with his face to the ground. 

“Get up,” said Chicot. 

“Do you pardon me?” 

‘We shall see.” 

«‘ You have beaten me so much.” 

Chicot laughed ; the poor monk fancied he had received 
the blows given to Mayenne. 

“You laugh, M. Chicot.” 

“<T do, animal.” 

««Then I shall live ?” 

‘* Perhaps, ” 

28 
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“You would not laugh if your Gorenflot was about to 
die.” 

“‘It does not depend upon me, but on the king ; he 
alone has the power of life and death.” 

At this moment lights appeared, and a crowd of em- 
broidered dresses and swords shining in the light of the 
torches. é 

‘©Ah! Chicot ! my dear Chicot, how glad I am to see 
you,” cried the king. 

“You hear, good M. Chicot,” whispered Gorenflot, 
“‘ this great prince is glad to see you.” 

‘Welle 

‘‘Well! in his happiness he would not refuse you a 
favor; ask for my pardon.” 

‘‘What! from Herod ?” 

‘“¢Oh! silence, dear M. Chicot.” 

‘¢ Well ! sire, how many have you caught ? ” said Chicot, 
advancing. 

‘‘ Confiteor,” said Gorenflot. 

<‘ Not one,” said Crillon, ‘‘ the traitors must have found 
some opening unknown to us.” 

«It is probable.” 

«* But you saw them ?” said the king. 

<6 AMS? 

** You recognized them, no doubt ?” 

‘* No, sire.” 

‘‘ Not recognized them ?” 

«That is to say, I recognized only one. ” 

“Who was that?” 

‘“M. de Mayenne.” 

“ M. de Mayenne, to whom you owed a 

«Yes, sire ; we are quits.” 

“Ah! tell me about that, Chicot.” 

‘* Afterwards, my son; now let us think of: the pres. 
ent. 

“* Confiteor,” repeated Gorenflot. 

“‘Ah! you have made a prisoner,” said Crillon, laying 
his large hand on the monk’s shoulder. 

Chicot was silent for a minute, leaving Gorenflot a prey 


CHICOT, THE JESTER. 435 


to all the anguish of such profound terror that he nearly 
fainted again. 

At last Chicot said, ‘Sire, look well at this monk.” 

«©The preacher Gorenflot,” cried Henri. 

‘* Confiteor, confiteor,” repeated he. 

“Himself,” said Chicot. 

“ He who——” 

« Just so,” interrupted Chicot. 

SAD. tale!” 

Gorenflot shook with terror, for he heard the sounds of 
swords clashing. 

«« Wait,” said Chicot, ‘‘ the king must knowall.” And, 
taking him aside, ‘‘ My son,” said he, ‘thank God for 
having permitted this holy man to be born thirty-five years 
ago, for it is he who has saved us all.” 

“« How so?” 

<“Tt was he who recounted to me the whole plot, from 
the alpha to the omega.” 

<¢ When ?” 

‘©About a week ago; so that if ever your majesty’s 
enemies catch him he will bea dead man.” 

Gorenflot heard only the last words, ‘‘a dead man”; 
and he covered his face with his hands. 

‘¢ Worthy man,” said the king, casting a benevolent look 
on the mass of flesh before him, ‘‘ we will cover him with 
our protection.” 

Gorenflot perceived the nature of the look, and began to 
feel relieved. 

«You will do well, my king,” said Chicot. 

‘* What must we do with him ?” 

<‘]T think that as long as he remains in Paris he will be 
in danger.” 

“Tf I gave him guards.” 

Gorenflot heard this proposition of Henri’s. ‘‘ Well!” 
thought he, <‘‘I shall get off with imprisonment ; I prefer 
that to beating, if they only feed me well.” 

‘Oh! no, that is needless,” said Chicot, ‘if you will 
allow me to take him with me.” 

<‘ Where ?” 
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«* Home.” 

‘¢ Well ! take him, and then return to the Louvre.” 

‘Get up, reverend father,” said Chicot. 

<‘He mocks me,” murmured Gorenflot. 

‘Get up, brute,” whispered Chicot, giving him a gly 
kick. 

‘© Ah! I have deserved it,” cried Gorenflot. 

«¢ What does he say ?” asked the king. 

‘‘ Sire, he is thinking over all his fatigues and his tor- 
tures, and when I promised him your protection, he said, 
‘Oh !I have well merited that.’ ” 

‘Poor devil!” said the king, ‘‘ take good care of him.” 

«©Qh ! be easy, sire, he will want for nothing with me.” 

“Oh! M. Chicot, dear M. Chicot,” cried Gorenflot, 
‘¢ where am I to be taken to ?” 

** You will know soon. Meanwhile, monster of iniquity, 
thank his majesty.” 

«¢ What for ?” 

“Thank him, I tell you.” 

«‘Sire,” stammered Gorenflot, ‘‘since your gracious 
majesty ——” 

“Yes,” interrupted Henri, ‘‘ I know all you did for me, 
in your journey from Lyons, on the evening of the League, 
and again to-day. Be easy, you shall be recompensed 
according to your merits.” 

Gorenflot sighed. 

“Where is Panurge ? ” said Chicot. 

‘*In the stable, poor beast.” 

‘Well! go and fetch him, and return to me.” 

‘Yes, M. Chicot.” 

And the monk went away as fast as he could, much 
astonished not to be followed by guards. 

‘“Now, my son,” said Chicot, “ keep twenty men for 
your own escort, and send ten with M. Crillon to the Hétel 
d’Anjou and let them bring your brother here.” 

Why?” 

«‘That he may not escape & second time.” 

*¢ Did my brother—— 

** Have you repented following my advice to-day ! te 
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“*No, par le mordieu.” 

‘¢Then do what I tell you.” 

Henri gave the order to Crillon, who set off at once. 

«* And you ?” said Henri. 

‘Oh! I am waiting for my saint.” 

‘* And you will rejoin me at the Louvre ?” 

“In an hour; go, my son.” 

Henri went ; and Chicot, proceeding to the stables, met 
Gorenflot coming out on his ass. The poor devil had not 
an idea of endeavoring to escape from the fate that he 
thought awaited him. 

‘< Come, come,” said Chicot, ‘‘ we are waited for.” 

Gorenflot made no resistance, but he shed many tears. 


CHAPTER XCIII. 


WHERE CHICOT GUESSES WHY D’EPERNON HAD BLOOD 
ON HIS FEET AND NONE IN HIS CHEEKS, 


Tue king, returning to the Louvre, found his friends 
peacefully asleep, except D’Epernon, whose bed was empty. 

‘Not come in yet; how imprudent,” murmured the 
king to Chicot, who had also returned, and was standing 
with them by their beds. ‘‘The fool ; having to fight to- 
morrow with a man like Bussy, and to take no more care 
than this. Let them seek M. d’Epernon,” said he, going 
out of the room, and speaking to an usher. 

‘*M. d’Epernon is just coming in, sire,’ 
man. 

Indeed, D’Epernon came softly along, thinking to glide 
unperceived to his room. 

On seeing the king he looked confused. 

‘Ah! here you are at last,” said Henri; ‘‘ come here 
and look at your friends. They are wise! they under- 
stand the importance of the duel to-morrow ; but you, 
instead of praying and sleeping like them, have been run- 
ning about the streets. Corbleu; how pale you are! 
What will you look like to-morrow ?” 

D’Epernon was indeed pale, but at the king’s remark 
he colored. 


b 


replied the 
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‘‘Now go to bed,” continued Henri, ‘and sleep if you 
can.” 

‘*Why not ?” : 

‘“*Much time you will have. You are to fight at day- 
break ; and at this time of year the sun rises at four. It 
is now two ; you have but two hours to sleep.” 

«‘T’'wo hours well employed go a long way.” 

<‘ You will sleep, then ?” 

‘« Well, sire!” 

‘«T do not believe it.” 

“¢ Why not?” 

‘* Because you are agitated ; you think of to-morrow.” 

“«T will sleep, sire, if your majesty will only let me.” 

“That is just,” said Chicot. 

Indeed D’Epernon undressed and got into bed, with a 
calm and satisfied ook, that seemed, both to the king and 
Chicot to augur well. 

“He is as brave as a Cesar,” said the king. 

‘‘So brave that I do not understand it,” said Chicot. 

““ See, he sleeps already.” 

Chicot approached the bed to look. 

“Oh!” said he. 

«¢ What is it ?” 

“¢ Look,” and he pointed to D’Epernon’s boots. 

<* Blood !” 

‘¢ He has been walking in blood.” 

«‘Can he be wounded ?” said the king, anxiously. 

<“‘Bah ! he would have told us ; and, besides, unless he 
had been wounded like Achilles in the heel——” 

““See, the sleeve of his doublet is also spotted. What 
can have happened to him ?” 

*« Perhaps he has killed some one to keep his hand in.” 

‘Tt is singular. Well, to-morrow, at least——”. 

<¢ To-day , you mean.” 

«¢ Well! to-day I shall be tranquil.” 

Sc AW.Dy 80,” 

“¢ Because those cursed Angevins will be killed.” 

“¢ You think so, Henri ?” 

‘‘T am sure of it; my friends are brave.” 
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‘*T never heard that the Angevins were cowards.” 

‘No, doubtless ; but my friends are so strong ; look at 
Schomberg’s arm ; what muscle !” 

** Ah! if you saw Antragues’s ! Is that all that reassures 
you ?” 

“No; come, and I will show you something.” 

‘* Where ?” 

“In my room.” 

‘And this something makes you confident of vic- 
tory ?” 

4iXies,”? 

“Come, then.” 

«‘ Wait, and let me take leave of them. Adieu, my good 
friends,” murmured the king, as he stooped and imprinted 
a light kiss on each of their foreheads. 

Chicot was not superstitious, but as he looked on, his 
imagination pictured a living man making his adieux to 
the dead. 

ee Tas singular, ” thought he. - “I never felt so before— 
poor fellows.” 

As soon as the king quitted the room, D’Epernon opened 
his eyes ; and, jumping out of bed, began to efface, as well 
as he could, the spots of blood on his clothes. Then he 
went to bed again. 

As for Henri, he conducted Chicot to his room, and 
opened a long ebony coffer lined with white satin. 

“Look !” said he. 

«Swords !” 

«“Yes! but blessed swords, my dear friend.” 

<¢ Blessed ! by whom ?” 

«*By our holy father the Pope, who granted me this 
favor. ‘To send this box to Rome and back, cost me twenty 
horses and four men.’ 

«Are they sharp ?” 

‘‘Doubtless; but their great merit is that hes are 
blessed.” 

‘¢ Yes, I know that; but still I should like to be sure 
they are sharp.” 

‘“* Pagan 1” 
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‘* Let us talk of something else.” 

“Well, be quick.” 

“*You want to sleep ?” 

‘“No, to pray.” 

‘(In that case we will talk. Have you sent for M. 
d’Anjou ?” 

«Yes, he is waiting below.” 

‘¢ What are you going to do with him ?” 

‘¢Throw him into the Bastile.” 

‘That is very wise : only choose a dungeon that is deep 
and safe—such for example, as those which were occupied 
by the Constable de St. Paul, or Armagnac.” 

‘Oh ! be easy.” 

“‘T know where they sell good black velvet, my son.” 

** Chicot ! he is my brother.” 

“Ah! true; the family mourning is violet. Shall you 
speak to him ?” 

“Yes, certainly ; if only to show him that his plots are 
discovered.” 

“Ham 17? 

“* Do you disapprove ?” 

“‘In your place I should cut short the conversation, 
and double the imprisonment.” 

“Let them bring here the Duc d’Anjou,” said the king. 

A minute after the duke entered, very pale and dis- 
armed. Crillon followed him. 

<‘ Where did you find him ?” asked the king. 

“Sire, his highness was not at home, but I took pos- 
session of his hotel in the king’s name, and soon after he 
returned, and we arrested him without resistance.” 

“That is fortunate.” Then, turning to the prince he 
said, ‘‘ Where were you, monsieur ?” 

‘¢ Wherever I was, sire, be sure it was on your business, ” 

“7 doubt it.” 

Frangois bowed. 

“Come, tell me where you were while your accomplices 
were being arrested.” 

«« My accomplices ! ” 

** Yes; your accomplices.” 
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‘Sire, your majesty is making some mistake.” 

**Oh! this time you shall not escape me; your measure 
of crime is full.” 

‘‘Sire, be moderate ; there is certainly some one who 
slanders me to you.” 

**Wretch ! you shall die of hunger in a cell of the Bas- 
tile!” 

“I bow to your orders, whatever they may be.” 

‘* Hypocrite! But where were you ?” 

**Sire, I was serving your majesty, and working for the 
glory and tranquillity of your reign.” 

‘Really ! your audacity is great.” 

‘* Bah!” said Chicot, ‘‘ tell us about it, my prince ; it 
must be curious.” 

«Sire, I would tell your majesty, had you treated me 
as a brother, but as you have treated me as a criminal, I 
will let the event speak for itself.” 

Then, bowing profoundly to the king, he turned to 
Crillon and the other officers, and said, ‘‘ Now, which of 
you gentlemen will conduct the first prince of the blood . 
to the Bastile ?” 

Chicot had been reflecting, and a thought struck him. 

“Ah!” murmured he, ‘‘I believe I guess now why M. 
d’Epernon had so much blood on his feet and so little in 
his cheeks.” 


CHAPTER XCIV. 
THE MORNING OF THE COMBAT. 


Tue king did not sleep all night, and very early in the 
morning he set off, accompanied by Chicot, to examine 
the ground where the combat was to take place. 

*< Quelus will be exposed to the sun,” said he; ‘he will 
have it at his right, just in his only eye; whereas Mau- 
giron, who has good eyes, will be in the shade. That is 
badly managed. As for Schomberg, his place is good ; 
but Quelus, my poor Quelus !” 

“‘Do not torment yourself so, my king, it is useless.” 
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«And D’Epernon; I am really unjust not to think of 
him; he, who is to fight Bussy. Look at his place, 
Chicot, he who will have to give way constantly, for Bussy 
is like a tiger, he has a tree on hisright and a ditch on his 
left.” 

‘¢ Bah!” said Chicot, “‘I am not concerned about 
D’Epernon.” 

‘*You are wrong ; he will be killed.” 

“‘ Not he; be sure he has taken precautions.” 

‘«* How so ?” 

“«* He will not fight.” 

“‘ Did you not hear what he said before going to bed ?” 

«‘That is just why I think he will not fight.” 

‘«Incredulous and distrustful ! ” 

“T know my Gascon, Henri; but if you will take my 
advice, you will return to the Louvre.” 

**Do yot think I can stay there during the combat ?” 

“I do not wish you not to love your friends, but I do 
wish you not to leave M. d’Anjou alone at the Louvre.” 

“Ts not Crillon there?” 

‘* Crillon is only a buffalo—a rhinoceros—a wild boar ; 
whil your brother is the serpent, whose strength lies in 
his cunning.” 

“* You are right ; I should have sent him to the Bastile.” 

When Chicot and the king entered, the young men were 
being dressed by their valets. 

‘*Good morning, gentlemen,” said he; “TI find you all 
in good spirits, I hope ?” 

<< Yes, sire,” said Quelus. 

«You look gloomy, Maugiron.” 

«Sire, Iam superstitious, and I had bad dreams last 
night, so I am drinking a little wine to keep up my 
spirits.” 

*« My friend, remember that dreams are the impressions 
of the previous day, and have no influence on the morrow.” 

«Yes, sire,” said D’Epernon, ‘“‘I also had bad dreams 
last night ; but, in spite of that, my hand is steady and 
fit for action.” 

** Yes,” said Chicot, ‘‘ you dreamed you had blood on 
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your boots ; that is not a bad dream, for it signifies that 
you will be a conqueror, like Alexander or Cesar.” 

‘« My friends,”’ said Henri, “remember you fight only 
for honor ; the past night has seated me firmly on my 
throne, therefore do not think of me; and, above all 
things, no false bravery ; you wish to kill your enemies, 
not to die yourselves.” 

The gentlemen were now ready, and it only remained 
to take leave of their master. 

** Do you go on horseback ?” asked he. 

“No, sire, on foot.” 

They each kissed his hand, and D’Epernon said, “ Sire, 
bless my sword.” 

<‘Not so, D’Epernon ; give up your sword—I have a 
better one for each of you. Chicot, bring them here.” 

«No, sire, send your captain of the guards ; I am buta 
Pagan, and they might lose their virtue by coming through 
my hands.” ; 

‘¢ What are these swords, sire ?” said Schomberg. 

“<‘Ttalian swords, my son, forged at Milan.” 

‘¢ Thanks, sire.” 

<¢ Now go, it is time,’ 
control his emotion. 

“Sire,” said Quelus, ‘‘shall we not have your majesty’s 
presence to encourage us ?” 

‘© No, that would not be right ; you will be supposed to 
fight without any one being cognizant of it, and without 
my sanction. Let it appear to be the result of a private 
quarrel.” 

When they were gone, the king threw himself down in 
tears, 

‘¢ Now,” said Chicot, ‘‘I will go to see this duel, for I 
have an idea that something curious will happen with 
regard to D’Epernon.” And he went off. 

Henri shut himself up in his own room, first saying to 
Crillon, who knew what was to take place, ‘If we are 
conquerors, Crillon, come and tell me ; if not, strike three 
blows on the door.” 


) 


said the king, who could hardly 
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CHAPTER XCV. 
THE FRIENDS OF BUSSY. 


Tue friends of the Duc d’Anjou had passed as good and 
tranquil a night as those of the king, although their 
master had not taken the same care of them. After a 
good supper, they had all retired to sleep at Antragues’s 
house, which was nearest to the field of battle. Antragues, 
before supper, had gone to take leave of a little milliner 
whom he adored, Ribeirac had written to his mother, and 
Livarot had made his will. They were up early in the 
morning, and dressed themselves in red breeches and 
socks, that their enemies might not see their blood, and 
they had doublets of gray silk. They wore shoes without 
heels, and their pages carried their swords, that their 
arms might not be fatigued. 

The weather was splendid, for love, war, or walking; 
and the sun gilded the roofs, on which the night dew was 
sparkling. The streets were dry, and the air delightful. 

Before leaving the house, the young men had sent to 
the Hétel d’Anjou to inquire for Bussy, and had received 
a reply that he had gone out the evening before and had 
not yet returned. 

“Oh!” said Antragues, ‘‘I know where he is; the 
king ordered a grand chase at Compiégne, and M. de 
Monsoreau was to set off yesterday. Itis all right, gentle- 
men ; he is nearer the ground than we are, and may be 
there before us. We will call for him in passing.” 

The streets were empty as they went along ; no one was 
to be seen except peasants coming from Montreuil or Vin- 
cennes, with milk or vegetables. 

The young men went on in silence until they reached 
the Rue St. Antoine. 

Then, with a smile, they glanced at Monsoreau’s house 

**One could see well from there, and I am sure poor 
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Diana will be more than once at the window.” said An- 
tragues. 

‘*] think she must be there already,” said Ribeirac, 
‘« for the window is open.” 

‘*True, but what can be the meaning of that ladder 
before it ?” 

‘It is odd.” 

‘‘ We are not the only ones to wonder,” said Livarot, 
**see those peasants, who are stopping their carts to 
look.” 

The young men arrived under the balcony. ‘‘M. de 
Monsoreau,” they cried, ‘‘ do you intend to be present at 
our combat ? if so, be quick, for we wish to arrive first.” 

They waited, but no one answered. 

**Did you put up that ladder ?” asked Antragues of a 
man who was examining the ground. 

**God forbid !” replied Bes 

* Why so?” 

** Look u 

** Blood 1? cried Ribeirac. 

‘The door has been forced,” said Antragues 3 and seiz- 
ing the ladder, he was on the balcony in a moment. 

‘‘ What is it ?” cried the others, seeing him turn pale. 

A terrible cry was his only answer. Livarot mounted 
‘behind him. ‘‘ Corpses! death everywhere !” cried he. 
And they both entered the room. It bore horrible traces 
of the terrible combat of the previous night. A river of 
blood flowed over the room; and the curtains were hang- 
ing in strips from sword cuts. 

‘Oh! poor Rémy!” cried Antragues, suddenly. 

«* Dead |” 

fe Yeas” 

‘‘ But a regiment of troopers must have passed through 
the room,” cried Livarot. Then, seeing the door of the 
corridor open, and traces of blood indicating that one or 
more of the combatants had also passed through there, he 
followed it. Meanwhile, Antragues went into the adjoin- 
ing room; there also blood was everywhere, and this blood 
led to the window. He leaned out and looked into the 
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little garden. The iron spikes still held the livid corpse 
of the unhappy Bussy. At this sight, it was not a cry, 
but a yell, that Antragues uttered. Livarot ran to see what 
it was, and Ribeirac followed. 

‘‘ Look!” said Antragues, ‘‘ Bussy dead! Bussy assas- 
sinated and thrown out of window.” 

They ran down. 

“<Tt is he,” cried Livarot. 

‘¢ His wrist is cut.” 

«He has two balls in his breast.” 

“He is full of wounds.” 

‘¢ Ah! poor Bussy ! we will have vengeance !” 

Turning round they came against a second corpse. 
‘* Monsoreau !” cried Livarot. 

‘< What ! Monsoreau also.” 

** Yes, pierced through and through.” 

«‘ Ah! they have assassinated all our friends.” 

‘«* And his wife ? Madame de Monsoreau !” cried An- 
tragues ; but no one answered. 

‘* Bussy, poor Bussy.” 

“¢ Yes, they wished to get rid of the most formidable of 
us all.” 

‘“It is cowardly ! it is infamous !” 

‘¢ We will tell the duke.” 

‘“No,” said Antragues, ‘ let us not charge any one with 
the care of our vengeance. Look, my friends, at the 
noble face of the bravest of men; see his blood, that 
teaches that he never left his vengeance to any other 
person. Bussy! we will act like you, and we will avenge 
you.” 

Then, drawing his sword, he dipped it in Bussy’s blood. 

‘« Bussy,” said he, “I swear on your corpse, that this 
blood shall be washed off by the blood of your enemies.” 

« Bussy,” cried the others, ‘‘ we swear to kill them or 
die.” 

«© No mercy,” said Antragues. 

*¢ But we shall be but three.” 

“True, but we have assassinated no one, and God will 
strengthen the innocent. Adieu, Bussy! ” 
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‘* Adieu, Bussy!” repeated the others ; and they went 
out, pale but resolute, from that cursed house, around 
which a crowd had begun to collect. 

Arriving on the ground, they found their opponents 
waiting for them. 

‘** Gentlemen,” said Quelus, rising and bowing, “ we 
have had the honor of waiting for you.” 

‘‘Hxcuse us,” said Antragues, ‘‘but we should have 
been here before you, but for one of our companions.” 

‘*M. de Bussy,” said D’Epernon, ‘‘I do not see him. 
Where is he?” 

“We can wait for him,” said Schomberg. 

«* Te will not come.” 

All looked thunderstruck ; but D’Epernon exclaimed : 

“Ah! the brave man par excellence—is he, then, 
afraid ?” 

‘«* That cannot be,” said Quelus. 

** You are right, monsieur,” said Livarot. 

«¢ And. why will he not come ?” 

‘** Because he is dead.” 

** Dead!” cried they all, but D’Epernon turned rather 

ale. 
E ‘“* And dead because he has been assassinated,” said 
Antragues. ‘‘ Did you not know it, gentlemen ?” 

**No; how should we ?” 

“¢ Besides, is it certain ?” 

Antragues drew his sword. ‘‘So certain that here is 
his blood,” said he. 

“«M. de Bussy assassinated 

‘‘ His blood cries for vengeance! do you not hear it, 
gentlemen ?” said Ribeirac. 

«< What do you mean ?” 

«<< Seek whom the crime profits,’ the law says,” replied 
Ribeirac. 

*‘ Ah! gentlemen, will you explain yourselves ?” cried 
Maugiron. 

‘¢ That is just what we have come for.” 

‘Quick ! our swords are in our hands!” said D’Hper- 
non. 


\ fede 
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“Oh! you are in a great hurry, M. le Gascon ; you did 
not crow so loud when we were four against four!” 

‘Ts it our fault, if you are only three ?” 

‘Yes, it is your fault ; he isdead because you preferred 
him lying in his blood to standing here ; he is dead, with 
his wrist cut, that that wrist might no longer hold a 
sword; he is dead, that you might not see the lightning 
of those eyes, which dazzled you all. Do you understand 
me ? am I clear ?” 

“Enough, gentlemen!” said Quelus. ‘‘ Retire, M. 
d’Epernon! we will fight three against three. These 
gentlemen shall see if we are men to profit by a mis- 
fortune which we deplore as much as themselves. Come, 
gentlemen,” added the young man, throwing his hat be- 
hind him, and raising his left hand, while he whirled his 
sword with the right, ‘‘ God is our judge if we are assas- 
sins!” 

«Ah! I hated you before,” cried Schomberg, ‘‘ and 
now I execrate you!” 

“On your guard, gentlemen!” cried Antragues. 

<‘ With doublets or without ?” said Schomberg. 

“‘ Without doublets, without shirts; our breasts bare, 
our hearts uncovered !” 

The young men threw off their doublets and shirts. 

*‘T have lost my dagger,” said Quelus ; ‘‘it must have 
fallen on the road.” 

“‘ Or else you left it at M. de Monsoreau’s, in the Place 
de la Bastile,” said Antragnues. 

Quelus gave a cry of rage, and drew his sword. 

«But he has no dagger, M. Antragues,” cried Chicot, 
who had just arrived. 

*“So much the worse for him; it is not my fault,” said 
Antragues, 
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CHAPTER XCOV1L 
THE COMBAT. 


THE place where this terrible combat was to take place 
was sequestered and shaded by trees. It was generally 
frequented only by children, who came to play there dur- 
ing the day, or by drunkards or robbers, who made a 
sleeping-place of it by night. 

Chicot, his heart palpitating, although he was not of a 
very tender nature, seated himself before the lackeys and 
pages, on a wooden balustrade. 

He did not love the Angevins, and detested the minions, 
but they were all brave young men, and in their veins 
flowed a generous blood, which he was probably destined 
to see flow before long. 

D’Epernon made a last bravado, ‘* What! you are all 
afraid of me ?” he cried. 

‘* Hold your tongue,” said Antragues. 

“© Come away, bravest of the brave,” said Chicot, “o7 
else you will lose another pair of shoes.” 

** What do you mean ?” 

“IT mean that there will soon be blood on the ground 
and that you will walk in it, as you did last night.” 

D’Epernon became deadly pale, and, moving away, 
he seated himself at some distance from Chicot. 

The combat began as five o’clock struck, and for a few 
minutes nothing was heard but the clashing of swords ; 
not a blow was struck. At last Schomberg touched 
Ribeirac in the shoulder, and the blood gushed out ; 
Schomberg tried to repeat the blow, but Ribeirac struck 
up his sword, and wounded him in the side. 

“‘ Now let us rest a few seconds, if you like, 
Ribeirac. 

Quelus, having no dagger, was at a great disadvantage ; 
for he was obliged to parry with his left arm, and, as it 
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was bare, on each occasion it cost him a wound. His 
hand was soon bleeding in several places, and Antragues 
had also wounded him in the breast ; but at each wound 
he repeated, ‘‘ It is nothing.” 

Livarot and Maugiron were still unwounded. 

Ribeirac and Schomberg recommenced ; the former was 

pierced through the breast, and Schomberg was wounded 
in the neck. 

Ribeirac was mortally wounded, and Schomberg rushed 
on him and gave him another; but he, with his right 
hand, seized his opponent’s, and with his left plunged his 
dagger into his heart. 

Schomberg fell back, dragging Ribeirac with him. 
Livarot ran to aid Ribeirac to disengage himself from the 
grasp of his adversary, but was closely pursued by Maugi- 
ron, who cut open his head with a blow of his sword. 
Livarot let his sword drop, and fell on his knees; then 
Maugiron hastened to give him another wound, and he 
fell altogether. 

Quelus and Mangiron remained against Antragues. 
Quelus was bleeding, but from slight wounds. 

Antragues comprehended his danger; he had not the 
least wound, but he began to feel tired, so he pushed 
aside Quelus’ sword and jumped over a barrier; but at 
the same moment, Maugiron attacked him: behind; An- 
tragues turned, and Quelus profited by this movement to 
get under the barrier. 

‘He is lost!” thought Chicot. 

‘* Vive le roi!” cried D’Epernon. 

“* Silence, if you please, monsieur,” said Antragues. 

At this instant Livarot, of whom no one was thinking, 
rose on his knees, hideous from the blood with which he 
was covered, and plunged his dagger between the shoul- 
ders of Maugiron, who fell, crying out, “‘ Mon Dieu! I am 
killed !” 

Livarot fell back again, fainting. 

““M. de Quelus,” said Antragues, “‘you are a brave 
man ; yield—I offer you your life.” 

«* And why yield ?” 
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“ You are wounded, and I am not.” 

*< Vive le roi!” cried Quelus ; ‘‘ I have still my sword !” 
And he rushed on Antragues, who parried the thrust, 
and, seizing his arm, wrested his sword from him, saying, 
‘«* Now you have it no longer.” 

“Oh, a sword !” cried Quelus; and, bounding like a 
tiger on Antragues, he threw his arms round him. 

Antragues struck him with his dagger again and again, 
but Quelus managed te seize his hands, and twisted round 
him like a serpent, with arms and legs. Antragues, 
nearly suffocated, reeled and fell, but on the unfortunate 
Quelus. He managed to disengage himself, for Quelus’ 
powers were failing him, and, leaning on one arm, gave 
him a last blow. 

“« Vive le r ” said Quelus, and that was all. The 
silence and terror of death reigned everywhere. 

Antragues rose, covered with blood, but it was that of 
his enemy. ! 

D’Epernon made the sign of the cross, and fled as if he 
were pursued by demons. 

Chicot ran and raised Quelus, whose blood was pouring 
out from nineteen wounds, 

The movement roused him, and he opened his eyes. 

«‘ Antragues,” said he, ‘on my honor, I am innocent 
of the death of Bussy.” 

‘Oh! I believe you, monsieur,” cried Antragues, much 
moved. 

‘‘Fly !” murmured Quelus ; ‘‘ the king will never for- 
give you.” 

“‘T cannot abandon you thus, even to escape the scaf- 
fold.” 

“Save yourself, young man,” said Chicot; ‘do not 
tempt Providence twice in one day.” 

Antragues approached Ribeirac, who still breathed. 

“‘ Well ?” asked he. 

“‘ We are victors,” said Antragues, in a low tone, not to 
offend Quelus. 

«« Thanks,” said Ribeirac ; “‘ now go.” 

And he fainted again. 


452 CHICOT, THE JESTER. 


Antragues picked up his own sword, which he had 
dropped, then that of Quelus, which he presented to him. 
A tear shone in the eyes of the dying man. ‘‘ We might 
have been friends,” he murmured. 

‘<Now fly,” said Chicot; ‘“‘ you are worthy of being 
saved.” 

«* And my companions ?” 

‘¢] will take care of them, as of the king’s friends.” 

Antragues wrapped himself in a cloak which his squire 
handed to him, so that no one might see the blood with 
which he was covered, and, leaving the dead and wounded, 
he disappeared through the Porte St. Antoine. 


CHAPTER XCVII. 
THE END. 


Tue king, pale with anxiety, and shuddering at the 
slightest noise, employed himself in conjecturing, with 
the experience of a practised man, the time that it would 
take for the antagonists to meet and that the combat 
would last. 

** Now,” he murmured first, ‘‘ they are crossing the Rue 
St. Antoine—now they are entering the field—now they 
have begun.” And at these words, the poor king, trem- 
bling, began to pray. 

Rising again in a few minutes, he cried : 

«If Quelus only remembers the thrust I taught him! 
As for Schomberg, he is so cool that he ought to kill 
Ribeirac ; Maugiron, also, should be more than a match 
for Livarot. But D’Epernon, he is lost ; fortunately he 
is the one of the four whom I love least. But if Bussy, 
the terrible Bussy, after killing him, falls on the others | ! 
Ah, my poor friends !” 

“* Sire ! ” said Crillon, at the door. 

“¢ What ! already ?” 

‘*¢ Sire, I have no news but that the Duc d’Anjou begs 
to speak to your majesty.” 

«« What for ?” 
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‘* He says that the moment has come for him to tell you 
what service he rendered your majesty, and that what he 
has to tell you will calm a part of your fears.” 

‘‘ Well, let him come.” 

At this moment they heard a voice crying, ‘I must 
speak to the king at once !” 

The king recognized the voice, and opened the door. 

“‘Here, St. Luc!” criedhe. ‘ Whatis it? But, mon 
Dieu! what is the matter? Are they dead ?” 

Indeed, St. Luc, pale, without hat or sword, and spotted 
with blood, rushed into the king’s room. 

“Sire!” cried he, ‘‘ vengeance ! I ask for vengeance ! ” 

«My poor St. Luc, what is it? You seem in despair.” 

‘‘ Sire, one of your subjects, the bravest, noblest, has 
been murdered this night—traitorously murdered ! ” 

“©Of whom do you speak ?” 

“‘Sire, you do not love him, I know ; but he was faith- 
ful, and, if need were, would have shed all his blood for 
your majesty, else he would not have been my friend.” 

‘*Ah!” said the king, who began to understand ; and 
something like a gleam of joy passed over his face. 

“ Vengeance, sire, for M. de Bussy !” 

«*M. de Bussy ?” 

‘“ Yes, M. de Bussy, whom twenty assassins poniarded 
last night. He killed fourteen of them.” 

‘*M. de Bussy dead ?” 

<4 Ves; sire:.? 

‘Then he does not fight this morning ?” 

St. Lue cast a reproachful glance on the king, who 
turned away his head, and, in doing so, saw Crillon still 
standing at the door. He signed to him to bring in the 
duke. 

‘©No, sire, he will not fight,” said St. Luc; “and that 
is why I ask, not for vengeance—I was wrong to call it so 
—but for justice. I love my king, and am, above all 
things, jealous of his honor, and I think that it is a de- 
plorable service which they have rendered to your majesty 
by killing M. de Bussy.” 

The Due d’Anjou had just entered, and St. Luc’s words 
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had enlightened the king as to the service his brother had 
boasted of having rendered him. 

<¢ Do you know what they will say ?” continued St. Luc. 
“They will say, if your friends conquer, that it is because 
they first murdered Bussy.” 

«* And who will dare to say that ?” 

‘‘Pardieu ! every one,” said Crillon. 

_ **No, monsieur, they shall not say that,” replied the 
king, ‘‘for you shall point out the assassin.” 

<©T will name him, sire, to clear your majesty from so 
heinous an accusation,” said St. Luc. 

‘© Well! do it.” 

The Duc d’Anjou stood quietly by. 

‘‘ Sire,” continued St. Luc, ‘last night they laid a snare 
for Bussy, while he visited a woman who loved him; the 
husband, warned by a traitor, came to his house witha 
troop of assassins ; they were everywhere—in the street— 
in the courtyard, even in the garden.” 

In spite of his power over himself, the duke grew pale 
at these last words. 

‘‘Bussy fought like a lion, sire, but numbers over- 
whelmed him, and——” 

“© And he was killed,” interrupted the king, ‘and 
justly ; I will certainly not revenge an adulterer.” 

‘<Sire, I have not finished my tale. The unhappy man, 
after having defended himself for more than half an hour 
in the room, after having triumphed over his enemies, es- 
caped, bleeding, wounded, and mutilated : he only wanted 
some one to lend him a saving hand, which I would have 
done had I not been seized by his assassins, and bound, 
and gagged. Unfortunately, they forgot to take away my 
sight as well as my speech, for I saw two men approach 
the unlucky Bussy, who was hanging on the iron railings, 
I heard him entreat them for help, for in these two men, 
he had the right to reckon on two friends. Well, sire, it 
is horrible to relate—it was still more horrible to see and 
hear—one ordered him to be shot, and the other obeyed.” 

«© And you know the assassins ?” cried the king, moved 
in spite of himself. 
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*« Yes,” said St. Luc, and turning to the prince, with 
an expression of intense hatred, he cried, ‘‘ the assassin, 
sire, was the prince, his friend.” 

The duke stood perfectly quiet and answered, ‘ Yes, 
M. de St. Luc is right; it was I, and your majesty will 
appreciate my action, for M. de Bussy was my servant, it is 
true; but this morning he was to fight against your 
majesty.” 

«‘ You lie, assassin!” cried St. Luc. “ Bussy, full of 
wounds, his hands cut to pieces, a ball through his 
shoulder, and hanging suspended on the iron trellis-work, 
might have inspired pity in his most cruel enemies; they 
would have succored him. But you, the murderer of La 
Mole and of Coconnas, you killed Bussy, as you have 
killed, one after another, all your friends. You killed 
Bussy, not because he was the king’s enemy, but because 
he was the confidant of your secrets. Ah! Monsoreau 
knew well your reason for this crime.” 

“‘Cordieu!” cried Crillon, “‘ why am I not king ?” 

‘They insult me before you, brother,” said the duke, 
pale with terror. 

‘* Leave us, Crillon,” said the king. 

The officer obeyed. 

<« Justice, sire, justice !” cried St. Luc again. 

“¢ Sire,” said the duke, ‘‘ will you punish me for having 
served your majesty’s friends this morning ?” 

“«‘ And I,” cried St. Luc, ‘‘I say that the cause which 
you espouse is accursed, and will be pursued by the anger 
of God. Sire, when your brother protects our friends, 
woe to them.” 

The king shuddered. 

Then they heard hasty steps and voices, followed by a 
deep silence ; and then, as if a voice from heaven came to 
confirm St. Luc’s words, three blows were struck slowly 
and solemnly on the door by the vigorous arm of Crillon. 

Henri turned deadly pale. 

“Conquered,” cried he ; “‘ my poor friends!” 

<‘What did I tell you, sire?” cried St. Luc. ‘‘See 
how murder succeeds.” 
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But the king saw nothing, heard nothing ; he buried 
his face in his hands, and murmured, ‘‘Oh! my poor 
friends ; who will tell me about them ?” 

“J, sire,” said Chicot. 

«* Well!” cried Henri. 

“Two are dead, and the third is dying.” 

‘¢ Which is the third ?” 

eOirelis. 

‘‘ Where is he ?” 

«At the Hétel Boissy.” 

The king said no more, but rushed from the room. 

St. Luc had taken Diana home to his wife, and this had 
kept him from appearing sooner at the Louvre. Jeanne 
passed three days and nights watching her through che 
most frightful delirium. 

On the fourth day, Jeanne, overcome by fatigue, went 
to take a little rest : two hours after, when she returned, 
Diana was gone. 

Quelus died at the Hotel Boissy, in the king’s arms, 
after lingering for thirty days. 

Henri was inconsolable. He raised three magnificent 
tombs for his friends, on which their effigies were sculp- 
tured, life-size, in marble. He had innumerable masses 
said for them, and prayed for their souls himself night 
and morning. 

For three months Chicot never left his ‘master, and 
consoled him as well as he could. In the month of Sep- 
tember, Chicot received the following letter, dated from 
the Priory of Beaume : 


‘*Derar M, Cuicor, 

‘The air is soft in this place, and the vintage promises 
to be good this year. They say that the king, whose life 
{saved, still grieves much. Bring him to the priory, dear 
M. Chicot ; we will give him wine of 1550, which I have 
discovered in my cellar, and which is enough to make one 
forget the greatest grief; for I find in the Holy Writ 
these words, ‘Good wine rejoices the heart of man.’ It is 
in Latin. I willshowit you. Come, then, dear M. Chicot ; 
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ceme, with the king, M. d’Epernon, and M. de St. Luc, 
and we will fatten them all. 
«* The reverend prior, 
*< Dom GORENFLOT, 
‘Your humble servant and friend. 

«“P.S.—Tell the king that I have not yet had time to 
pray for the souls of his friends; but when the vintage is 
over, I shall not fail to do so.” 


«“ Amen,” said Chicot; ‘here are poor devils well re- 


commended to Heaven.” 


THE END. 


Nore:—For the information of the reader The Valois Ro- 
mances should read in the chronological order as follows ; 1st, 
Marguerite de Valois ; 2d, Chicot the Jester, 8d, The Forty-five 
Guardsmen, 
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THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 


CHAPTER I. 
THE PORTE ST. ANTOINE. 


On the 26th of October, 1585, the barriers of the Porte 
St. Antoine were, contrary to custom, still closed at half- 
past ten in the morning. A quarter of an hour after, a 
guard of twenty Swiss, the favorite troops of Henri I11., 
then king, passed through these barriers, which were again 
closed behind them. Once through, they arranged them- 
selves along the hedges, which, outside the barrier, bor- 
dered each side of the road. 

There was a great crowd collected there, for numbers of 
peasants and other people had been stopped at the gates 
on their way into Paris. They were arriving by three dif- 
ferent roads—from Montreuil, from Vincennes, and from 
St. Maur; and the crowd was growing more dense every 
moment. Monks from the convent in the neighborhood, 
women seated on pack-saddles, and peasants in their carts, 
and all, by their questions more or less pressing, formed a 
continual murmur, while some voices were raised above the 
others in shriller tones of anger or complaint. 

There were, besides this mass of arrivals, some groups 
who seemed to have come from the city. These, instead of 
looking at the gate, fastened their gaze on the horizon, 
bounded by the Convent of the Jacobins, the Priory of 
Vincennes, and the Croix Faubin, as though they were ex- 
pecting to see some one arrive. ‘These groups consisted 
chiefly of bourgeois, warmly wrapped up, for the weather 
was cold, and the piercing north-east wind seemed trying 
to tear from the trees all the few remaining leaves which 
clung sadly to them. 
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Three of these bourgeois were talking together—that is 
to say, two talked and one listened, or rather seemed to 
listen, so occupied was he in looking towards Vincennes. 
Let us turn our attention to this last. He was a.man 
who must be tall when he stood upright, but at this mo- 

ment his long legs were bent under him, and his arms, not 
less long in proportion, were crossed over his breast. He 
was leaning against the hedge, which almost hid his face 
before which he also held up his hand as if for further 
concealment. By his side a little man, mounted on a hil- 
lock, was talking to another tall man who was constantly 
slipping off the summit of the same hillock, and at each 
slip catching at the button of his neighbor’s doublet. 

“Yes, Maitre Miton,” said the little man to the tall one, 
“yes, I tell you that there will be 100,000 people around 
the scaffold of Saleéde,—100,000 at least. See, without 
counting those already on the Place de Greve, or who 
came there from different parts of Paris, the number of 
people here; and this is but one gate out of sixteen.” 

100,000! that is much, Friard,” replied M. Miton. 
“ Be sure many people will follow my example, and not go 
to see this unlucky man quartered, for fear of an uproar.” 

“M. Miton, there will be none, I answer for it. Do 
you not think so, monsieur? ” continued he, turning to the 
long-armed man. 

“What?” said the other, as though he had not heard. 

“They say there will be nothing on the Place de Gréve 
to-day.” 

“T think you are wrong, and that there will be the exe- 
cution of Salcéde.” 

“Yes, doubtless: but I mean that there will be no noise 
about it.” 

“There will be the noise of the blows of the whip, which 
they will give to the horses.” 

You do not understand; by noise I mean tumult. If 
there were likely to be any, the king would not have had a 
stand prepared for him and the two queens at the Hdtel 
de Ville.” 

“Do kings ever know when a tumult will take place?” 
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replied the other, shrugging his shoulders with an air of 
pity. 

“Oh, oh!” said M. Miton; “this man talks in a singu- 
lar way. Do you know who he is, compére? ” 

ce No.” 

“Then why do you speak to him? You are wrong. I do 
~ not think he likes to talk.” 

“ And yet it seems to me,” replied Friard, loud enough 
to be heard by the stranger, “that one of the greatest 
pleasures in life is to exchange thoughts.” 

“Yes, with those whom we know well,” answered M. 
Miton. 

“ Are not all men brothers, as the priests say?” 

“They were primitively; but in times like ours the re- 
lationship is singularly loosened. Talk low, if you must 
talk, and leave the stranger alone.” 

“ But I know you so well, I know what you will reply, 
while this stranger may have something new to tell me.” 

“ Hush ! he is listening.” 

“So much the better; perhaps he will answer. Then 
you think, monsieur,” continued he, turning again toward 
him, “ that there will be a tumult?” 

“‘T did not say so.” 

“No; but I believe you think so.” 

* And on what do you found your surmise, M. Friard?” 

“ Why, he knows me!” 

“Have I not named you two or three times?” said 
Miton. 

“Ah! true. Well, since he knows me, perhaps he will’ 
answer. Now, monsieur, I believe you agree with me, or 
else would be there, while on the contrary, you are here.” 

“But you, M. Friard, since you think the contrary of 
what you think I think, why are you not at the Place de 
Gréve? I thought the spectacle would have been a joyful 
one to all friends of the king. Perhaps you will reply that 
you are not friends of the king, but of MM. de Guise, and 
that you are waiting here for the Lorraines, who they say 
are about to enter Paris in order to deliver M. de Saleéde.” 

“No, monsieur,” replied the little man, visibly fright- 
ened at this suggestion; “I wait for my wife, Nicole Fri- 
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ard, who has gone to take twenty-four tablecloths to the 
priory of the Jacobins, having the honor to be washer- 
woman to Dom. Modeste Gorenflot, the Abbé.” 
“Look, compére,” cried Miton, “at what is passing.” 
M. Friard, following the direction of his friend’s finger, 
saw them closing yet another door, while a party of Swiss 
placed themselves before it. “How! more barriers!” 


_ eried he. 


“What did I tell you?” said Miton. 

At the sight of this new precaution, a long murmur of 
astonishment and some cries of discontent proceeded from 
the crowd. 

“ Clear the road! Back!” cried an officer. 

This maneuver was not executed without difficulty; the 
people in carts and on horseback tried to go back, and 
nearly crushed the crowd behind them. Women cried and 
men swore, while those who could eseape, did, overturning 
the others. 

“The Lorraines! the Lorraines!” cried a voice in the 
midst of this tumult. 

“Oh!” cried Miton, trembling, “let us fly.” 

“Fly! and where?” said Friard. 

“nto this enclosure,” answered Miton, tearing his 
hands by seizing the thorns of the hedge. 

“Into that inclosure, it is not so easy; I see no opening, 
and you cannot climb a hedge that is higher than I am.” 

“T will try,” returned Miton, making new efforts. 

“Oh! take care, my good woman,” cried Friard, in a 
tone of distress; “your ass is on my feet. Oh, monsieur, 
take care, your horse is going to kick.” 

While M. Miton was vainly trying to climb the hedge, 
and M. Friard to find an opening through which to push 
himself, their neighbor quietly opened his long legs and 
strode over the hedge with as much ease as one might have 
leaped over it on horseback. M. Miton imitated him at 
last after much detriment to his hands and clothes; but 
poor Friard could not succeed, in spite of all his efforts, 
till the stranger, stretching out his long arms, and seizing 
‘im by the collar of his doublet, lifted him over. 

“ Ah! monsieur,” said he, when he felt himself on the 
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ground, “on the word of Jean Friard, you are a real Her- 
cules; your name, monsieur? the name of my deliverer? ” 

“JT am called Briquet—Robert Briquet, monsieur.” 

“You have saved me, M. Briquet—my wife will bless 
you. But apropos; mon Dieu! she will be stifled in this 
crowd. Ah! cursed Swiss, only good to crush people!” 

As he spoke, he felt a heavy hand on his shoulder, and, 
looking round and seeing that it was a Swiss, he took to 
flight, followed by Miton. The other man laughed quietly, 
then turning to the Swiss, said,— 

“Are the Lorraines coming? ” 

ce No.” 

“Then why do they close the door. I do not understand 
its? 

“There is no need that you should,” replied the Swiss, 
laughing at his own wit. 


CHAPTER II. 
WHAT PASSED OUTSIDE THE PORTE ST. ANTOINE. 


OnE of the groups was formed of a considerable number 
of citizens. They surrounded four or five of a martial ap- 
pearance, whom the closing of the doors annoyed very 
much, as it seemed, for they cried with all their might, 
“The door! the door! ” 

Robert Briquet advanced toward this group, and began 
to ery also, “ The door! the door!” 

One of the cavaliers, charmed at this, turned toward 
him and said, “Is it not shameful, monsieur, that they 
should close the gates in open day, as though the Span- 
iards or the English were besieging Paris?” 

Robert Briquet looked attentively at the speaker, who 
seemed to be about forty-five years of age, and the princi- 
pal personage in the group. “ Yes, monsieur,” replied he, 
“you are right; but may I venture to ask what you think 
their motive is for these precautions? ” 

“ Pardieu! the fear they have lest some one should eat 
their Salcéde.” 
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“ Diable! ” said a voice, “a sad meal.” 

Robert Briquet turned toward the speaker, whose voice 
had a strong Gascon accent, and saw a young man from 
twenty to wwenty-live, resting his hand on the ernnner 0: 
the horse of the first speaker. His head was bare; he had 
probably lost his hat in the mélee. 

“ But as they say,” replied Briquet, “that this Salcéde 
_belongs to M. de Guise——” 

“Bah! they say that!” 

“'Then you do not believe it, monsieur? ” 

“ Certainly not,” replied the cavalier, “ doubtless, if he 
had, the duke would not have let him be taken, or at all 
events would not have allowed him to have been carried 
from Brussels to Paris bound hand and foot, without 
even trying to rescue him.” 

“ An attempt to rescue him,” replied Briquet, “ would 
have been very dangerous, because, whether it failed or suc- 
ceeded, it would have been an avowal, on the duke’s part, 
that he had conspired against the Due d’Anjou.” 

“M. de Guise would not, I am sure, have been restrained 
by such considerations; therefore, as he has not defended 
Salcéde, it is certain that he is not one of his men.” 

“ Excuse me, monsieur, if I insist, but it is not I who in- 
vent, for it appears that Saleéde has confessed.” 

“ Where? before the judges? ” 

“No, monsieur; at the torture.” 

: They asserted that he did, but they do not repeat what 
he said.” 

“Excuse me again, monsieur, but they do.’ 

“And what did he say?” cried the cavalier a 
“ As you seem so well informed, what were his words?” 

“T cannot certify that they were his words,” replied 
Briquet, who seemed to take a pleasure in teasing the 
cavalier. 

“Well, then, those they attribute to him.” 

ic They assert that he has confessed that he conspines for 
M: de Guise.” 

“ Against the king, of course ? ” 

* No; against the Duc d’Anjou.” 

“Tf he confessed that 
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“ Well? ” 

“Well, he is a poltroon!” said the cavalier, frowning. 

“ Ah! monsieur, the boot and the thumb-screw make a 
man confess many things.” 

“ Alas! that is true, monsieur.” 

“Bah!” interrupted the Gascon, “the boot and the 
thumb-serew, nonsense; if Salcéde confessed that, he was 
a knave, and his patron another.” 

“You speak loudly, monsieur,” said the cavalier. 

“ T speak as I please; so much the worse for those who 
dislike it.” 

“More calmly,” said a voice at once soft and imperative, 
of which Briquet vainly sought the owner. 

The cavalier seemed to make an eifort over himself, and 
then said quietly to the Gascon, “Do you know him of 
whom you speak ? ” 

“ Salcéde? ” 

te Yes.” 

“ Not in the least.” 

“ And the Duc de Guise?” 

* Still less.” 

“ Well, then, Salcéde is a brave man.” 

“So much the better; he will die bravely.” 

“ And know that, when the Duc de Guise wishes to con- 
spire, he conspires for himself.” 

“ What do I care?” 

What!” 

“ Mayneville! Mayneville!”” murmured the same voice. 

“Yes, mordieu! what do I care?” continued the Gas- 
con. 

“T came to Paris on business, and find the gates closed 
on account of this execution—that is all I care for.” 

At this moment there was a sound of trumpets. The 
Swiss had cleared the middle of the road, along which a 
erier proceeded, dressed in a flowered tunic, and bearing on 
his breast a scutcheon on which was embroidered the arms 
of Paris. He read from a paper in his hand the following 
proclamation : 

“This is to make known to our good people of Paris and 
its environs, that its gates will be closed for one hour, and 
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that none can enter during that time; and this by the will 
of the King and the Mayor of Paris.” 

The crowd gave vent to their discontent in a long hoot, 
to which, however, the crier seemed indifferent. The 
officer commanded silence, and when it was obtained, the 
erier continued: 

“ All who are the bearers of a sign of recognition, or are 
- summoned by letter or mandate, are exempt from this 
rule. Given at the Hétel of the Provost of Paris, 26th cf 
October, 1585.” 

Scarcely had the crier ceased to speak, when the crowd 
began to undulate like a serpent behind the line of soldiers. 

“ What is the meaning of this?” cried all. 

“Oh! it is to keep us out of Paris,” said the cavalier, 
who had been speaking in a low voice to his companions. 
“These guards, this crier, these bars, and these trumpets 
are all for us; we ought to be proud of them.” 

“Room!” cried the officer in command; “make room 
for those who have the right to pass! ” 

“Cap de Bious! I know who will pass, whoever is kept 
out!” said the Gascon, leaping into the cleared space. 
He walked straight up to the officer who had spoken, and 
who looked at him for some moments in silence, and then 
said: 

“You have lost your hat, it appears, monsieur ? ” 

“Yes monsieutr.’ 

“Ts it in the crowd?” 

“No. I had just received a letter from my sweetheart, 
and was reading it, cap de Bious! near the river, about a 
mile from here, when a gust of wind carried away both 
my letter and my hat. I ran after the letter, although the 
button of my hat was a single diamond; a caught my 
letter, but my hat was carried by the wind into the middle 
of the river. It will make the fortune of the poor devil 
who finds it.” : 

“So that you have none?” 

“Oh, there are plenty in Paris, cap de Bious! I will 
buy a more magnificent one, and put in it a still larger 
diamond.” 
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The officer shrugged his shoulders slightly, and said, 
“Have you a card?” 

“Certainly I have one—or rather two.” 

“ One is enough, if it be the right one.” 

“But it cannot be wrong— oh, no, cap de Bious! Is 
it to M. de Loignac that I have the honor of speaking? ” 

“Tt is possible,” said the officer coldly, and evidently not 
much charmed at the recognition. 

“M. de Loignac, my compatriot?” 

“T do not say no.” 

“My cousin!” 

“Good! Your card?” 

“Here it is;” and the Gascon drew out the half of a 
card, carefully cut. 

“ Follow me,” said De Loignac, without looking at it, 
“and your companions, if you have any. We will verify 
the admissions.” 

The Gascon obeyed, and five other gentlemen followed 
him. The first was adorned with a magnificent cuirass, 
so marvelous in its work that it seemed as if it had come 
out of the hands of Benvenuto Cellini. However, as the 
make of this cuirass was somewhat old-fashioned, its mag- 
nificence attracted more laughter than admiration; and it 
is true that no other part of the costume of the individual 
in question corresponded with this magnificence. The 
second, who was lame, was followed by a gray-headed 
lackey, who looked like the precursor of Sancho Panza, 
as his master did of Don Quixote. The third carried a 
child of ten months old in his arms, and was followed by 
a woman, who kept a tight grasp of his leathern belt, 
while two other children, one four and the other five 
years old, held by her dress. 

The fourth was attached to an enormous sword, and the 
fifth, who closed the troop, was a handsome young man, 
mounted on a black horse. He looked like a king by the 
side of the others. Forced to regulate his pace by those 
who preceded him, he was advancing slowly, when he felt 
a sudden pull at the scabbard of his sword; he turned 
round, and saw that it had been done by a slight and 
graceful young man with black hair and sparkling eyes. 
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“ What do you desire, monsieur ? ” said the cavalier. 

“A favor, monsieur.’ 

“ Speak; but quickly, I pray you, for I am waited for.” 

“T desire to enter into the city, monsieur; an imperious 
necessity demands my presence there. You, on your part, 
are alone, and want a page to do justice to your appear- 
ance.” 

“Well? ” 

“Take me in, and I will be your page.” 

“ Thank you; but I do not wish to be served by any one.” 

“ Not even by me,” said the young man, with such a 
strange glance, that the cavalier felt the icy reserve in 
which he had tried to close his heart melting away. 

“JT meant to say that I could be served by no one,” said 
he. 

“Yes, I know you are not rich, M. Ernanton de Car- 
mainges,” said the young page. The cavalier started, but 
the lad wert on, “ therefore I do not speak of wages; it is 
you, on the contrary, who, if you grant what I ask, shall 
be paid a hundred-fold for the service you will render me; 
let me enter with you, then, I beg, remembering that he 
who now begs, has often commanded.” Then turning to 
the group of which we have already spoken, the lad said, 
“T shall pass; that is the most important thing; but you, 
Mayneville, try to do so also if possible.” 

“Tt is not everything that you should pass,” replied 
Mayneville ; “it is necessary that he should see you.” 

“Make yourself easy; once I am through, he shall see 
me.” 

“Do not forget the sign agreed upon.” 

“Two fingers on the mouth, is it not?” 

“Yes; success attend you.” 

“Well, monsieur page,” said the man on the black horse, 
“are you ready?” 

“Here I am,” replied he jumping lightly on the horse, 
behind the cavalier, who immediately joined his friends 
who were occupied in exhibiting their cards and proving 
their right to enter. 

“Ventre de Biche!” said Robert Briquet; “what an 
arrival of Gascons.” 
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CHAPTER III. 
THE EXAMINATION. 


THE process of examination consisted in comparing the 
half card with another half in the possession of the officer. 

The Gascon with the bare head advanced first. 

“Your name?” said De Loignac. 

It is'on the card.” 

* Never mind; tell it to me.” 

“Well, I am called Perducas de Pincornay.” 

Then, throwing his eyes on the card, M. de Loignac read, 
“ Perducas de Pincornay, 26, October, 1585, at noon pre- 
cisely. Porte St. Antoine.” 

“Very good; it is all right,” said he, “enter. Now for 
you,” said he to the second. — 

The man with the cuirass advanced. 

“Your card?” said De Loignac. 

“What! M. de Loignac, do you not know the son of your 
old friend, whom you have danced twenty times on ~our 
knee?” 

ce No.” 

“JT am Pertinax de Montcrabeau,” replied the young 
man, with astonishment. “Do you not know me now?” 

“When I am on service, I know no one. Your card, 
monsieur ? ” 

He held it out. “ All right! pass,” said De Loignac. 

The third now approached, whose card was demanded in 
the same terms. The man plunged his hand into a little 
goat-skin pouch which he wore, but in vain; he was so em- 
barrassed by the child in his arms, that he could not find it. 

“ What the devil are you doing with that child?” asked 
De Loignac. 

“He is my son, monsieur.” 

“ Well, put your son down, You are-married, then?” 

“Yes, monsieur.” 

“ At twenty?” 
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“They marry young among us; you ought to know that, 
M. de Loignac, who were married at eighteen.” 

“Oh!” thought De Loignac, “here is another who 
knows me.” 

“ And why should he not be married ? ” cried the woman, 
advancing. “ Yes, monsieur, he is married, and here are 
two other children who call him father, besides this great 
lad behind. Advance, Militor, and bow to M. de Loignac.” 

A lad of sixteen, vigorous and agile, with an incipent 
moustache, stepped forward. 

“They are my wife’s sons, monsieur.” 

“In Heaven’s name, your card!” cried De Loignac. 

“ Lardille!” cried the Gascon to his wife, “come and 
help me.” 

Lardille searched the pouch and pockets of her husband, 
but uselessly. “ We must have lost it!” she cried. 

“Then I arrest you.” 

The man turned pale, but said, “I am Eustace de 
Mirandoux, and M. de St. Maline is my patron.” 

“Oh!” said De Loignac, a little mollified at this name, 
“ well, search again.” 

They turned to their pockets again, and began to re- 
examine them. 

“Why, what do I see there, on the sleeve of that block- 
head?” said De Loignac. 

“Yes, yes!” cried the father. “I remember, now, Lar- 
dille sewed it on.” 

“That you might carry something, I suppose, you great 
lazy fellow.” 

The card was looked at and found all right, and the 
family passed on in the same order as before. 

The fourth man advanced and gave his name as 
Chalabre. It was found correct, and he also entered. 

Then came M. de Carmainges. He got off his horse and 
presented his card, while the page hid his face by pre- 
tending to adjust the saddle. 

“The page belongs to you?” asked De Loignac. 

“ You see, he is attending to my horse.” 

“Pass, then.” 

* Quick, my master,” said the page 
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Behind these men the door was closed, much to the dis- 
content of the crowd. Robert Briquet, meanwhile, had 
drawn near to the porter’s lodge, which had two windows, 
one looking toward Paris, and the other into the country. 
From his post he saw a man, who, coming from Paris at 
full gallop, entered the lodge and said, “ Here I am, M. de 
Loignac.” 

“Good. Where do you come from?” 

“From the Porte St. Victor.” 

“Your number?” 

« Five.” 

“The cards?” 

** Here they are.” 

De Loignac took them, examined them, and wrote on a 
slate the number five. The messenger left, and two others 
appeared, almost immediately. One came from the Porte 
Bourdelle, and brought the number four, the other from 
the Porte du Temple, and announced six. Then came 
four others. The first from the Porte St. Denis, with 
the number five; the next from the Porte St. Jacques with 
the number three; the third from the Porte St. Honoré, 
with the numbereight ;and the fourth from the Porte Mont- 
martre, with the number four. Lastly came a messenger, 
from the Porte Bussy, who announced four. De Loignac 
wrote all these down, added them to those who had entered 
the Porte St. Antoine, and found the total number to be 
forty-five. 

“Good!” said he. “ Now open the gates, and all may 
enter. 

The gates were thrown open, and then horses, mules, and 
‘earts, men, women, and children, pressed into Paris, at the 
risk of suffocating each other, and in a quarter of an hour 
\all the crowd had vanished. 

Robert Briquet remained until the last. “I have seen 
enough,” said he; “would it be very advantageous to me 
to see M. Salcéde torn in four pieces? No, pardieu! 
Besides, I have renounced politics; I will go and dine.” 


14 THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 


CHAPTER IV. 
HIS MAJESTY HENRI THE THIRD. 


M. Friarp was right when he talked of 100,000 persons 
as the number of spectators who would meet on the Place 
de Gréve and its environs, to witness the execution of 
Salcéde. All Paris appeared to have a rendezvous at the 
Hotel de Ville; and Paris is very exact, and never misses 
a féte; and the death of a man is a féte, especially when he 
has raised so many passions that some curse and others 
bless him. 

The spectators who succeeded in reaching the Place saw 
the archers and a large number of Swiss and light horse 
surrounding a little scaffold raised about four feet from 
the ground. It was so low as to be visible only to those 
immediately surrounding it, or to those who had windows 
overlooking the Place. Four vigorous white horses beat 
the ground impatiently with their hoofs, to the great 
terror of the women, who had either chosen this place will- 
ingly, or had been forcibly pushed there. 

These horses were unused, and had never done more 
work than to support, by some chance, on their broad backs 
the chubby children of the peasants. After the scaffold 
and the horses, what next attracted all looks was the 
principal window of the Hétel de Ville, which was hung 
with red velvet and gold, and ornamented with the royal 
arms. This was for the king. Half-past one had just 
struck when this window was filled. ‘First came Henri 
III., pale, almost bald, although he was at that time only 
thirty- -five, and with a sombre expression, always a mystery 
to his subjects, who, when they saw him appear, never knew 
whether to say “ Vive le Roi!” or to pray for his soul. 
He was. dressed in black, without jewels or orders, and a 
single diamond shone in his cap, serving as a fastening to 
three short plumes. He carried in his hand a little black 
dog that his sister-in-law Marie Stuart had sent him from 
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her prison, and on which his fingers looked as white as 
alabaster. 

Behind the king came Catharine de Medicis, almost 
bowed by age, for she might be sixty-six or sixty-seven, but 
still carrying her head firm and erect, and darting bitter 
glances from under her thick eyebrows. At her side ap- 
peared the melancholy but sweet face of the queen, Louise 
de Lorraine. Catherine came as a triumph, she as a pun- 
ishment. Behind them came two handsome young men, 
brothers, the eldest of whom smiled with wonderful beauty, 
and the younger with great melancholy. The one was 
Anne, Duc de Joyeuse, and the other Henri de Joyeuse, 
Comte de Bouchage. The people had for these favorites 
of the king none of the hatred which they had felt to- 
ward Maugiron, Quelus, and Schomberg. 

Henri saluted the people gravely; then, turning to the 
young men, he said, “ Anne, lean against the tapestry; it 
may last a long time.” 

“T hope so,” said Catherine. 

“You think then, that Salcéde will speak, mother?” 

* God will, I trust, give this confusion to our enemies.” 
Henri looked doubtful. 

“My son,” said Catherine, “do I not see some tumult 
yonder?” 

“ What clear sight you have! I believe you are right. 
I have such bad eyes, and yet I am not old. Yes, here 
comes Salcéde.” 

“He fears,” said Catherine; “he will speak.” 

“Tf he has strength,’ said the king. “See, his head 
falls about like that of a corpse.” 

“He is frightful,” said Joyeuse. 

“ How should a man be handsome whose thoughts are 
so ugly? Have I not explained to you, Anne, the secret 
connection of the physical and the moral, as Hippocrates 
and Galen understood and expounded them?” 

“T admit it, sire, but I am not a good pupil. I have 
sometimes seen very ugly men very good soldiers. Have 
you not, Henri?” said he, turning to his brother; but he 
looked without seeing, and heard without understanding, 
so the king answered for him. 
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“Eh, mon Dieu! my dear Anne, who says this man is 
not brave. He is brave, pardieu, like a wolf, a bear, or a 
serpent. He burned in his house a Norman gentleman, 
his enemy; he has fought ten duels, and killed three of his 
adversaries. He has now been taken in the act of coining, 
for which he has been condemned to death.” 

“That is a well-filled existence, but which will soon 
_ finish.” 

“On the contrary,” said Catherine, “I trust it will 
finish as slowly as possible.” 

“Madame,” said Joyeuse, “I see those four stout 
horses, who appear to me so impatient of their state of in- 
activity that I do not believe in a long resistance of the 
muscles, tendons, and cartilages of M. de Salcéde.” 

“Yes, but my son is merciful,” replied she, with the 
smile peculiar to herself, “and he will tell the men to go 
gently.” 

“But, madame,” said the queen timidly, “I heard you 
say this morning that there were only to be two draws?” 

“ Yes, if he conducts himself well; in that case all will 
be finished as soon as possible, and, as you interest your- 
self so much in him, you had better let him know as much, 
my daughter.” 

“ Madame,” said the queen, “I have not your strength 
when looking at suffering.” 

“Do not look, then.” 

The king heard nothing; he was all eyes. They were 
lifting Saleéde from the car on to the scaffold, round 
which the archers had cleared a large space, so that it was 
distinctly visible to all eyes. 

Salcéde was about thirty-five years of age, strong and 
vigorous; and his pale features, on which stood drops of 
blood, were animated alternately by hope and anguish. 
He was no vulgar assassin; he was of good birth, and even 
distantly related to the queen, and had been a captain of 
some renown. Those bound hands had valiantly borne 
the sword, and that livid head, on which were depicted the 
terrors of death, had conceived great designs. Therefore, 
to many of the spectators, he was a hero; to others, a 
victim ; some looked on him as an assassin; but the crowd 
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seldom despises those very great criminals who are regis- 
tered in the book of history as well as in that of justice. 
Thus they told, in the crowd, that Salcéde was of a race 
of warriors ; that his father had fought against the Car- 
dinal de Lorraine, but that the son had joined with the 
Guises to destroy in Flanders the rising power of the Duc 
d’Anjou, so hated by the French. 

He had been arrested and conducted to France, and had 
hoped to be rescued by the way; but unfortunately for 
him, M. de Belliévre had kept such good watch, that 
neither Spaniards nor Lorraines, nor leaguers, had been 
able to approach. In the prison Salcéde hoped; during 
the torture, on the car, even on the scaffold, he still hoped. 
He wanted neither courage nor resignation ; but he was one 
of those who defend themselves to their last breath. He 
darted curious glances toward the crowd, but constantly 
turned away, with a look of disappointment. 

At this moment, an usher, raising the tapestry of the 
royal tent, announced that the president Brisson and four 
councillors desired the honor of an instant’s conversation 
with the king on the subject of the execution. 

“ Good,” said the king. “ Mother, you will be satisfied.” 

“Sire, a favor,” said Joyeuse. 

. Speak, J oyeuse 5 and provided it be not the pardon of 
the criminal 

“ Sire, permit my brother and me to retire.” 

“What! you take so little interest in my affairs that 
you wish to retire at such a moment!” 

“Do not say so, sire; all that concerns your majesty 
profoundly interests me; but I am of a miserable organiza- 
tion, and the weakest woman is stronger than I am on this 
point. I cannot see an execution without being ill for a 
week ; and as I am the only person who ever laughs at the 
Louvre, since my brother—I know not why—has given it 
up, think what would become of the Louvre—so sad al- 
ready—if I were sad also.” 

“You wish to leave me then, Anne?” 

“Peste! sire, you are exacting ; an execution is a spec- 
tacle of which, unlike me, you are fond. Is not that 
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enough for you, or must you also enjoy the weakness of 
your friends?” 

“Tf you will remain, Joyeuse, you will see that it is 
interesting.” 

“T do not doubt it, sire; I only think that the interest 
will be carried to a point that I cannot bear;” and he 
turned toward the door. 

“ Go, then,” said Henri, sighing; “ my destiny is to live 
alone.” 

“Quick! Du Bouchage,” said Anne to his brother. 
“The king says yes now; but in five minutes he will say 
no.” 

“Thanks, my brother,” said Bouchage; “I was as anx- 
ious as you to get away.” 


CHAPTER V. 
THE EXECUTION. 


THE councillors entered. 

“Well, gentlemen,” said the king, “is there anything 
new?” 

“Sire,” replied the president, “we come to beg your 
majesty to promise life to the criminal; he has revelations 
to make, which, on this promise, we shall obtain.” 

“But have we not obtained them?” 

“Yes, in part; is that enough for your majesty?” 

“No,” said Catherine; “ and the king has determined to 
postpone the execution, if the culprit will sign a confession 
substantiating his deposition before the judge.” 

“Yes,” said Henri, “and you can let the prisoner know 
this.” 

“Your majesty has nothing to add?” 

“Only that there must be no variation in the confes- 
sions, or I withdraw my promise; they must be complete.” 

“Yes, sire; with the names of the compromised 
parties.” 

“With all the names.” 
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““ Even if they are of high rank?” 

“If they were those of my nearest relations. 

“Tt shall be as your majesty wishes.” 

“ No misunderstanding, M. Brisson. Writing materials 
shall be brought to the prisoner, and he will write his con- 
fessions; after that we shall see.” 

“But I may promise?” 

“Oh! yes, promise.” 

M. Brisson and the councillors withdrew. 

“He will speak, sire,” said the queen; “and your 
majesty will pardon him. See the foam on his lips.” 

“No,” said Catherine; “he is seeking something. 
What is it?” 

“ Parbleu!” said Henri; “ he seeks M. le Duc de Guise, 
M. le Duc de Parma, and my brother, the very Catholic 
king. Yes, seek, wait; do you believe that there is more 
chance of rescue on the Place de Gréve than on the route 
from Flanders?” / 

Salcéde had seen the archers sent off for the horses, and 
he understood that the order for punishment was about to 
be given, and it was then that he bit his lips till they were 
covered with blood, as the queen had remarked. 

“No one,” murmured he; “not one of those who had 
promised me help. Cowards! cowards!” 

The horses were now seen making their way through the 
crowd, and creating everywhere an opening which closed 
immediately behind them. As they passed the corner of 
the Rue St. Vannerie, a handsome young man, whom we 
have seen before, was pushed forward impatiently by a 
young lad, apparently about seventeen. It was the 
Vicomte Ernanton de Carmainges and the mysterious 

age. 
me Quick!” cried the page; “throw yourself into the 
opening, there is not a moment to lose.” 

“ But we shall be stifled; you are mad, my little friend.” 

“J must be near,” cried the page, imperiously. “ Keep 
close to the horses, or we shall never arrive there.” 

“ But before we get there, you will be torn to pieces.” 

“ Never mind me, only go on.” 

“The horses will kick.” 
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“Take hold of the tail of the last; a horse never kicks 
when you hold him go.” 

Ernanton gave way in spite of himself to the mysterious 
influence of this lad, and seized the tail of the horse, while 
the page clung to him. And thus, through the crowd, 
waving like the sea, leaving here a piece of a cloak, and 
there a fragment of a doublet, they arrived with the horses 
_at a few steps from the scaffold. 

“ Have we arrived?” asked the young man, panting. 

“Yes, happily!” answered Ernanton, “for I am ex- 
hausted.” 

“T cannot see.” 

“Come before me.” 

“Oh, no! not yet. What are they doing?” 

“ Making slip knots at the ends of the cords.” 

“ And he—what is he doing?” 

“ Who? 9 

“The condemned.” 

“ His eyes turn incessantly from side to side.” 

The horses were near enough to enable the executioner 
to tie the feet and hands of the criminal to the harness. 
Salcéde uttered a cry when he felt the cord in contact with 
his flesh. 

“ Monsieur,” said the leutenant Tanchon, to him po- 
litely, “will it please you to address the people?” and 
added in a whisper, “a confession will save your life.” 

Salcéde looked earnestly at him, as though to read the 
truth in his eyes. 

“You see,’ continued Tanchon, “they abandon you. 
There is no other hope in the world but what I offer you.” 

“Well!” said Salcéde, with a sigh. “I am ready to 
speak.” 

“Tt is a written and signed confession that the king 
exacts.” ; 

“Then untie my hands, and give me a pen and I will 
write it.” 

They loosened the cords from his wrists, and an usher 
who stood near with writing materials placed them before 
him on the scaffold. 

“ Now,” said Tanchon, “ state everything.” 
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“ Do not fear; I will not forget those who have forgotten 
me,” but as he spoke, he cast another glance around. 

While this was passing, the page, seizing the hand of 
Ernanton, cried, “ Monsieur, take me in your arms, I beg 
you, and raise me above the heads of the people who pre- 
vent me from seeing.” 

“Ah! you are insatiable, young man.” 

“'This one more service; I must see the condemned, in- 
deed I must.” 

Then, as Ernanton still hesitated, he cried, “ For pity’s 
sake, monsieur, I entreat you.” 

Ernanton raised him in his arms at this last appeal, and 
was somewhat astonished at the delicacy of the body he 
held. Just as Saleéde had taken the pen, and looked 
round as we have said, he saw this young lad above the 
crowd, with two fingers placed on his lips. And indescrib- 
able joy spread itself instantaneously over the face of the 
condemned man, for he recognized the signal so impa- 
tiently waited for, and which announced that aid was near. 
After a moment’s hesitation, however, he took the paper 
and began to write. 

“He writes!” cried the crowd. 

“He writes!” exclaimed Catherine. 

“ He writes! ” cried the king, “ and I will pardon him.” 

Suddenly Salcéde stopped and looked again at the lad, 
who repeated the signal. He wrote on, then stopped to 
look once more; the signal was again repeated. 

“Have you finished?” asked Tanchon. 

ce Wedges 

“Then sign.” 

Salcéde signed, with his eyes still fixed on the young 
man. “For the king alone,” said he, and he gave the 
paper to the usher, though with hesitation. 

“Tf you have disclosed all,’ said Tanchon, “you are 
safe.” 

A strange smile strayed over the lips of Salcéde. Ernan- 
ton, who was fatigued, wished now to put down the page, 
who made no opposition. With him disappeared all that 
had sustained the unfortunate man; he looked round 
wildly and cried: 
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“Well, come!” 
No one answered. 
“Quick! quick! the king holds the paper; he is read- 
ing!” 
Still there was no response. 
The king unfolded the paper. 
“Thousand devils!” cried Saleéde, “if they have de- 
ceived me! Yet it was she—it was really she!” 
No sooner had the king read the first lines, than he 
called out indignantly, “Oh! the wretch!” 
“What is it, my son?” 
“He retracts all—he pretends that he confessed noth- 
ing; and he declares that the Guises are innocent of any 
lott® 
ae But,” said Catherine, “if it be true?” 
“He lies!” cried the king. 
“How do you know, my son? Perhaps the Guises 
have been caluminated ; the judges, in their zeal, may have 
ut a false interpretation on the depositions.” 
“Oh! no, madame; I heard them myself!” cried Henri. 
“ You, my son?” 
etyes, tl les 
“How so?” 
“When the criminal was questioned, I was behind a cur- 
tain and heard all he said.” 
“Well, then, if he will have it, order the horses to pull.” 
Henri, in anger, gave the sign. It was repeated, the 
cords were refastened, four men jumped on the horses, 
which, urged by violent blows, started off in opposite direc- 
tions. A horrible cracking, and a terrible cry was heard. 
The blood was seen to spout from the limbs of the un- 
happy man, whose face was no longer that of a man but 
of a demon. 
“Ah, heaven!” he cried; “I will speak, I will tell all. 
Ah! cursed duch ne ; 
The voice had been heard above everything, but suddenly 
it ceased. 
“Stop, stop,” cried Catherine, “let him speak.” 
But it was too late; the head of Salecéde fell helplessly 
on one side, he glanced once more to where he had seen the 
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page, and then expired. T'anchon gave some rapid orders 
to his archers, who plunged into the crowd in the direction 
indicated by Salcéde’s glance. 

“J am discovered!” said the page to Ernanton. “ For 
pity’s sake, aid me! they come, they come!” 

“What do you want?” 

“To fly! Do you not see that it is me they want?” 

“ But who are you, then?” 

“A woman. Oh, save me! protect me!” 

Ernanton turned pale; but generosity triumphed over 
fear. He placed his protégée before him, opened a path 
with blows, and pushed her toward the corner of the Rue 
du Mouton, toward an open door. Into this door she en- 
tered; and she seemed to have been expected, for it closed 
behind her. Ernanton had not even time to ask her name, 
or where he should find her again; but in disappearing she 
had made a sign full of promise. 

Meanwhile, Catherine was standing up in her place, full 
of rage. 

“My son,” said she at last, “you would do well to 
change your executioner; he is a leaguer.” 

“What do you mean, mother?” 

“ Salcéde suffered only one draw, and he is dead.” 

“ Because he was too sensible to pain.” 

“No; but because he has been strangled with a fine cord 
from underneath the scaffold, just as he was about to ac- 
cuse those who let him die. Let a doctor examine him, 
and I am certain that he will find round his neck the circle 
that the cord has left.” 

“ You are right! ” cried Henri, with flashing eyes: “ my 
cousin of Guise is better served than I am!” 

“Hush, my son—no éclat; we shall only be laughed at, 
for once more we have missed our aim.” 

“ Joyeuse did well to go and amuse himself elsewhere,” 
said the king; “ one can reckon on nothing in this world— 
not even on punishments. Come, ladies, let us go.” 
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CHAPTER VI. 
THE BROTHERS. 


MM. pre JoYrEuse had, as we have seen, left the scene, 
and were walking side by side in the streets generally so 
populous but now deserted, for every one was in the 
Place de Gréve. Henri seemed preoccupied and sad, 
and Anne was unquiet on account of his brother. He was 
the first to speak. 

“ Well, Henri,” said he, “ where are you taking me?” 

“JT take you nowhere, brother; I was only walking be- 
fore you. Do you wish to go anywhere?” 

Dovou? s 

“Oh! I do not care where I go.” 

“Yet you go somewhere every evening, for you always 
go out at the same hour and return late at night.” 

“ Are you questioning me, brother?” said Henri, with 
gentleness. 

“Certainly not; let each keep his own secrets if he 
wishes to do so.” 

“Tf you wish it, brother, I will have no secrets from 

ou. 

* Will you not, Henri?” 

“No; are you not my elder brother and friend? ” 

“ Oh! I thought you had secrets from me, who am only 
a poor layman. I thought you confessed to our learned 
brother, that pillar of theology, that ight of the Church, 
who will be a cardinal some day, and that you obtained 
absolution from him, and perhaps, at the same time, ad- 
vice.” 

Henri took his brother’s hand affectionately. “You 
are more than a confessor to me, my dear Anne—more 
than a father; you are my friend.” 

“Then, my friend, why, from so gay as you used to be, 
have I seen you become sad? and why, instead of going 
out by day, do you only go out at night?” 
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“ My brother, I am not sad.” 

“ What, then?” 

“Tn love.” 

“Good! And this preoccupation?” 

“Ts because I am always thinking of my love.” 

* And you sigh in saying that?” 

ce ies” 

“You sigh?—you, Henri, Comte du Bouchage?—you, 
the brother of Joyeuse ?—you, whom some people call the 
third king of France? You know M. de Guise is the sec- 
ond, if not the first; but you, rich and handsome, who will 
be peer and duke on the first occasion, are in love, and you 
sigh !—you, whose device is ‘ hilariter.’ ” 

“My dear Anne, I have never reckoned the gifts of 
fortune, past and to come, as things to constitute happi- 
ness; I have no ambitions.” 

“That is to say, you have not at present.” 

“ At all events, not for the things you speak of.” 

“Not just now, perhaps, but later you will return to 
them.” 

“ Never, brother; I desire nothing—I want nothing.” 

* You are wrong. When one is called ‘ Joyeuse,’ one of 
the best names in France, when one has a brother a king’s 
favorite, one desires everything, and has everything.” 

Henri hung his blond head sadly. 

“Come,” continued Anne, “we are quite alone here; 
have you anything to tell me?” 

“ Nothing, but that I love.” 

“ Diable! that is not a very serious affair; I also am in 
love.” 

“ Not like me, brother.” 

“T, also, think sometimes of my mistress.” 

“Yes, but not always.” 

“T, also, have annoyances.” 

“Yes; but you also have joys, for you are loved.” 

“True; but I have obstacles. They exact from me s0 
much mystery.” 

“They exact! If your mistress exacts, she loves you.” 

“ Yes, she loves me and M. de Mayenne—or rather only 
me, for she would give up Mayenne at once if she was not 
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afraid he would kill her; it is his habit to kill women, you 
know. I am obliged to be constantly on my guard, but L 
do not grow sad on that account; I continue to laugh—at 
least, sometimes. ‘Tell me, Henri, is your lady beauti- 
ful? 2” 

“ Alas! she is not mine.” 

“Ts she beautiful? Her name?” 

“T do not know it.” 

“ Come, now.” 

“On my honor.” 

“ My friend, I begin to think it is more dangerous than 
I thought; it is not sadness, but madness.” 

“She never spoke but once before me, and since then | 
have not heard the sound of her voice.” 

“ And you have not inquired about her?” 

“Of whom?” 

“Why, of the neighbors.” 

“She lives in her own house, and no one knows her.” 

“ Ah! ca! then she is a ghost!” 

“ She is a woman, tall and beautiful as a nymph, serious 
and grave as the angel Gabriel!” 

“When did you meet her?” 

“One day I followed a young girl to the church of La 
Gypecienne, and I entered a little garden close to it, where 
there is a stone seat under some trees. Do you know this 
garden, Anne?” 

“No; but never mind—go on.” 

“Tt began to grow dark; I had lost sight of the young 
girl, and in seeking her I arrived at this seat. I saw a 
woman’s dress, and held out my hands. ‘ Pardon, mon- 
sieur,’ said the voice of a man whom I had not noticed, 
and he gently but firmly pushed me away.” 

“He dared to touch you, Henri?” 

“Listen ; he had his face hidden in a sort of frock, and 
I took him for a monk. Besides, he impressed me also 
by the polite manner of his warning; for, as he spoke, he 
pointed out to me the woman, whose white dress had at- 
tracted me, and who was kneeling before the seat as 
though it were an altar. It was toward the beginning of 
September that this happened; the air was warm, the 
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flowers planted by friends around the tombs scattered their 
delicate perfume, and the moon, rising above the white 
clouds, began to shed her silvery light over all. Whether 
it were the place, or her own dignity, I know not, but this 
woman seemed to me like a marble statue, and impressed 
me with a strange respect. I looked at her earnestly. 
She bent over the seat, enveloping it in her arms, placed 
her lips to it, and soon I saw her shoulders heave with such 
sobs as you never heard, my brother. As she wept she 
kissed the stone with ardor; her tears had troubled me, 
but her kisses maddened me.” 

“ But, by the pope, it ‘s she who is mad, to kiss a stone 
and sob for nothing.” 

“Oh! it was a great grief that made her sob, a profound 
love which made her kiss the stone. Only whom did she 
love? whom did she weep for? whom did she pray for? I 
know not.” 

“Did you not question this man?” 

ce Yes.”’ 

* What did he reply?” 

“That she had lost her husband.” 

“ Bah! as if people weep like that for a husband. Were 
you content with such an answer?” 

“JT was obliged to be content, for he would give me no 
other.” 

“ But the man-—what is he?” 

“ A sort of servant who lives with her.” 

“ His name?” 

“He would not tell me.” 

“ Young or old?” 

“He might be about thirty.” 

“Well, afterwards? She did not stop all night praying 
and weeping, did she?” 

“No; when she had exhausted her tears she rose, and 
there was so much mystery and sadness about her that, in- 
stead of advancing to her as I might have done to another, 
I drew back; but she turned toward me, though she did 
not see me, and the moon shone on her face, which was 
calm and sad, and the traces of her tears were still on her 
cheeks; she moved slowly, and the servant went to support 
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her. But, oh! my brother, what dreadful, what super- 
human beauty. I have never seen anything like it on 
earth, only sometimes in my dreams.” 

“ Well, Henri?” said Annie, interested, in spite of him- 
self, at a recital at which he had determined to laugh. 

“Oh! it is nearly finished, brother. Her servant whis- 
pered something to her, and she lowered her veil; doubtless 
he told her I was there, but she did not glance toward me. 
I saw her no more, and it seemed to be, when the veil con- 
cealed her face, as if the sky had become suddenly over- 
shadowed—that it was no longer a living thing, but a 
shade escaped from the tomb, which was gliding silently 
before me. She went out of the garden, and I followed 
her; from time to time the man turned and saw me, for I 
did not hide myself; I had still the old habits in my mind 
—the old leaven in my heart.” 

“ What do you mean, Henri? ” 

The young man smiled. “I mean, brother,” said he, 
“that I have often thought I loved before, and that all 
women, until now, have been for me—women to whom I 
might offer my love.” 

“Oh! and what is this one?” said Anne, trying to re- 
cover his gaiety, which in spite of himself, had been a 
little disturbed by his brother’s confidence. 

“ My brother,” said Henri, seizing his hand in a fervent 
grasp, “as truly as I live, I know not if she be a creature 
of this world or not.” 

“ Holy Fathers! you would make me afraid, if a Joyenuse 
could know fear. However, as she walks, weeps, and gives 
kisses, it seems to me to augur well. But finish.” 

“There is little more. I followed her, and she did not 
try to escape or lead me astray; she never seemed to think 
Of it: 

“ Well, and where does she live? ” 

“ By the side of the Bastille, Rue de Lesdiguiéres. At 
the door, the servant turned and saw me.” 

“ You asked to speak to him?” 

“ You will think it ridiculous, but I dared not.” 

“ You entered the house, then ? ” 

“No, brother.” 
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* Really, Henri, I am tempted to disown you this even- 
ing. But you returned the next day?” 

“Yes, but uselessly, and equally so to La Gypecienne.” 

“ She had disappeared ? ” 

* Like a shadow.” 

“ But you inquired.” 

“The street has few inhabitants, and no one knew her. 
I watched for the servant, but he also had disappeared ; 
however, a light which shone every evening through the 
Venetian blinds consoled me by the knowledge that she 
was still there. At last this disappeared; she had quitted 
the Rue de Lesdiguiéres, and no one knew where she had 
gone.” 

“ But you found her again?” 

“Chance did it. Listen; it is really strange. I was go- 
ing along the Rue de Bussy, a fortnight ago, about mid- 
night ; you know how strict the regulations are about fire; 
well, I saw, not only light in the windows of a house, but a 
real fire, which had broken out in the second story. I 
knocked at the door, and a man appeared at the window. 
‘You have fire in your house!’ I cried. ‘Silence! I beg; 
I am occupied in putting it out.’ ‘ Shall I call the watch?’ 
I asked. ‘No! in Heaven’s name, call no one!’ ‘ But 
can I help you?’ ‘Will you? I shall be very grateful, 
and he threw me the key out of the window.” 

“J mounted the stairs rapidly, and entered the room 
where the fire was burning ;it was used as a chemist’s labor- 
atory, and in makinz I know not what experiments, an in- 
flammable liquid had been spilled, which had ignited the 
floor. When I entered, the fire was almost got under. I 
looked at the man; a dreadful scar disfigured his cheek, 
and another his forehead; the rest of his face was hidden 
by a thick beard. ‘I thank you, monsieur,’ said he; ‘ but 
you see all is finished now; if you are as gallant a man as 
you seem, have the goodness to retire, for my mistress may 
return at any moment, and will be angry if she sees a 
stranger here.’ 

“The sound of his voice struck me instantly. I was 
about to ery, ‘ You are the man of La Gypecienne—of the 
Rue de Lesdiguiéres!’ for you remember that I had not 


80 THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN, 


seen his face before, but only heard his voice, when sud- 
denly a door opened, and a woman entered. ‘ What is the 
matter, Rémy, and why this noise?’ she asked. Oh! my 
brother, it was she! more beautiful than ever, by the dying 
light of the fire. It was she!—the woman whose memory 
had ever lived in my heart. At the cry which I uttered 
the servant looked narrowly at me. ‘ Thanks, monsieur,’ 
. said he again; ‘ you see the fire is out; go, I beg of you.’ 

“My friend, said I, ‘you dismiss me very rudely.’ 
‘Madame,’ said he, ‘it is he ‘Who?’ ‘The young man 
we met in the garden, and who followed us home.’ She 
turned toward me and said, ‘ Monsieur, I beg of you to go.’ 
I hesitated, I wished to speak, but my words failed me. I 
remained motionless and mute, gazing at her. ‘Take 
care, monsieur,’ said the servant, sadly; ‘you will force 
her to fly again.” ‘ Heaven forbid!’ cried I; ‘ but how do 
I offend you, madame?’ She did not reply; insensible, 
mute, and cold, as though she had not heard me, she 
turned, and I saw her disappear gradually in the shade.” 

* And is that all?” 

“ All; the servant led me to the door, saying, ‘ Forget, 
monsieur, I beg of you.’ I fled, bewildered and half crazy, 
and since then I have gone every evening to this street, 
and, concealed in the angle of the opposite house, under 
the shade of a little balcony, I see, once in ten times, a 
light in her room; that is my life, my happiness.” 

“ What happiness! ” 

“ Alas! I should lose this, if I tried for more.” 

“ But in acting thus, you lose all the amusements of the 
world.” 

_ “My brother,” said Henri, with a sad smile, “I am 
happy thus.” 
“Not so, mordieu! One monk in a family is enough.” 

“No railleries, brother.” 

“ But let me say one thing! ” 

“ What is it?” 

“That you have been taken in like a schoolboy.” 

“Tam not taken in; I only gave way to a power stronger 
than mine. When a current carries you away, you cannot 
fight against it.” 
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“ But if it lead to an abyss?” 
“You must be swallowed up!” 
“Do you think so?” 

ce Ye3 ! 2 

“T do not; and in your place 

“ What would you have done?” 

“ Enough, certainly, to have learned her name and ig 

“ Anne, you don’t know her.” 

“No, but I know you, Henri. You had 50,000 crowns 
that I gave you out of the last 100,000 the king gave to 
me.” 

“They are still in my chest, Anne; I have not touched 
one of them.” 

“Mordieu! If they were not there, you would be in a 
different position.” 

“ Oh! my brother!” 

“Certainly. An ordinary servant may be bought for ten 
crowns, a good one for 100, an excellent one for 1,000, 
and a marvel for 3,000. Let us see, then. Suppose this 
man to be the pheenix of all servants—the beau ideal of 
fidelity, yet, by the Pope! for 20,000 crowns you will buy 
him. There would then remain 30,000 crowns for the 
phoenix of women, and all would be settled.” 

“Anne!” sighed Henri, “there are people who cannot 
be bought; there are hearts that the king is not rich 
enough to purchase.” 

“Well! perhaps so; but hearts are sometimes given. 
What have you done to win that of the beautiful statue?” 

“T believe, Anne, that I have done all I could.” 

“Really, Comte du Bouchage, you are mad. You see a 
woman, sad, solitary, and melancholy, and you become 
more sad, more recluse, and more melancholy than she. 
She is alone—keep her company; she is sad—be gay; she 
regrets—console her, and replace him she regrets.” 

“ Impossible! brother.” 

“ Have you tried? Are you in love, or are you not?” 

“T have no words to express how much!” 

“ Well! I see no reason to despair.” 

“JT have no hope.” 

“ At what time do you see her?” 
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“T have told you that I do not see her.” 

“ Never?” 

“ Never!” 

“ Not even at her window?” 

“ Not even at her window!” 

“We must put an end to that. Do you think she has a 
lover?” 

“T have never seen any one enter her house, except the 
Rémy of whom I spoke to you.” 

“Take the house opposite.” 

“Tt may not be to let.” 

* Bah! offer double the rent!” 

* But if she sees me there, she will disappear as before.” 

“You shall see her this evening.” 

(<3 I ! 2) 

* Yes! Be under her balcony at eight o’clock.” 

“T am always there.” 

“ Well, give me the address.” 

“ Between the Porte Bussy and the Hétel St. Denis, 
near the corner of the Rue des Augustins, and a few steps 
from a large inn, having for a sign, ‘The Sword of the 
Brave Chevalier.’ ” 

“Very well, then; this evening at eight o’clock.” 

“ But what do you intend to do?” 

“You shall see; meanwhile, go home; put on your rich- 
est dress, and use your finest perfume, and I hope that you 
will enter the house to-night.” 

“May you be a true prophet, brother! ” 

“Well! I leave you for the present, for my lady-love 
waits for me; and I confess, that after your account, I 
prefer her to yours. Adieu! Henri, till the evening.” 

The brothers then pressed each other’s hands and sepa- 
rated. 
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CHAPTER VII. 
“THE SWORD OF THE BRAVE CHEVALIER.” 


Durine the conversation we have just related, night 
had begun to fall, enveloping the city with its damp 
mantle of fog. 

Salcéde dead, all the spectators were ready to leave the 
Place de Gréve, and the streets were filled with people, 
hurrying toward their homes. Near the Porte Bussy, 
where we must now transport our readers, to follow some 
of their acquaintances, and to make new ones, a hum, like 
that in a bee-hive at sunset, was heard proceeding from a 
house tinted rose color, and ornamented with blue and 
white pointings, which was known by the sign of “'The 
Sword of the Brave Chevalier,” and which was an im- 
mense inn, recently built in this new quarter. This house 
was decorated to suit all tastes. On the entablature was 
painted a representation of a combat between an arch- 
angel and a dragon breathing flame and smoke, and in 
which the artist, animated by sentiments at once heroic 
and pious, had depicted in the hands of “ the brave cheva- 
lier,” not a sword, but an immense cross, with which he 
hacked in pieces the unlucky dragon, of which the bleed- 
ing pieces were seen lying on the ground. At the bottom 
of the picture crowds of spectators were represented rais- 
ing their arms to heaven, while from above, angels were 
extending over the chevalier laurels and palms. Then, as 
if to prove that he could paint in every style, the artist had 
grouped around gourds, grapes, a snail on a rose, and two 
rabbits, one white and the other gray. 

Assuredly the proprietor must have been difficult to 
please, if he was not satisfied, for the artist had filled 
every inch of space—there was scarcely room to have added 
a caterpillar. In spite, however, of this attractive exterior, 
the hotel did not prosper—it was never more than half 
full, though it was large and comfortable. Unfortunately, 
from its proximity to the Pré-aux-Clercs, it was frequented 
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by so many persons either going or ready to fight, that 
those more peaceably disposed avoided it. Indeed, the 
cupids with which the interior was decorated had been or- 
namented with moustaches in charcoal by the habitués; 
and Dame Fournichon, the landlady, always affirmed that 
the sign had brought them ill-luck, and that had her 
wishes been attended to, and the painting represented 
_ more pleasing things, such as the rose-tree of love sur- 
rounded by flaming hearts, all tender couples would have 
flocked to them. 

M. Fournichon, however, stuck to his sign, and replied 
that he preferred fighting men, and that one of them 
drank as much as six lovers. 

About a month before the execution of Salcéde, the host 
and hostess, all of whose rooms were then empty, were 
looking out of the window, sadly, and were watching the 
exercises of some soldiery on the Pré-aux-Clercs, when 
they saw an officer, followed by a single soldier, advancing 
toward their hotel. He was about to pass, when the host 
called out loudly— 

“Oh! wife, what a beautiful horse!” 

Madame Fournichon replied in an equally audible voice, 
* And what a handsome cavalier! ” 

The officer, who did not appear insensible to flattery, 
raised his head and looked first at the host and hostess and 
then at the hotel. Fournichon ran rapidly down-stairs 
and appeared at the door. 

“Ts the house empty?” asked the officer. 

“Yes, monsieur; just at present,” replied the host, hu- 
miliated ; “ but it is not usually so.” 

However, Dame Fournichon, like most women, was more 
clear-sighted than her husband, and called out, “ If mon- 
sieur desires solitude, he will find it here.” 

“Yes, my good woman, that is what I desire, at 
present,” said the officer, who dismounted, threw the bridle 
to the soldier, and entered the hotel. 

He was a man of about thirty-five years of age, but he 
did not look more than twenty-eight, so carefully was he 
dressed. He was tall, with a fine countenance and a dis- 
tinguished air. 
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“ Ah! good!” said he, “a large room and not a single 
guest. But there must be something,” he added, “ either 
in your house or conduct that keeps people away.” 

“Neither, monsieur,” replied Madame Fournichon; 
“only the place is new, and we choose our customers.” 

“ Oh! very well.” 

“ For example,” continued she, “for a person like your 
lordship, we would send away a dozen.” 

“Thanks, my kind hostess.” 

“ Will monsieur taste the wine?” asked M. Fournichon. 

“ Will monsieur visit the rooms? ” added his wife. 

“ Both, if you please.” 

Fournichon descended to the cellar. 

“ How many people can you lodge here? ” asked the cap- 
tain of the hostess. 

“ Thirty.” 

“That is not enough. ig 

“ Why so, monsieur ? ” 

“T had a project—but we will speak of it no more.’ 

“ Ah! monsieur, you will find nothing larger, except 
Louvre itself.” 

“Well; you can lodge thirty people?” 

“Yes, doubtless.” 

“ But for a day?” 

’ “Oh! for a day, forty, or even forty-five.” 

“ Without making a commotion outside? ” 

“We have often eighty soldiers here, on Sundays.” 

“And no crowd before the house—no spying by the 
neighbors ? ” 

“Mon Dieu! no! our nearest neighbors are a worthy 
bourgeois, who meddles with no one, and a lady who lives 
so retired, that although she has been here for three weeks, 
I have not seen her.” 

“That will do excellently.” 

“ So much the better.” 

* And in a month from to-day 

“That will be the 26th of October.” 

“Precisely. Well, on that day I hire your inn.” 

“The whole of it?” 

“Yes, the whole. I wish to give a surprise to some 
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countrymen, officers—or at least—soldiers: they will be 
told to come here.” 

“ But if it be a surprise 

“Oh! if you are curious, or indiscreet: a 

“No, no, monsieur,” cried she. 

M. Fournichon, who had heard what had passed, added, 
“ Monsieur, you shall be master here; and all your friends 
will be welcome.” 

“T did not say my friends, I said countrymen,” replied 
the officer, haughtily. 

“ Yes, monsieur, it was my mistake.” 

“You will give them supper.” 

“ Certainly.” 

“Tf necessary, they will sleep here.” 

“ Yes, monsieur.” 

“In a word, give them all they want, and ask no ques- 
tions.” 

“Very well, monsieur.” 

“ Here are thirty livres in advance.” 

“Well, monsieur, these gentlemen shall be treated like 
princes; will you assure yourself by tasting the wine?” 

“Thank you, I never drink.” 

“But, monsieur, how shall I know these gentlemen ? ” 

“That is true; parfandious! I forgot. Give me paper, 
light and wax.” 

When they were brought, the captain made a seal on 
the paper with a ring he had on his finger. ‘ Do you see 
this figure? ” said he. 

“A beautiful woman.” 

“Yes; a Cleopatra. Well, each of these men will 
present a similar one, on which you will receive him. You 
will have further orders afterwards.” 

The captain then descended the stairs and rode off, leav- 
ing the Fournichons delighted with their thirty livres in 
advance. . : 

“Decidedly,” said the host, “the sign has brought us 
good fortune.” 
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CHAPTER VIII. 
THE GASCON, 


We dare not affirm that Dame Fournichon was as dis- 
creet as she had promised to be, for she interrogated the 
first soldier whom she saw pass, as to the name of the cap- 
tain who had conducted the review. The soldier, more 
cautious than she, asked her why she wished to know. 

““ Because he has just been here,” she replied, cs and one 
likes to know to whom one has been talking.” 

The soldier laughed. “The captain who conducted the 
review would not have entered this hotel,” said he. 

“Why not; is he too great for that? ” 

“ Perhaps so.” 

“Well, but it is not for himself that he wanted the 
hotel.” 

“ For whom then? ” 

“ For his friends.” 

“ He would not lodge his friends here, I am sure.” 

“ Peste! why, who can he be then?” 

“Well, my good woman, he who conducted the review 
is simply Monsieur le Duc Nogaret de Lavelette d’Eper- 
non, peer of France, and colonel-general of infantry. 
What do you say to that? ” 

“That if it was he, he did me great honor.” 

“Did you hear him say ‘ parfandious’ ?” 

“Oh! yes.” 

We may now judge if the 26th of October was im- 
patiently expected. On the evening of the 25th a man 
entered, bearing a heavy bag, which he placed on Four- 
nichon’s table. 

“Tt is the price of the repast ordered for to-morrow,” 
said he. 

“ At how much a head?” 

“ At six livres.” 

“Will they have only one meal here?” 

“ That is all.” 
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“Has the captain found them a lodging, then? ” 

“Tt appears so,” said the messenger, who went, and de- 
clined to answer any more questions. 

At last the much-desired day arrived; half-past twelve 
had just struck when some cavaliers stopped at the door of 
the hotel. One, who appeared to be their chief, came with 
two well-mounted lacqueys. Each of them produced the 
seal of Cleopatra’s head, and were received with all sorts 
of courtesies, especially the young man with the lacqueys. 
Nevertheless, excepting this young man, they all seemed 
timid and preoccupied. Most of them dispersed, however, 
until supper-time, either to swell the crowd at the execu- 
tion of Salcéde, or to see Paris. 

About two o’clock, others began to arrive. One man 
came in alone, without a hat, a cane in his hand, and 
swearing at Paris, where he said the thieves were so adroit 
that they had stolen his hat as he passed through a crowd, 
without his being able to see who had taken it. However, 
he said, it was his own fault, for wearing a hat orna- 
mented with such a superb diamond. At four o’clock, 
forty people had arrived. 

“Ts it not strange,” said Fournichon to his wife, “ they 
are all Gascons? ” 

“Well, what of that? The captain said they were all 
countrymen, and he is a Gascon. M. d’Epernon is from 
Toulouse.” 

“Then you still believe it was M. d’Epernon? ” 

“Did he not say three times the famous ‘ parfand- 
ious’ ?” 

Very soon the five other Gascons arrived; the number 
of guests was complete. Never was such surprise painted 
on so many faces; for an hour nothing was heard but 
“ saudioux,” “ mordioux!” and “ cap de Blois! ” and such 
noisy joy, that it seemed to the Fournichons that all 
Poitou and Languedoc were collected in their room. Some 
knew and greeted each other. 

“Ts it not singular to find so many Gascons here?” 
asked one. 

“No,” replied Perducas de Pincornay, “the sign is 
tempting for men of honor.” 
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“Ah! is it you?” said St. Maline, the gentleman with 
the lacqueys, “ you have not yet explained to me what you 
were about to do, when the crowd separated us.” 

“What was that?” asked Pincornay, reddening. 

“How it happens that I met you on the road between 
Angouléme and Angers without a hat, as you are now?” 

“It seems to interest you, monsieur? ” 

“Ma foi! yes. Poitiers is far from Paris, and you came 
from beyond Poitiers.” 

“ Yes, from St. André de Cubsac.” 

“And without a hat?” 

“Oh! it is very simple My father has two magnificent 
horses, and he is quite capable of disinheriting me for the 
accident that has happened to one of them.” 

“What is that?” 

“T was riding one of them, when it took fright at the 
report of a gun that was fired close to me, and ran away; 
it made for the bank of the Dordogne and plunged in.” 

“ With you?” 

“No; luckily I had time to slip off, or I should have 
been drowned with him.” 

“ Ah! then the poor beast was drowned? ” 

“ Pardioux! you know the Dordogne—half a league 
across.” 

“ And then? ” 

“Then I resolved not to return home, but to go away as 
far as possible from my father’s anger.” 

“ But your hat?” 

“ Diable! my hat had fallen.” 

“ Like you.” 

“T did not fall; I slipped off.” 

“ But your hat?” 

“ Ah! my hat had fallen. I sought for it, being my only 
resource, as I had come out without money.” 

“ But how could your hat be a resource?” 

“ Sardioux! it was a great one, for I must tell you that 
the plume of this hat was fastened by a diamond clasp, 
that his Majesty the Emperor Charles V. gave to my 
grandfather, when, on his way from Spain to Flanders, he 
stopped at our castle.” 
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“Ah! ah! and you have sold the clasp, and the hat 
with it. Then, my dear friend, you ought to be the richest 
of us all, and you should have bought another glove; 
your hands are not alike; one is as white as a woman's, 
and the other as black as a negro’s.” 

“ But listen; as I turned to seek my hat I saw an enor- 
mous crow seize hold of it.” 

“Of your hat!” 

“ Or rather of the clasp; attracted by the glitter, and in 
spite of my cries, he flew away with it, and I saw it no 
more. So that, overwhelmed by this double loss, I did not 
dare to return home, but came to seek my fortune in 
Paris.” 

“Good!” cried a third, “the wind has changed into a 
crow. I heard you tell M. de Loignac that the wind had 
carried it away while you were reading a letter from your 
mistress.” 

“ Now,” cried St. Maline, “I have the honor of know- 
ing M. d’Aubigné, who, though a brave soldier, writes 
well, and I recommend you to tell him the history of your 
hat; he will make a charming story of it.” 

Several stifled laughs were heard. 

“ Ah! gentlemen,” cried the Gascon, “do you laugh at 
me? ” 

They turned away to laugh again. 

Perducas threw a glance around him, and saw a young 
man near the fire-place hiding his face in his hands. He 
thought it was to laugh, and, going up to him, struck him 
on the shoulder, saying— 

“Eh! monsieur, if you laugh, at all events show your 
face.” 

The young man looked up; it was our friend Ernanton 
de Carmainges. 

“JT beg you will leave me alone,” said he, “I was not 
thinking of you.” 

Pincomay turned away, grumbling; but, at this mo- 
ment, an officer entered. 

“M. de Loignac!” cried twenty voices. 

At this name, known through all Gaeeony, every one 
rose and kept silent. 
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CHAPTER IX. 
M. DE LOIGNAO. 


“ Supper!” cried M. de Loignac; “and from this mo- 
ment let all be friends, and love each other like brothers.” 

“Hum!” said St. Maline. 

“That would be difficult,” added Ernanton. 

“See,” cried Pincornay, “they laugh at me because I 
have no hat, and they say nothing to M. Montcrabeau, who 
is going to supper in a cuirass of the time of the Emperor 
Pertinax, from whom it probably came. See what it is to 
have defensive arms.” 

“Gentlemen,” cried Montcrabeau, “I take it off; so 
much the worse for those who prefer seeing me with offen- 
sive instead of defensive arms; ” and he gave his cuirass to 
his lacquey, a man of about fifty years of age. | 

“Peace! peace!” cried De Loignac, “and let us go to 
table.” 

Meanwhile the lacquey whispered to Pertinax, “ And 
am I not to sup? Let me have something, Pertinax, I am 
dying of hunger.” 

Pertinax, instead of being offended at this familiar 
address, replied, “I will try, but you had better see for 
something for yourself.” 

“ Hum! that is not reassuring.” 

“ Have you no money?” 

“We spent our last crown at Sens.” 

“ Diable! then try to sell something.” 

A few minutes after a cry was heard in the street of 
* Old iron! who wants to sell old iron? ” 

Madame Fournichon ran to the door, while M. Four- 
nichon placed the supper on the table, and to judge by its 
reception it must have been exquisite. As his wife did 
not return, however, the host asked a servant what she was 
doing. 
ef Oh, master,” he replied, “she is selling all your old 
iron for new money.” 
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“T hope not my cuirass and arms,” said he, running io 
the door. 

“No,” said De Loignac, “it is forbidden to buy arms.” 

Madame Fournichon entered triumphantly. 

“ You have not been selling my arms?” cried her hus- 
band. 

“ Yes, I have.” - 

“JT will not have them sold.” 

“Bah! in time of peace; and I have got ten crowns in- 
stead of an old cuirass.” 

“Ten crowns! Samuel, do you hear?” said Pertinax, 
looking for his valet, but he was not to be seen. 

“Tt seems to me that this man carries on a dangerous 
tride. But what does he do with them?” 

“ Sells them again by weight.” 

“ By weight! and you say he gave you ten crowns—for 
what?” 

“ A cuirass and a helmet.” 

“ Why, even if they weighed twenty pounds, that is half- 
a-crown a pound. This hides some mystery.” 

Voices rose, and the mirth grew loud with all, except 
Carmainges, who still thought of the mysterious page. 
He sat by M. de Loignac, who said to him. 

“Here are a number of joyful people, and they do not 
know what for.” 

“ Nor I, neither; but at least I am an exception.” 

“You are wrong, for you are one of those to whom 
Paris is a paradise.” 

* Do not laugh at me, M. de Loignac.” 

“T do not; I distinguished you at once, and that other 
young man also who looks so grave.” 

ce Who ? 2”? 

“™M. de St. Maline.” 

“ And why this distinction, if this question be, not too 
curious ? ” 

“T know you, that is all.” 

“Me! you know me?” 

“You, and he, and all here.” 

“Tt is strange.” 

* Yes, but necessary.” 
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“6 Why: 2? 

“ Because a chief should ke his soldiers.” 

“ And all these men De? 

“ Will be my soldiers to-morrow.” 

“ But I thought that M. d’Epernon 

“ Hush! do not pronounce that name here.” 

“Then rising, M. de Loignac said, “ Gentlemen, since 
chance unites here forty-five compatriots, let us empty a 
glass of wine to the prosperity of all.” 

This proposal gave rise to frantic applause. “ They 
are almost all half drunk,” said De Loignac; “it would be 
a good opportunity to make them repeat their histories, 
only time does not permit it.” Then he added aloud, 
“ Hola! M. Fournichon, dismiss from the room all women, 
children, and lacqueys.” 

Lardille retired grumbling, but Militor did not move. 
“ Did you not hear, M. Militor,” said De Loignac; “ to the 
kitchen ! ” 

There remained only the forty-five men, and M. de 
Loignac then said, “Now gentlemen, each knows who 
called him to Paris. Good! that will do; do not call out 
his name. You know also that you have come to obey 
him.” 

A murmur of assent came from all, mingled with as- 
tonishment, for each one knew only what concerned him- 
self, and was ignorant that his neighbor had been moved 
by the same influence. 

“Well, then!” continued De Loignac, “you will have 
time to become acquainted with each other afterward. 
You agree that you have come here to obey him? 2 

“ Yes, yes,” they cried. 

os Then, to begin; go quietly out of this hotel to the 
lodgings prepared for you.” 

“For all?” asked St. Maline. 

* Yes, forall.” 

“We are all equal here,’ cried Perducas, whose limbs 
felt rather doubtful under him. 

“ Yes,” replied De Loignac; “all are equal before the 
will of the master.” 
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“Oh!” cried Carmainges, coloring; “I did not know 
that M. d’Epernon would be called my master.” 

PW ite! 

“JT did not expect that.” 

“Wait, hot head! I did not tell you who was to be your 
master.” 

“No; but you said we should have one.” 

“Every one has a master; and if you are too proud to 
acknowledge him we spoke of, you may look higher; I au- 
thorize you.” 

“The king!” murmured Carmainges. 

“Silence!” said De Loignac. “ But first will you do 
me the favor to read aloud this parchment?” 

Ernanton took it and read these words, “ Order to M. 
de Loignac to take the command of the forty-five gentle- 
men whom I have sent for to Paris with the consent of his 
majesty, 

“ NOGARET DE LA VALLETTE, 
* Duc d’Epernon.” 
They all bowed at this. 

“ Thus,” continued De Loignac, “ you have to follow me 
at once; your equipages and servants will remain here, 
M. Fournichon will take care of them: we will send for 
them ; but now, be quick! the boats are ready.” 

“The boats!” cried they. 

“ Certainly ; to go to the Louvre, we must go by water.” 

“To the Louvre!” cried they, joyfully. “Cap de 
Bious! we are going to the Louvre.” 

De Loignac made them all pass before him, counting 
them as they went, and then conducted them to the place 
where three large boats were waiting for them. 


CHAPTER X. 
THE PURCHASE OF CUIRASSES. 
As soon as the valet of Pertinax heard the words of 


Madame Fournichon, he ran after the dealer, but as it was 
night and he was doubtless in a hurry, he had gone some 
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little way and Samuel was obliged to call to him. He ap- 
peared to hesitate at first, but seeing that Samuel was 
laden with merchandise, he stopped. 

“What do you want, my friend? ” said he. 

“ Pardieu! I want to do a little business with you.” 

“Well, be quick!” 

* Are you in a hurry?” 

“ WORE? 

“When you have seen what I bring you, you will be 
willing to wait.” 

“What is it?” 

“ A magnificent piece, of which the work—but you do 
not listen.” 

“Yes; but I am also looking round.” 

“ee Why? 3? 

“Do you not know that it is forbidden to buy arms ?” 

Samuel thought it best to feign ignorance, and said, “ I 
know nothing, have just arrived from Mont-de-Marsan.” 

“Oh! that is another thing; but how did you know 
that I bought arms?” 

“T was at the door of ‘ The Brave Chevalier.’ ” 

“ Well, come under that portico; it is too public here. 
Now, let me see this cuirass,” said he, when they were 
there. 

“Tt is so heavy.” 

“Tt is old and out of date.” 

“ A work of art.” 

“JT will give you six crowns.” 

“ What! six crowns! and you gave ten just now for an 
old thing——’ : 

“ Six, or none.” 

“ But look at the chasing.” 

“ Of what use is the chasing when I sell by weight?” 

“The gilding alone is worth ten crowns ” 

“ Well, I will give you seven.” 

“You bargain here, and at the inn you gave anything; 
you go against the law and then endeavor to cheat honest 
people.” 

“To not call out so loud.” 

“Oh! I am not afraid.” 


- 
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“ Come, then, take ten crowns and begone.” 

“T told you the gold was worth more. Ah! you want to 
escape; I will call the guard,” and he raised his voice. 

At the noise, a window opposite was opened. 

“Come,” said the dealer; “I see I must give you what 
you want. Here are fifteen crowns; now go.” 

“That will do,’ said Samuel; “only these are for my 
- master; I want something for myself.” 

The dealer half drew his dagger. 

“ Yes, yes, I see your dagger,” said Samuel; “but I also 
see the figure in that balcony watching you.” 

The dealer, white with terror, looked up, and saw a man 
who had witnessed the whole scene. “Oh!” said he, af- 
fecting to laugh; “ you get all you want out of me: here is 
another crown. And may the devil take you,” he added to 
himself. 

“Thanks, my good friend,” said Samuel, and he made 
off. 

The dealer began to take up his wares and was also 
going, when the bourgeois opposite cried out: 

“Tt seems, monsieur, that you buy armor.” 

“No, monsieur,” said the unlucky dealer; “this was a 
mere chance.” 

“A chance that suits me.” 

“In what respect, monsieur ? ” 

“T have a heap of old things that I want to get rid of.” 

“T have as much as I can carry.” 

“ But let me show them to you.” 

“Tt is useless; I have no more money.” 

“ Never mind, I will give you credit; you look like an 
honest man.” 

“Thank you; but I cannot wait.” 

“Tt is odd how I seem to know you.” 

“Know me!” cried the dealer, trembling. 

“Look at this helmet,” said the bourgeois, showing it 
from the window. 

“You say you know me?” asked the dealer. 

“T thought so. Are you not ” he seemed seeking 
for the name. “ Are you not Nicholas——” 

The dealer looked frightened. 
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“Nicholas Trouchon, ironmonger, Rue de la Cosson- 
nerie? ” 

“No, no!” cried the man, breathing more freely again. 

“Never mind; will you buy all my armor, cuirass, 
sword, and all?” 

“Tt is a forbidden commerce.” 

“T know that; he whom you dealt with just now called 
it out loud enough.” 

“You heard!” 

“Yes, all; and you were liberal. But be easy, I will 
not be hard upon you; I have been a trader myself.” 

“What did you sell?” 

* Never mind; I have made my fortune.” 

*“T congratulate you.” 

“ Well, will you buy all my armor? ” 

“No, I only want to buy the cuirass.” 

“Do vou only buy cuirasses ? ” 

ee "Vies.”” 

“That is odd, for if you buy and sell by weight, one 
sort of iron is as good as another.” 

“That is true, but I have preferences.” 

“Well, then, buy only the cuirass, or rather—now I 
think again—buy nothing at all.” 

“ What do you mean?” 

“JT mean that in these times every one wants his arms.” 

“ What! in perfect peace? ” 

“My good friend, if we were in perfect peace, you 
would not buy so many cuirasses, and so secretly too. 
But really, the longer I look at you, the more I think I 
know your face. You are not Nicholas Trouchon, but still 
I know you.” 

“ Silence! ” 

“ And if you buy cuirasses——” 

“Well!” 

“T am sure it is for a work agreeable to God.” 

“ Hold your tongue! ” 

“You enchant me!” cried the bourgeois, stretching 
out a long arm over the balcony and seizing the hand of 
the dealer. 
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“Then who the devil are you?” cried he, who felt his 
hand held as if in a vice. 

“JT am Robert Briquet, the terror of schismatics, the 
friend of the Union, and a fierce Catholic; and you are 
Nicholas Gimbelof, the currier.” 

“No, no! good-by.” 

“ What! are you going?” 

“Yes!” and he ran off. 

But Robert Briquet was not a man to be foiled; he 
jumped from his balcony and ran after him. 

“You are mad!” said he. “If I were your enemy, I 
have but to cry out, and the watch is in the next street ; 
but you are my friend, and now I know your name. You 
are Nicholas Poulain, lieutenant to the provost of Paris. 
I knew it was Nicholas something.” 

“T am lost!” murmured the man. 

“No; you are saved. I will do more for the good cause 
than ever you would; you have found a brother. Take one 
cuirass, and I will take another; I give you my gloves and 
the rest of my armor for nothing. Come on, and Vive 
VUnion!” 

“ You accompany me?” 

“T will help you to carry these cuirasses which are to 
conquer the Philistines. Go on, I follow.” 

A spark of suspicion lingered in the soul of the lieuten- 
ant, but he thought, “If he wished me ill, he would not 
have acknowledged he knew me. Come on then!” he 
added aloud, “if you will.” 

“No life or death!” cried Briquet, and he continued to 
talk in this strain till they arrived near the Hétel Guise, 
where Nicholas Poulain stopped. 

“J fancied it would be here,” thought Briquet. 

“Now,” said Nicholas, with a tragic air, “ there is still 
time to retire before entering the lion’s den.” 

Bah! I have entered many. Et non _ intremuit 
medulla mea!” exclaimed Briquet; “but pardon me, per- 
haps you do not understand Latin? ” 

“Do you?” 

“ As you see.” 

“What a catch!” thought Poulain, “learned, strong, 


‘““Now I know your name!” said Briquet. ‘‘ You are Nicholas 
Poulain, Lieutenant to the Provost of Paris.’’ Page 48. 
The Forty-Five Guardsmen. 
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bold, and rich!” Then he added aloud, “ Well! let us 
enter,’ and he conducted Briquet to the door of the hotel. 
The court was full of guards and men wrapped in cloaks, 
and eight horses, saddled and bridled, waited in a corner; 
but there was not a light to be seen. Poulain whispered 
his name to the porter, and added, “I bring a good com- 
panion.” 

pede: Ol. 

“Take these to the magazine,” said Poulain, handing 
the cuirasses to a soldier. “ Now, I will present you,” 
said he to Briquet. 

“No, I am very timid. When I have done some work, I 
will present myself.” 

“ As you please. Then wait you for me.” 

“ What are we waiting for?” asked a voice. 

“ For the master,” replied another. 

At this moment, a tall man entered. “ Gentlemen,” 
said he, “I come in his name.” 

“ Ah! it is M. de Mayneville,” said Poulain. 

* Ah, really!” said Briquet, making a hideous grimace, 
which quite altered him. 

“Let us go, gentlemen,” said M. de Mayneville, and he 
descended a staircase leading to a vault. All the others 
followed, and Briquet brought up the rear, murmuring: 

“ But the page! where the devil is the page?” 


CHAPTER XI. 
STILL THE LEAGUE. 


At the moment when Robert Briquet was about to enter, 
he saw Poulain waiting for him. 

“ Pardon,” said he, “but my friends do not know you, 
and decline to admit you to their councils till they know 
more of you.” 

“Tt is just, and I retire, happy to have seen so many 
brave defenders of the Holy Union.” 

“Shall I re-conduct you?” 
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“No, I thank you, I will not trouble you.” 

“But perhaps they will not open for you; yet I am 
wanted.” 

“Have you not a password?” 

tae’ ta 

“Then give it to me. I am a friend, you know.” 

“True. It is ‘Parma and Lorraine!’ ” 

“And they will open?” 

(<3 Wres2 

“Thanks; now return to your friends.” 

Briquet took some steps as if to go out, and then 
stopped to explore the locality. The result of his observa- 
tions was, that the vault ran parallel to the exterior wall, 
and terminated in a hall destined for the mysterious coun- 
cil from which he had been excluded. What confirmed 
him in this supposition was that he saw a light at a barred 
window, pierced in the wall, and guarded by a sort of 
wooden pipe, such as they placed at the windows of con- 
vents and prisons, to intercept the view from without, 
while the air was still admitted. Briquet imagined this 
to be the window of the hall, and thought that if he 
could gain this place he could see all. He looked round 
him; the court had many soldiers and servants in it, but 
it was large, and the night was dark ; besides, they were not 
looking his way, and the porter was busy, preparing his 
bed for the night. ; 

Briquet: rapidly climbed on to the cornice which ran to- 
ward the window in question, and ran along the wall like 
a monkey, holding on with his hands and feet to the 
ornaments of the sculpture. Had the soldiers seen in the 
dark this figure gliding along the wall without apparent 
support, they would not have failed to ery, “ Magic!” 
but they did not see him. In four bounds he reached the 
window, and established himself between the bars and the 
pipe, so that from the inside he was concealed by the one, 
and from the outside by the other. 

He then saw a great hall, lighted by a torch, and filled 
with armor of all sorts. There were enough pikes, 
swords, halberts, and muskets to arm four regiments. He 
gave less attention, however, to the arms than to the peo- 
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ple engaged in distributing them, and his piercing eyes 
sought eagerly to distinguish their faces. 

“Oh! oh!” thought he, “there is M. Crucé, little 
Brigard and Leclerc, who dares to call himself Bussy. 
Peste! the bourgeoisie is grandly represented; but the 
nobility—ah! M. de Mayneville presses the hand of 
Nicholas Poulain; what a touching fraternity! An 
orator, too!” continued he, as M. de Mayneville prepared 
to harangue the assembly. 

Briquet could not hear a word, but he thought that he 
did not make much impression on his audience, for one 
shrugged his shoulders, and another turned his back. But 
at last they approached, seized his hand, and threw up 
their hats in the air. But though Briquet could not hear, 
we must inform our readers of what passed. 

First, Crucé, Marteau, and Bussy had complained of the 
inaction of the Duc de Guise. 

Marteau was spokesman, and said, “ M. de Mayneville, 
you come on the part of M. le Duc de Guise, and we ac- 
cept you as his ambassador; but the presence of the duke 
himself is indispensable. After the death of his glorious 
father, he, when only eighteen years of age, made all good 
Frenchmen join this project of the Union, and enrolled 
us under this banner. We have risked our lives, and 
sacrificed our fortunes, for the triumph of this sacred 
cause, according to our oaths, and yet, in spite of our 
sacrifices, nothing progresses—nothing is decided. Take 
care, M. de Mayneville, Paris will grow tired, and then 
what will you do?” 

This speech was applauded by all the leaguers. 

M. de Mayneville replied, “Gentlemen, if nothing is 
decided, it is because nothing is ripe. Consider our situa- 
tion; M. le Duc and his brother the cardinal are at Nancy 
—the one is organizing an army to keep in check the 
Huguenots of Flanders, whom M. d’Anjou wishes to op- 
pose to us, the other is expediting courier after courier to 
the clergy of France and to the pope, to induce them to 
adopt the Union. The Duc de Guise knows, what you do 
not, that the old alliance between the Duc d’Anjou and the 
Béarnais is ready to be renewed, and he wishes, before com- 


b9 THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 


ing to Paris, to be in a position to crush both heresy and 
usurpation.” 

“They are everywhere where they are not wanted,” said 
Bussy. “Where is Madame de Montpensier, for in- 
stance? ” 

“ She entered Paris this morning.” 

“No one has seen her.” 

“ Yes, monsieur.” 

“Who was it?” 

“ Salcéde.” 

“Oh! oh!” cried all. 

“But where is she?” cried Bussy. “Has she disap- 
peared? how did you know she was here?” 

“ Because I accompanied her to the Porte St. Antoine.” 

“T heard that they had shut the gates.” 

“Yes, they had.” 

“Then, how did she pass?” 

“In her own fashion. Something took place at the 
gates of Paris this morning, gentlemen, of which you ap- 
pear to be ignorant. The orders were to open only to 
those who brought a card of admission—signed by whom I 
know not. Immediately before us five or six men, some of 
whom were poorly clothed, passed with these cards, before 
our eyes. Now, who were those men? What were the 
cards? Reply, gentlemen of Paris, who promised to learn 
everything concerning your city.” 

Thus Mayneville, from the accused, became the accuser, 
which is the great art of an orator. 

“Cards and exceptional admissions!” cried Nicholas 
Poulain, “ what can that mean?” 

“ Tf you do not know, who live here, how should I know, 
who live in Lorraine?” 

“How did these people come?” 

“Some on foot, some on horseback; some alone, and 
some with lacqueys.” 

“Were they soldiers? ” 

“There were but two swords among the six; I think they 
were Gascons. This concerns you, M. Poulain, to find out. 
But to return to the League. Salcéde, who had betrayed 
us, and would have done so again, not only did not speak, 
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but retracted on the scaffold—thanks to the duchess, who, 
in the suite of one of these card-bearers, had the courage 
to penetrate the crowd even to the place of execution, and 
made herself known to Salcéde, at the risk of being 
pointed out. At this sight Salcéde stopped his confession, 
and an instant after, the executioner stopped his repent- 
ance. Thus, gentlemen, you have nothing to fear as to our 
enterprise in Flanders; this secret is buried in the tomb.” 

It was this last speech which had so pleased all the 
conspirators. Their joy seemed to annoy Briquet; he 
slipped down from his place, and returning to the court, 
said to the porter, ““ Parma and Lorraine.” ‘The gate was 
opened, and he left. 

History tells us what passed afterward. M. de Mayne- 
ville brought from the Guises the plan of an insurrection 
which consisted of nothing less than to murder all the 
principal people of the city who were known to be in favor 
with the king, and then to go through the streets crying, 
“* Vive la Messe! death to our enemies!” In fact, to enact 
a second St. Bartholomew; in which, however, all hostile 
Catholics were to be confounded with the Protestants. 


CHAPTER XII. 
THE CHAMBER OF HIS MAJESTY HENRI III. 


In a great room at the Louvre sat Henri, pale and un- 
quiet. Since his favorites, Schomberg, Quelus, and 
Maugiron had been killed in a duel, St. Mégrin had been 
assassinated by M. de Mayenne, and the wounds left by 
their deaths were still fresh and bleeding. The affection 
he bore his new favorites was very different from what he 
had felt for the old. He had overwhelmed D’Epernon 
with benefits, but he only loved him by fits and starts, and 
at certain times he even hated him, and accused him of 
cowardice and avarice. 

D’Epernon knew how to hide his ambition, which was 
indeed vague in its aspirations; but his cupidity governed 
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him completely. When he was rich, he was laughing and 
good-tempered ; but when he was in want of money, he 
used to shut himself up in one of his castles, where, frown- 
ing and sad, he bemoaned his fate, until he had drawn 
from the weakness of the king some new gift. 

Joyeuse was very different. He loved the king, who, in 
turn, had for him almost a fatherly affection. Young and 

-impulsive, he was perhaps somewhat egotistical, and cared 

for little but to be happy. Handsome, brave, and rich, 
Nature had done so much for him that Henri often re- 
gretted that she had left so little for him to add. The 
king knew his men well, for he was remarkably clear- 
sighted; and though often betrayed, was never deceived. 
But ennui was the curse of his life; he was ennuyé now, 
and was wondering if any one would come and amuse him, 
when M. le Due d’Epernon was announced. Henri was 
delighted. 

“Ah! good evening, duke; I am enchanted to see you. 
Why were you not present at the execution of Salcéde ?— 
I told you there would be room in my box.” 

“Sire, I was unable to avail myself of your majesty’s 
kindness.” 

“Unable?” 

“Yes, sire; I was busy.” 

“ One would think that you were my minister, coming to 
announce, with a long face, that some subsidy had not 
been paid.’ 

“Ma foi! your majesty is right; the subsidy has not 
been paid, and I am penniless. But it was not that which 
occupied me.” . 

“What then?” 

“Your majesty knows what passed at the execution of 
Salcéde? ” 

“ Parbleu! I was there.” 

“They tried to carry off the criminal.” 

“T did not see that.” 

“Tt is the rumor all through the city, however.” 

“A groundless one.” 

TJ believe your majesty is wrong.” 

On what do you found your belief?” 
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“ Because Salcéde denied before the people what he had 
confessed to the judges.” | 

* Ah! you know that, already.” 

“T try to know all that interests your majesty.” 

“Thanks; but what do you conclude from all this? ” 

“That a man who dies like Salcéde was a good servant, 
sire.” 

Well? ” 

“ And the master who has such followers is fortunate.” 

“You mean to say that I have none such; or, rather, 
that I no longer have them. You are right, if that be 
what you mean.” 

“1 did not mean that; your majesty would find, I am 
sure, were there occasion, followers as devoted as Salcéde.” 

“Well, duke, do not look gloomy; I am sad enough al- 
ready. Do be gay.” 

“ Gaiety cannot be forced, sire.” 

The king struck the table angrily. “ You are a bad 
friend,” said he; “I lost all, when I lost my former ones.” 

““ May I dare to say to your majesty, that you hardly en- 
courage the new ones?” 

The king looked at him with an expression which he 
well understood. 

“Ah! your majesty reproaches me with your benefits,” 
said he, “ but I do not reproach you with my devotion.” 

“ Lavalette,” cried Henri, “ you make me sad; you who 
are so clever, and could so easily make me joyful. It is 
not your nature to fight continually, like my old favorites ; 
but you are facetious and amusing, and give good counsel. 
You know all my affairs, like that other more humble 
friend, with whom I never experienced a moment’s 
ennui.” 

“Of whom does your majesty speak?” 

“Of my poor jester, Chicot. Alas! where is he?” 

D’Epernon rose, piqued. “ Your majesty’s souvenirs, 
to-day, are not very amusing for other people,” said he. 

“Why so?” 

“Your majesty, without intending it, perhaps, com- 
pared me to Chicot, which is not very flattering.” 
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“You are wrong, D’Epernon; I could only compare to 
Chicot a man who loves me, and whom I love.” 

“Tt was not to resemble Chicot, I suppose, that your 
majesty made me a duke?” 

“ Chicot loved me, and I miss him; that is all I can say. 
Oh! when I think that in the same place where you now 
are have been all those young men, handsome, brave, and 
faithful—that there, on that very chair on which you have 
placed your hat, Chicot has slept more than a hundred 
times im 

“ Perhaps that was very amusing,” interrupted the duke, 
“but certainly not very respectful.” 

“ Alas! he has now neither mind nor body.” 

“What became of him?” 

“ Hie died, like all who loved me.” 

“ Well, sire, I think he did well to die; he was growing 
old, and I have heard that sobriety was not one of his 
virtues. Of what did he die—indigestion ?” 

“Of grief.” 

“Oh! he told you so, to make you laugh once more.” 

“You are wrong; he would not sadden me with the 
news of his illness. He knew how I regretted my friends 
—he, who had so often seen me weep for them.” 

“Then it was his shade that came to tell you?” 

“No; I did not even see his shade. It was his friend, 
the worthy prior Gorenflot, who wrote me this sad news.” 

“T see that if he lived your majesty would make him 
chancellor.” 

“T beg, duke, that you will not laugh at those who 
loved me, and whom I loved.” 

“Oh! sire, I do not desire to laugh, but just now you re- 
proach me with want of gaiety, parfandious! ” 

“Well, now I am in the mood to hear bad news, if you 
have any to tell. Luckily I have strength to bear it, or 
I should be dead ten times a day.” 

“Which would not displease certain people of our ac- 
quaintance.” 

* Oh! against them I have the arms of my Swiss.” 

“T could find you a better guard than that.”. 

Ls Ma 
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S<-¥ cayisite,”” 

“What is it?” 

“Will your majesty be so good as to accompany me to 
the old building of the Louvre?” 

“On the site of the Rue de l’Astruce? ” 

** Precisely.” 

“What shall I see there?” 

“Oh! come first.” 

“Tt is a long way, duke.” 

“We can go in five minutes through the galleries.” 

“ D’ Epernon 

“ Well, sire?” 

“Tf what you are about to show me be not worth see- 
ing, take care.” 

“T answer for it, sire.” 

“Come, then,” said the king, rising. 

The duke took his cloak, presented the king’s sword to 
him, then, taking a light, preceded his majesty. 


CHAPTER XIII. 
THE DORMITORY. 


In less than five minutes they arrived at their desti- 
nation. The duke took out a key, and, after crossing a 
court, opened an arched door, the bottom of which was 
overgrown with long grass. They went along a dark cor- 
ridor, and then up a staircase to a room, of which D’Ep- 
ernon had also the key. He opened the door, and showed 
the king forty-five beds, and in each of them a sleeper. 

The king looked at all this with a troubled curiosity. 
“Well,” said he, “who are these people?” 

is People who sleep to-night, but will not do so oe 
morrow night.” 

“Why not?” 

“That your majesty may sleep in peace.” 

“Explain yourself. Are these your friends?” 

“ Chosen by me, sire; intrepid guards, who will not quit 
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your majesty, and who, gentlemen all, will be able to go 

wherever your majesty goes, and will let no one approach 
ou.’ 

ae And you thought of this, D’Epernon ? ” 

“JT, alone, sire.’ 

“We shall be laughed at.” 

“No, we shall be feared.” 

“But they will ruin me?” 

“ How can a king be ruined?” 

“JT cannot pay my Swiss? ” 

“ Look at these men, sire; do you think they would be 
very expensive to keep?” 

“ But they could not always live like this, they would be 
stifled. And look at their doublets!” 

“Oh! I confess they are not all very sumptuously 
clothed, but if they had been born dukes and peers 

“Yes, I understand; they would have cost me more?” 

“ Just so.” 

_ “Well, how much will they cost? That will, perhaps, 
decide me, for, in truth, D’Epernon, they do not look 
very inviting.” 

“Sire, I know they are rather thin and burnt by our 
southern sun, but I was so when I came to Paris. They 
will fatten and whiten like me.” 

“How they snore!” 

“Sire, you must not judge them to-night; they have 
supped well.” 

“ Stay, there is one speaking in his sleep; let us listen.” 

Indeed, one of the gentlemen called out, “If you are a 
woman, fly!” 

The king approached him softly. “ Ah! ah!” said he, 
“he is a gallant.” 

“What do you think of him, sire? ” 

“His face pleases me, and he has white hands and a 
well-kept beard.” 

“Tt is Ernanton de Carmainges, a fine fellow, who is 
capable of much.” 

“ He has left behind him some love, I suppose, poor fel- 
low. But what a queer figure his next neighbor is.” 

“Ah! that is M. de Chalabre. If he ruins. your maj- 
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rah it will not be without enriching himself, I answer 
oryits”? 

“And that one, with such a somber air; he does not 
seem as though he dreamed of love.” 

‘What number, sire?” 

“ Number 12.” . 

“M. de St. Maline, a brave fellow, with a heart of 
bronze.” 

“Well, Lavalette, you have had a good idea.” 

“JT should think so. Imagine the effect that will be 
produced by these new watch-dogs, who will follow you 
like your shadow.” 

“Yes, yes; but they cannot follow me in this guise.” 

“Now we return to the money. But about this, also, 
I have an idea.” 

* D’Epernon ! ” 

“My zeal for your majesty doubles my imagination.” 

“Well, let us hear it.” 

“Tf it depended upon me, each of these gentlemen 
should find by his bed a purse containing 1,000 crowns, as 
payment for the first six months.” 

“One thousand crowns for six months! 6,000 livres a 
year! You are mad, duke; an entire regiment would not 
cost that.” 

“You forget, sire, that it is necessary they should be 
well dressed. Each will have to take from his 1,300 
crowns enough for arms and equipments. Set down 1,500 
livres to effect this in a manner to do you honor, and there 
would remain 4,500 livres for the first year. Then for sub- 
sequent years you could give 3,000 livres.” 

“That is more reasonable.” 

“Then your majesty accepts? ” 

“There is only one difficulty, duke.” 

eWhatiig it?’ 

“ Want of money.” 

“ Sire, I have found a method. Six months ago a tax 
was levied on shooting and fishing.” 

Welle’ 

“ The first payment produced 65,000 crowns, which have 
not yet been disposed of.” 
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“T destined it for the war, duke.” 

“The first interest of the kingdom is the safety of the 
king.” 

“ Well; there still would remain 20,000 crowns for the 
army.” 

Desai sire, but I had disposed of them, also.” 

“e Ah ! 29 

“ Yes, sire; your majesty had promised me money.” 

“ Ah! and you give me a guard to obtain it.” 

“Oh! sire. But look at them; will they not have a good 
effect ?” 

“ Yes, when dressed, they will not look bad. Well, so be 
te 

“Well, then, sire, I have a favor to ask.” 

“TJ should be astonished if you had not.” 

“Your majesty is bitter to-day.” 

“Oh! I only mean that having rendered me a service, 
you have the right to ask for a return.” 

“Well, sire, it is an appointment.” 

“Why, you are already colonel-general of infantry, 
more would crush you.” 

“Tn your majesty’s service, I am a Samson.” 

“What is it, then?” 

“T desire the command of those forty-five gentlemen.” 

“ What! you wish to march at their head?” 

“No; I should have a deputy; only I desire that they 
should know me as their head.” 

“Well, you shall have it. But who is to be your 
deputy?” 

“™M. de Loignae, sire.” 

“ Ah! that is well.” 

“He pleases your majesty?” 

* Perfectly.” 

“Then it is decided?” 

“Yes; let it be as you wish.” 

“Then I will go at once to the treasurer, and get my 
forty-five purses.” 

“ To-night ?” 

“They are to find them to-morrow, when they wake.” 

“Good; then I will return.” 
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* Content, sire?” 

“ Tolerably.” 

“Well guarded, at all events.” 

“By men who sleep.” 

“They will not sleep to-morrow, sire.” 


CHAPTER XIV. 
THE SHADE OF CHICOT. 


Tue king, as we have said, was never deceived as to 
the character of his friends; he knew perfectly well that 
D’Epernon was working for his own advantage, but as he 
expected to have had to give and receive nothing in return, 
whereas he had got forty-five guards, he had thought it a 
good idea. Besides, it was a novelty, which was a thing 
that a poor king of France could not always get, and 
especially Henri III., who, when he had gone through his 
processions, counted his dogs, and uttered his usual num- 
ber of sighs, had nothing left to do. Therefore he became 
more and more pleased with the idea as he returned to his 
room. 

“These men are doubtless brave, and will be perhaps 
very devoted,” thought he; “and forty-five swords always 
ready to leap from their scabbards are a grand thing.” 

This thought brought to his mind the other devoted 
swords that he regretted so bitterly. He became sad 
again, and inquired for Joyeuse. They replied that he 
had not returned. 

“Then call my valets-de-chambre.” 

When he was in bed, they asked if his reader should 
attend, for Henri was subject to long fits of wakefulness, 
and was often read to sleep. 

“No,” replied the king. “I want no one; only if M. 
de Joyeuse returns, bring him to me.” 

“Tf he returns late, sire?” 

“ Alas! he is always late; but whatever be the hour, 
bring him here.” 
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The servants extinguished the candles and lighted a 
lamp of essences, which gave a pale blue flame, that the 
king liked. Henri was tired and soon slept, but not for 
long; he awoke, thinking he heard a noise in the room. 

“ Joyeuse,” he asked; “is it you?” 

No one replied. The ight burned dim, and only threw 
faint circles on the ceiling of carved oak. 

“ Alone, still!” murmured the king. “Mon Dieu! I 
am alone all my life, as I shall be after death.” 

“¢ Alone after death;’ that is not certain,” said a 
powerful voice near the bed. 

The king started up and looked around him in terror. 
“1 know that voice,” cried he. 

“ Ah! that is lucky,” replied the voice. 

“Tt is like the voice of Chicot.” 

“You burn, Henri; you burn.” 

Then the king, getting half out of bed, saw a man 
sitting in the very chair which he had pointed out to 
D’Epernon. 

“Heaven protect me!” cried he; “it is the shade of 
Chicot.” 

“ Ah! my poor Henriquet, are you still so foolish? ” 

“ What do you mean?” 

“That shades cannot speak, having no body, and con- 
sequently no tongue.” 

“Then you are Chicot, himself,” cried the king, joy- 
fully. 

“Do not be too sure.” 

“Then you are not dead, my poor Chicot? ” 

“On the contrary; I am dead.” 

“ Chicot, my only friend.” 

ep ene at least, are not changed.” 

* But you, Chicot, are you changed ? ” 

“T hope so.” 

“ Chicot, my friend, why did you leave me?” © 

“ Because I am dead.” 

“You said just now that you were not dead.” 

“Dead to some—alive to others.” 

“ And to me?” 


“ Dead.” 
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“Why dead to me?” 

“Tt is easy to comprehend that you are not the master 
here.” 

6s How’ 33 

“You can do nothing for ste who serve you.” 

* Chicot !” 

“Do not be angry, or I shall be so, also.” 

“Speak then, my friend,” said the king, fearful that 
Chicot would vanish. 

“Well, I had a little affair to settle with M. de 
Mayenne, you remember ? ” 

“ Perfectly.” 

“T settled it; I beat this valiant captain without mercy. 
He sought for me to hang me; and you, whom I thought 
would protect me, abandoned me, and made peace with 
him. ‘Then I declared myself dead and buried by the aid 
of my friend Gorenflot, so that M. de Mayenne has ceased 
to search for me.” 

“What a frightful courage you had, Chicot; did you 
not know the grief your death would cause me?” 

“T have never lived so tranquilly as since the world 
thought me dead.” 

“ Chicot, my head turns; you frighten me—I know not 
what to think.” 

“Well! settle something.” 

“TY think that you are dead and. 

“Then I lie; you are polite.” 

“You commence by concealing some things from me; 
but presently, like the orators of antiquity, you will tell 
me terrible truths.” 

“Oh! as to that, I do not say no. Prepare, poor 
king!” 

“Tf you are not a shade, how could you come unnoticed 
into my room, through the guarded corridors?” And 
Henri, abandoning himself to new terrors, threw himself 
down in the bed and covered up his head. 

“Come, come,” cried Chicot; “you have only to touch 
me to be convinced.” 

“But how did you come?” 

“Why, T have still the key that you gave me, and which 
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I hung round my neck to enrage your gentlemen, and 
with this I entered.” 

“By the secret door, then?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“ And why to-day more than yesterday ? ” 

“ Ah! that you shall hear.” 

Henri, sitting up again, said like a child, “ Do not tell 
- me anything disagreeable, Chicot; I am so glad to see 
you again.” 

“JT will tell the truth; so much the worse if it be dis- 
agreeable.” 

“But your fear of Mayenne is not serious?” 

“Very serious, on the contrary. You understand that 
M. de Mayenne gave me fifty blows with a stirrup leather, 
in return for which I gave him one hundred with the 
sheath of my sword. No doubt he thinks, therefore, that 
he still owes me fifty, so that I should not have come to you 
now, however great your need, had I not known him to be 
at Soissons.” 

“ Well, Chicot, I take you now under my protection, and 
I wish that you should be resuscitated and appear openly. 

“ What folly!” 

“T will protect you on my royal word.” 

“Bah! I have better than that.” 

“ What?” 

“My hole, where I remain.” 

“T forbid it,” cried the king, jumping out of bed. 

“ Henri, you will catch cold; go back to bed, I pray.” 

“You are right, but you exasperate me. How, when I 
have enough guards, Swiss, Scotch, and French, for my 
own defense, should I not have enough for yours? ” 

“Let us see: you have the Swiss i 

“Yes, commanded by Tocquenot.” 

“Good! then you have the Scotch——” 

“Commanded by Larchant.” 

“Very well! and you have the French Guntdade es 

“Commanded by Crillon. And then—but I do not 
know if I ought to tell you—— 

“T did not ask you.” 

A “novelty, Chicott” 
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“A novelty?” 

“ Yes; imagine forty-five brave gentlemen.” 

“ Forty-five? What do you mean?” 

“ Forty-five gentlemen.” 

“Where did you find them? Not in Paris, I suppose?” 

“No, but they arrived here yesterday.” 

“Oh!” cried Chicot, with a sudden illumination, “I 
know these gentlemen.” 

“ Really!” 

“ Forty-five beggars, who only want the wallet; figures 
to make one die with laughter.” 

“ Chicot, there are splendid men among them.” 

“ Gascons, like your colonel-general of infantry.” 

“And like you, Chicot. However, I have forty-five for- 
midable swords at command.” 

“ Commanded by the 46th, whom they vall D’Epernon.” 

“Not exactly.” 

* By whom, then? ” 

* De Loignac.” 

“ And it is with them you think to defend yourself? ” 

“Yes, mordieu! yes.” 

ts Well, I have more troops than you.” 

“You have troops?” 

eWayinoet? 7 

“ What are they?” 

“You shall hear. ‘First, all the army that MM. de 
Guise are raising in Lorraine.” 

“Are you mad?” 

“No; a real army—at least six thousand men.” 

“ But how can you, who fear M. de Mayenne so much, 
be defended by the soldiers of M. de Guise? ” 

“ Because I am dead.” 

“ Again this joke!” 

“No; I have changed my name and position.” 

“What are you then?” 

“T am Robert Briquet, merchant and leaguer.” 

“You a leaguer?” 

“A devoted one, so that I keep away from M. de 
Mayenne. I have, then, for me, first, the army of Lor- 
raine—six thousand men; remember that number.” 
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“T listen.” 

“Then, at least one hundred thousand Parisians.” 

“ Famous soldiers! ” 

“ Sufficiently so to annoy you much: 6,000 and 100,000 
are 106,000; then there is the Pope, the Spaniards, M. de 
Bourbon, the Flemings, Henri of Navarre, the Duc 
d’ Anjou. +3 

“ Have you done?” interrupted Henri, impatiently. 

“There still remain three classes of people.” 

“ What are they?” 

“First the Catholics, who hate you because you only 
three parts exterminated the Huguenots, then the Hugue- 
nots, who hate you because you have three parts ex- 
terminated them; and the third party is that which de- 
sires neither you, nor your brother, nor M. de Guise, but 
your brother-in-law, Henri of Navarre.” 

“Provided that he abjure. But these people of whom 
you speak are all France.” 

“ Just so. These are my troops as a leaguer; now add, 
and compare.” 

“ You are joking, are you not, Chicot.” 

“Ts it a time to joke, when you are alone, against all 
the world?” 

Henri assumed an air of royal dignity. “ Alone I am,” 
said he, “but at the same time I alone command. You 
show me an army, but where is the chief? You will say, 
M. de Guise; but do I not keep him at Nancy? M. de 
Mayenne, you say yourself, is at Soissons, the Duc d’Anjou 
is at Brussels, and the King of Navarre at Pau; so that if 
I am alone, I am free. I am like a hunter in the midst 
of a plain, waiting to see his prey come within his reach.” 

“On the contrary; you are the game whom the hunters 
track to his lair.” 

“ Chicot ! ” 

“Well! let me hear whom you have seen come.” 

“No one.” 

“Yet some one has come.” 

“ Of those whom I named: ~ 

“Not exactly, but nearly. ’ 

(<3 Who? bed 
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“ A woman.” 

“ My sister Margot? ” 

“No; the Duchesse de Montpensier.” 

“She! at Paris?” 

“Mon Dieu! yes.” 

“Well, if she be; I do not fear women.” 

“True; but she comes as the avant courier to announce 
the arrival of her brother.” 

“Of M. de Guise?” 

“ Yes,” ; 

“And you think that embarrasses me? Give’me ink 
and paper.” 

“What for? To sign an order for M. de Guise to re- 
main at Nancy?” 

“ Exactly ; the idea must be good, since you had it also.” 

“ Execrable, on the contrary.” 

“e Why? P) 9 

* As soon as he receives it he will know he is wanted at 
Paris, and he will come.’ 

The king grew angry. “If you only returned to talk 
like this,” said he, “ you had better have stayed away.” 

“What would you have? Phantoms never flatter. Bui 
be reasonable; why do you think M. de Guise remains 
at Nancy?” 

“To organize an army.” 

“Well; and for what purpose does he destine this 
army?” 

“ Ah, Chicot! you fatigue me with all these questions.” 

“You will sleep better after it. He destines this 
army: # 

“To attack the Huguenots in the north 

“Or rather to thwart your brother of Anjou, who has 
called himself Duke of Brabant, and wishes to build him- 
self a throne in Flanders, for which he solicits your 
aid 

“Which I never sent.” 

“To the great joy of the Duc de Guise. Well, if you 
were to begin to send this aid—if they only went half 
way——” 
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“ Ah! yes, I understand; M. de Guise would not leave 
the frontier.” 

“ And the promise of Madame de Montpensier that her 
brother would be here in a week 

“ Would be broken.” 

“ You see, then? ” 

“So far, 

“ Ah, yes; the Béarnais 

“Do you know what he is at?” 

ce Now? 

“He claims the towns which were his wife’s dowry,” 
said the king. 

“ Insolent! to claim what belongs to him.” 

“ Cahors, for example; as if it would be good policy to 
give up such a town to an enemy.” 

“No; but it would be like an honest man.” 

“But to return to Flanders. I will send some one to 
my brother—but whom can I trust? Oh! now I think of 
it, you shall go, Chicot.” 

“T, a dead man?” 

“No; you shall go as Robert Briquet.” 

“ As a bagman? ” 

“Do you refuse?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“You disobey me!” 

“T owe you no obedience 

Henri was about to reply, when the door opened and 
the Due de Joyeuse was announced. 

“Ah! there is your man,” said Chicot; “who could 
make a better ambassador? ” 

‘Chicot then buried himself in the great chair, so as to 
be quite invisible in the dim light. M. de Joyeuse did 
not see him. The king uttered a cry of joy on seeing his 
favorite, and held out his hand. 

‘a Sit ‘down, Joyeuse, my child,” said he; “ how late you 
are.” 

“Your majesty is very good,” answered Joyeuse, ap- 
proaching the bed on which he sat down. 


\ 
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CHAPTER XV. 
THE DIFFICULTY OF FINDING A GOOD AMBASSADOR. 


CuicoT was hidden in his great chair, and Joyeuse was 
half lying on the foot of the bed in which the king was 
bolstered up, when the conversation commenced. 

“ Well, Joyeuse,” said Henri, “ have you well wandered 
about the town? ” 

“Yes, sire,” replied the duke, carelessly. 

“How quickly you disappeared from the Place de 
Gréve.” 

“Sire, to speak frankly, I do not like to see men suf- 
fer.” 

“Tender heart.” 

“No; egotistical heart, rather; their sufferings act on 
my nerves.” 

* You know what passed?” 

“Ma foi! no.” 

“ Salcéde denied all.” 

(19 Ah ! 2? 

“You bear it very indifferently, Joyeuse.” 

“JT confess I do not attach much importance to it; be- 
sides, I was certain he would deny everything.” 

“ But since he confessed before the judges 

“ All the more reason that he should deny it afterward. 
The confession put the Guises on their guard, and they 
were at work while your majesty remained quiet.” 

*‘ What! you foresee such things, and do not warn me?” 

“JT am not a minister, to talk politics.” 

“ Well, Joyeuse, I want your brother.” 

“ He, like myself, is at your majesty’s service.” 

“Then I may count on him.” 

“ Doubtless.” 

“JT wish to send him a little mission.” 

“ Out of Paris? ” 

ie | 
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“Tn that case, it is impossible.” 

“ How so?” 

“Du Bouchage cannot go away just now.” 

The king looked astonished. “What do you mean?” 
said he. 

“ Sire,” said Joyeuse quietly, “it is the simplest thing 
possible. Du Bouchage is in love, but he had carried on 
_ his negotiations badly, and everything was going wrong; 
the poor boy was growing thinner and thinner.” 

“ Indeed,” said the king, “I have remarked it.” 

“ And he had become sad, mordieu! as if he had lived in 
your majesty’s court.” 

A kind of grunt, proceeding from the corner of the 
room, interrupted Joyeuse, who looked round astonished. 

“Tt is nothing, Joyeuse,’ said the king, laughing, 
“only a dog asleep on the footstool. You say, then, that 
Du Bouchage grew sad? fe 

“Sad as death, sire. It seems he has met with some 
woman of an extraordinary disposition. However, one 
sometimes succeeds as well with this sort of women as 
with others, if you only set the right way to work.” 

“You would not have been embarrassed, libertine? ” 

“You understand, sire, that no sooner had he made 
me his confidant, than I undertook to save him.” 

“So that fe 

“So that already the cure commences.” 

“What, is he less in love?” 

“No; but he has more hope of making her so. For the 
future, instead of sighing with the lady, we mean to 
amuse her in every possible way. To-night I station 
thirty Italian musicians under her balcony.” 

“Ah! ma foi! music would not have amused me when 
JT was in love with Madame de Condé.” 

“No; but you were in love, sire, and she is as cold as 
an icicle.” ; 

“ And you think music will melt her?” 

“Diable! I do not say that she will come at once and 
throw herself into the arms of Du Bouchage, but she will 
be pleased at all this being done for herself alone. If 
she do not care for this, we shall have plays, enchant- 
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ments, poetry—in fact, all the pleasures of the earth, so 
that, even if we do not bring gaiety back te her, I hope we 
shall to Du Bouchage.” 

“Well, I hope so; but since it would be so trying to him 
to leave Paris, I hope you are not also, like him, the 
slave of some passion ? ” 

“T never was more free, sire.” 

“Oh! I thought you were in love with a beautiful 
lady?” 

“Yes, sire, so I was; but imagine that this evening, 
after having given my lesson to Du Bouchage, I went to 
see her, with my head full of his love story, and, believing 
myself almost as much in love as he, I found a trembling 
frightened woman, and thinking I had disturbed her 
somehow, I tried to reassure her, but it was useless. I 
interrogated her, but she did not reply. I tried to em- 
brace her, and she turned her head away. I grew angry, 
and we quarrelled; and she told me she should never be 
at home to me any more.” 

* Poor Joyeuse; what did you do?” 

“ Pardieu, sir! I took my hat and cloak, bowed, and 
went out, without once looking back.” 

“Bravo, Joyeuse! it was courageous.” 

“The more so, sire, that I thought I heard her sigh.” 

“But you will return?” 

“No, I am proud.” 

“Well, my friend, this rupture is for your good.” 

“Perhaps so, sire; but I shall probably be horribly en- 
nuyé for a week, having nothing to do. It may per- 
haps amuse me, however, as it is something new, and I 
think it distingué.” 

“Certainly it is, I have made it so,” said the king. 
“ However, I will occupy you with something.” 

“ Something lazy, I hope?” 

A second noise came from the chair; one might have 
thought the dog was laughing at the words of Joyeuse. 

“What am I to do, sire?” continued Joyeuse. 

“ Get on your boots.” 

“Oh! that is against all my ideas.” 

“ Get on horseback.” 
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“On horseback ! impossible.” 

* And why?” 

“ Because I am an admiral, and admirals have nothing 
to do with horses.” 

“ Well, then, admiral, if it be not your place to mount 
a horse, it is so at all events to go on board ship. So you 
will start at once for Rouen, where you will find your 
admiral’s ship, and make ready to sail immediately for 
Antwerp.” 

“ For Antwerp!” cried Joyeuse, in a tone as despair- 
ing as though he had received an order for Canton or 
Valparaiso. 

“T said so,” replied the king, in a cold and haughty 
tone, “ and there is no need to repeat it.” 

Joyeuse, without making the least further resistance, 
fastened his cloak and took his hat. 

“ What a trouble I have to make myself obeyed,” con- 
tinued Henri. “ Ventrebleu! if I forget sometimes that 
T am the master, others might remember it.” 

Joyeuse bowed stiffly, and said, “ Your orders, sire? ” 

The king began to melt. “Go,” said he, “to Rouen, 
where I wish you to embark, unless you prefer going by 
land to Brussels.” 

Joyeuse did not answer, but only bowed. 

“Do you prefer the land route, duke?” asked Henri. 

“T have no preference when I have an order to exe- 
cute, sire.” 

“There, now you are sulky. Ah! kings have no 
friends.” 

“Those who give orders can only expect to find serv- 
ants.” 

* Monsieur,” replied the king, angry again, “you will 
go then to Rouen; you will go on board your ship, and will 
take the garrisons of Caudebec, Harfleur, and Dieppe, 
which I will replace afterward. You will put: them on 
board six transports, and place them at the service of my 
brother, who expects aid from me.’ 

“My commission, if you please, sire.’ 

“And since when have you been mabe to act by 

virtue of your rank as admiral?” 
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“T only obey, sire; and, as much as possible, avoid 
responsibility.” 

“Well, then, M. le Duc, you will receive the commis- 
sion at your hotel before you depart.” 

“And when will that be?” 

“In an hour.” 

Joyeuse bowed and turned to the door. The king’s 
heart misgave him. “ What!” cried he, “not even the 
courtesy of an adieu? You are not polite, but that is a 
common reproach to naval people.” 

“ Pardon me, sir, but I am a still worse courtier than 
I am a seaman;” and, shutting the door violently, he 
went out. 

“See how those love me, for whom I have done so 
much,” cried the king; “ ungrateful Joyeuse! ” 

“Well, are you going to recall him?” said Chicot, ad- 
vancing. ‘“ Because, for once in your life, you have been 
firm, you repent it.” 

“Ah! so you think it very agreeable to go to sea in the 
month of October? J should like to see you do it.” 

“You are quite welcome to do so; my greatest desire 
just now is to travel.” 

“Then if I wish to send you somewhere you will not 
object to go?” 

“ No only I do not object, but I request it.” 

“On a mission? ” 

“ Yes.” 

* Will you go to Navarre? ” 

“T would go to the devil.” 

“You are joking.” 

“No; since my death I joke no more.” 

“But you refused just now to quit Paris.” 

“T was wrong, and I repent. I will go to Navarre, if 
you will send me.” 

“ Doubtless; I wish it.” 

T wait your orders, gracious prince,” said Chicot as 
suming the same attitude as Joyeuse. 

“ But you do not know if the mission will suit you. I 
haye certain projects of embroiling Margot with her hus- 
band.” 
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“ Divide to reign was the A B C of politics one nun- 
dred years ago.” 

“Then you have no repugnance?” 

“It does not concern me; do as you wish. J am ambas- 
sador, that is all; and as long as I am inviolable, that is 
all I care for.” 

“ But now you must know what to say to my brother- 


Sime lawee 


“T say anything! Certainly not.” 

Not?” 

“T will go where you like, but I will say nothing.” 

“Then you refuse?” 

“T refuse to give a message, but I will take a letter.” 

* Well, I will give you a letter.” 

“Give it me, then.” 

“ What! you do not think such a letter can be written 
at once. It must be well weighed and considered.” 

“ Well, then, think over it. I will come or send for it 
early to-morrow.” 

“ Why not sleep here?” 

ce Here ? 9 

“Yes, in your chair.” 

“JT sleep no more at the Louvi:. 

“But you must know my intentions concerning Margot 
and her husband. My letter will make a noise, and they 
will question you; you must be able to reply.” 

“Mon Dieu!” said Chicot, shrugging his shoulders, 
“how obtuse you are, great king, Do you think I am 
going to carry a letter a hundred and fifty leagues without 
knowing what is in it? Be easy, the first halt I make I. 
shall open your letter and read it. What! have you sent 
ambassadors for ten years to all parts of the world, and 
know no better than that? Come, rest in peace, and I 
will return to my solitude.” 

“Where is it?” 

“In the cemetery of the Grand-Innocens, great prince.” 

Henri looked at him in astonishment again. 

“Ah! you did not expect that,’ said Chicot. “ Well. 
till to-morrow, when I or my messenger will come— ~” 

“How shall I know your messenger when he arrives? ” 
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“ He will say he comes from the shade.” And Chicot 
disappeared so rapidly as almost to reawaken the king’s 
fears as to whether he were a shade or not. 


CHAPTER XVI. 
THE SERENADE. 


From the Louvre Chicot had not far to go to his home. 
He went to the bank of the Seine and got into a little boat 
which he had left there. 

“Tt is strange,” thought he, as he rowed and looked at 
the still-lighted window of the king’s room, “that after 
so many years, Henri is still the same. Others have risen 
or fallen, while he has gained some wrinkles, and that is 
all. He has the same weak, yet elevated mind—still fan- 
tastical and poetical—still the same egotistical being, al- 
ways asking for more than one has to give him, friendship 
from the indifferent, love from the friendly, devotion from 
the loving, and more sad than any one in his kingdom. 
By the by, he did not speak of giving me any money for 
mv journey; that proves at least that he thinks me a 
friend.” And he laughed quietly. 

He soon arrived at the opposite bank, where he fastened 
his boat. On entering the Rue des Augustins, he was 
struck by the sound of instruments and voices in the street 
at that late hour. 

“Ts there a wedding here?” thought he, “I have not 
long to sleep, and now this will keep me awake.” 

As he advanced, he saw a dozen flambeaux carried by 
pages, while thirty musicians were playing on different 
instruments. The band was stationed before a house, 
that Chicot, with surprise, recognized as his own. He re- 
mained for an instant stupefied, and then said to himself, 
“There must be some mistake; all this noise cannot be for 
me. Unless, indeed, some unknown princess has suddenly 
fallen in love with me.” 

This supposition, flattering at it was, did not appear 
to convince Chicot, and he turned toward the house facing 
his, but it showed no signs of life, 
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“They must sleep soundly, there,” said he; “such a 
noise is enough to wake the dead.” 

“Pardon me, my friend,’ said he, addressing himself 
to a torch-bearer, “ but can you tell me, if you please, who 
all this music is for?” 

“For the bourgeois who lives there, 
ing out to Chicot his own house. 

“Decidedly it is for me!” thought he. “Whom do 
~ you belong to?” he asked. 

“To the bourgeois who lives there.” 

“ Ah! they not only come for me, but they belong to 
me—still better. Well! we shall see,’ and piercing 
through the crowd, he opened his door, went up-stairs, and 
appeared at his balcony, in which he placed a chair and 
sat down. 

“ Gentlemen,” said he, “are you sure there is no mis- 
take? is all this really for me?” 

“ Are you M. Robert Briquet?” 

“* Himself.” 

“Then we are at your service, monsieur,” said the 
leader of the band, giving the sign to recommence. 

“Certainly it is unintelligible,’ thought Chicot. He 
looked around; all the inhabitants of the street were at 
their windows, excepting those of the opposite house, 
which, as we have said, remained dark and quiet. But 
on glancing downward, he saw a man wrapped in a dark 
cloak, and who wore a black hat with a red feather, lean- 
ing against the portico of his own door, and looking ear- 
nestly at the opposite house. 

The leader of the band just then quitted his post and 
spoke softly to this man, and Chicot instantly guessed that 
here lay all the real interest of the scene. Soon after, a 
gentleman on horseback, followed by two squires, appeared 
at the corner of the street, and pushed his way thropa the 
crowd, while the music stopped. 

“M. de Joyeuse,’ murmured Chicot, who recognized 
him at once. 

The cavalier approached the gentleman under the bal- 
cory 

* Well! Henri,” said he, “ what news?” 
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replied he, point- 
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“ Nothing, brother.” 

* Nothing ? ” 

“No; she has not even appeared.” 

“They have not made noise enough.” 

“They have roused all the neighborhood.” 

“They did not cry as I told them, that it was all in 
honor of this bourgeois.” 

“They eried it so loud, that there he is, sitting in his 
balcony, listening.” 

“And she has not appeared ? ” 

“Neither she, nor any one.” 

“The idea was ingenious, however, for she might, like 
the rest of the people, have profited by the music given 
to her neighbor.” 

“Ah! you do not know her, brother.” 

“Yes, I do; or at all events I know women, and as she 
is but a woman, we will not despair.” 

“ Ah! you say that in a discouraged tone, brother.” 

“ Not at all; only give the bourgeois his serenade every 
night.” 

“ But she will go away.” 

“ Not if you do not speak to her, or seem to be doing 
it on her account, and remained concealed. Has the 
bourgeois spoken?” 

“Yes, and he is now speaking again.” 

“ Hold your tongue up there, and go in,” cried Joyeuse, 
out of humor. “ Diable! you have had your serenade, so 
keep quiet.” 

“My serenade! that is just what I want to know the 
meaning of; to whom is it addressed?” 

“To your daughter.” 

“T have none.” 

“To your wife, then.” 

“Thank God, I am not married.” 

“Then to yourself—and if you do not go in 
Joyeuse, advancing with a menacing air. 

“Ventre de biche! but if the music be for me 

“ Old fool!” growled Joyeuse. “Tf you do not go in 
and hide your ugly face, they shall break their instruments 
over your head.” 
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“ Let the man alone, brother,” said Henri, “ the fact is, 
he must be very much astonished.” 

“Oh! but if we get up a quarrel, perhaps she will look 
to see what is the matter; we will burn his house down, if 
necessary.” 

“No, for pity’s sake, brother, do not let us force her 
attention; we are beaten, and must submit.” 

Chicot, who heard all, was mentally preparing the 
means of defense, but Joyeuse yielded to his brother’s 
request, and dismissed the pages and musicians. 

Then he said to his brother, “I am in despair: all 
conspires against us.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“T have no longer time to aid you.” 

“T see now that you are in traveling dress; I did not 
remark it before.” 

“T set off to-night for Antwerp, by desire of the king.” 

“When did he give you the order?” 

“This evening.” 

* Mon Dieu!” 

“Come with me, I entreat.” 

“Do you order me, brother?” said Henri, turning pale 
at the thought. 

“No; I only beg you.” 

“Thank you, brother. If I were forced to give up pass- 
ing my nights under this window.” 

% Well: 9 

“ T should die.” 

“You are mad.” 

“ My heart is here, brother; my life is here.” 

Joyeuse crossed his arms with a mixture of anger and 
pity. “If our father,” he said, “ begged you to let your- 
self be attended by Miron, who is at once a philosopher and 
a doctor? ” 

“T should reply to my father that I am well and that 
my brain is sound, and that Miron cannot cure love sick- 
ness.” 

“Well then, Henri, I must make the best of it. She 
is but a woman, and at my return I hope to see you more 
joyous than myself. a 
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“ Yes, yes, my good brother, I shall be cured—I shall be 
happy, thanks. to your friendship, which is my most pre- 
cious possession.” 

“ After your love.” 

“ Before my life.” 

Joyeuse, much touched, interrupted him. 

“Let us go, brother,” said he. 

“Yes, brother, I follow you,” said Du Bouchage, sigh- 
ing. 

“ Yes, I understand; the last adieux to the window; but 
you have also one for me, brother.” 

Henri passed his arms round the neck of his brother, 
who leaned down to embrace him. 

“No!” cried he. “I will accompany you to the gates,” 
and with a last look toward the window, he followed his 
brother. 

Chicot continued to watch. Gradually every one dis- 
appeared, and the street was deserted. Then one of the 
windows of the opposite house was opened, and a man 
looked out. 

“There is no longer any one, madame,” said he; “ you 
may leave your hiding-place and go down to your own 
room,” and lighting a lamp, he gave it into a hand 
stretched out to receive it. 

Chicot looked earnestly, but as he caught sight of her 
pale but sublime face, he shuddered and sat down, entirely 
subjugated, in his turn, by the melancholy influence of the 
house. 


CHAPTER XVII. 
CHICOT’S PURSE. 


Cutcor passed the remainder of the night dreaming in 
his armchair, for the face of that woman brought before 
him a number of illustrious shades connected with many 
happy or terrible souvenirs, and he who had regretted his 
sleep on first arriving, now thought no more of it. 

When morning dawned he got up, threw a cloak over his 
shoulders, and with the firmness of a sage, examined the 
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bottom of his purse and his shoes. Chicot, a man of lively 
imagination, had made in the principal beam which ran 
through his house a cavity, a foot and a half long and six 
inches wide, which he used as a strong box, to contain 
1,000 crowns in gold. He had made the following calcula- 
tion: “I spend the twentieth part of one of these crowns 
every day; therefore I have enough to last me for 20,000 
days. I cannot live so long as that, but I may live half as 
long, and as I grow older my wants and expenses will in- 
crease, and this will give me twenty-five or thirty good years 
to live, and that is enough.” He was therefore tranquil as 
to the future. 

This morning on opening his store, “ Ventre de biche! ” 
he cried, “ times are hard, and I need not be delicate with 
Henri. This money did not come from him, but from an 
old uncle. If it were still night, I would go and get 100 
crowns from the king; but now I have no resource but in 
myself or in Gorenflot.” 

This idea of drawing money from Gorenflot made him 
smile. “It would be odd,” thought he, “if Gorenflot 
should refuse 100 crowns to the friend through whom he 
was appointed prior to the Jacobins. But this letter of 
the king’s. I must go and fetch it. But these Joyeuses 
are in truth capable of burning my house down some 
night, to attract the lady to her window; and my 1,000 
crowns! really, I think it would be better to hide them in 
the ground. However, if they burn my house the king 
shall pay me for it.” 

Thus reassured he left the house, and at that moment 
saw at the window of the opposite house the servant of the 
unknown lady. This man, as we have said, was com- 
pletely disfigured by a scar extending from the left tem- 
ple to the cheek ; but although bald and with a gray beard, 
he had a quick, active appearance, and a fresh and young- 
looking complexion. On seeing Chicot, he drew his hood 
ve his head, and was going in, but Chicot called out to 

im: 

“Neighbor! the noise here last night quite disgusted me, 
and I am going for some weeks to my farm; will you be 
so obliging as to look after my house a little?” 
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* Willingly, monsieur.” 

“And if you see robbers? ” 

“ Be easy, monsieur, I have a good arquebuse.” 

“T have still one more favor to ask.” 

“What is it?” 

“JT hardly like to call it out.” 

“TI will come down to you.” 

He came down accordingly, with his hood drawn closely 
round his face, saying, as a sort of apology, “It is very 
cold this morning.” 

“Yes,” said Chicot, “there is a bitter wind. Well, 
monsieur, I am going away.” 

“You told me that before!” 

“Yes, I know; but I leave a good deal of money be- 
hind me.” 

“So much the worse; why not take it with you?” 

“1 -cannot; but I leave it well hidden—so well, that 
I have nothing to fear but fire. If that should happen, 
will you try and look after that great beam you see on the 
right ?” 

“ Really, monsieur, you embarrass me. This confidence 
would have been far better made to a friend than to a 
stranger of whom you know nothing.” 

“Tt is true, monsieur, that I do not know you; but I 
believe in faces, and I think yours that of an honest man.’ 

‘Bit. monsieur, it is possible that this music may annoy 
my mistress also, and then she might move.” 

“Well, that cannot be helped, and I must take my 
chance.” 

“Thanks, monsieur, for your confidence in a poor un- 
known; I will try to be worthy of it;’ and bowing, he 
went into the house. 

Chicot murmured to himself, “ Poor young man, what a 
wreck, and I have seen him so gay and so handsome.” 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 
THE PRIORY OF THE JACOBINS. 


THE priory which the king had bestowed upon Gorenflot 
was situated near the Porte St. Antoine. This was at 
that time a very favorite quarter, for the king frequently 
visited the Chateau of Vincennes, and different noblemen 
had built charming residences in its neighborhood. 

The priory was built on four sides of an immense court, 
planted with trees; it had a kitchen-garden behind, and a 
number of out-houses, which made it look like a small 
village. Two hundred monks occupied the dormitories 
situated at the end of the courtyard, while in the front, 
four large windows, with a balcony before them, gave to 
these apartments air and light. 

It was maintained on its own resources and depend- 
ences; its pasture land fed a troop of fifty oxen and 
ninety-nine sheep, for by some traditional law, no religious 
order was allowed to possess one hundred of anything, while 
certain outbuildings sheltered ninety-nine pigs of a par- 
ticular breed, which were most carefully reared and fai- 
tened. The espaliers of the priory, which were exposed to 
the midday sun, furnished peaches, apricots, and grapes, 
while preserves of these fruits were skilfully made by a cer- 
tain Brother Eusebius, who was the architect of the fa- 
mous rock constructed of sweetmeats which had been pre- 
sented to the two queens by the Hétel de Ville of Paris at 
the last state banquet which had taken place there. 

In the interior of this paradise for gourmands and slug- 
gards, in a sumptuous apartment, we shall find Gorenflot, 
ornamented with an additional chin, and characterized 
by that sort of venerable gravity which the constant habit 
of repose and good living gives to the most vulgar faces. 
Half-past seven in the morning had just struck. ‘The 
prior had profited by the rule which gave to him an hour’s 
more sleep than to the other monks, and now, although he 
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hy. risen, he was quietly continuing his sleep in a large 
amnehair as soft as eider-down. The furniture of the 
room was more mundane than religious; a carved table, 
covered with a rich cloth, books of religious gallantry— 
that singular mixture of love and devotion, which we only 
meet with at that epoch of art—expensive vases, and cur- 
tains of rich damask, were some of the luxuries of whic’: 
Dom Modeste Gorenflot had become possessed by the grace 
of God, of the king, and of Chicot. 

Gorenflot slept, as we have said, in his chair, when the 
door opened softly, and two men entered. The first was 
about thirty-five years of age, thin and pale, and with a 
look which commanded, even before he spoke; lightnings 
seemed to dart from his eyes when they were open, al- 
through the expression was generally softened by a careful 
lowering of the white eyelids. This was Brother Bor- 
romée, who had been for the last three weeks treasurer of 
the convent. The other was a young man about seven- 
teen or eighteen, with piercing black eyes, a bold look, and 
whose turned up sleeves displayed two strong arms quick 
in gesticulation. 

“The prior sleeps still, Father Borromée,” said he; 
“shall we wake him?” 

“On no account, Brother Jacques.” 

“ Really, it is a pity to have a prior who sleeps so long, 
for we might have tried the arms this morning. Did you 
notice what beautiful cuirasses and arquebuses there wee 
among them?” 

*¢ Silence! brother; you will be heard.” 

“How unlucky,” cried the young man, impatiently, 
stamping his feet, “it is so fine to-day, and the court is so 
dry.” 

“We must wait, my child,’ replied Borromée, with a 
submission his glance belied. 

“But why do you not order them to distribute the 
arms?” : 

“*T, order!” 

“Yes, you.” 

“ You know that I am not the master here; there is the 
master.” 
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“Yes, asleep, when every one else is awake,” replied 
Jacques, impatiently. 

“Let us respect his sleep,’ 
a chair, however, as he spoke. 

At the sound, Gorenflot looked up and said, sleepily, 
“who is there?” 

“Pardon us,” said Borromée, “if we interrupt your 
- pious meditations, but I have come to take your orders.” 

“ Ah! good morning, Brother Borromée ; what orders do 
you want?” 

“ About the arms.” 

“ What arms?” 

“Those which your reverence ordered to be brought 
here.” 

“T, and when?” 

“ About a week ago.” 

“T ordered arms?” 

“Without doubt,” replied Borromée, firmly. 

“And what for?” 

“Your reverence said to me, ‘ Brother Borromée, it 
would be wise to procure arms for the use of the brethren ; 
gymnastic exercises develop the bodily forces, as pious 
exhortations do those of the soul.’ ” 

Sab ead hater = 

“Yes, reverend prior; and I, an unworthy but obedient 
brother, "hastened to obey.” 

“Tt is strange, but I remember nothing about it.” 

“You even added this text, ‘ Militat spiritu, militat 
gladio.’ ” 

“ What!” cried Gorenflot, “ I added that text! ” 

“T have a faithful memory,” said Borromée, lowering 
his eyes. 

“Well, if I said so, of course I had my reasons for it. 
Indeed, that has always been my opinion.’ 

es Then I will finish executing your orders, ravahent 
prior,” said Borromée, retiring with J acques. 

“ Go,” said Gorenflot, majestically. 

“Ah!” said Borromée, “I had forgotten; there is a 
friend in the parlor who asks to see your reverence.” 

* What is his name? ” 


> 


said Borromée, overturning 
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““M. Robert Briquet.” 

“Oh! he is not a friend; only an acquaintance.’ 
“'Then your reverence will not see him?” 
“Oh, yes! let him come up; he amuses me.” 


> 


CHAPTER XIX. 
THE TWO FRIENDS. 


WueEn Chicot entered, the prior did not rise, but merely 
bent his head. 

“Good morning,” said Chicot. 

“ Ah! there you are; you appear to have come to life 
again.” 

“Did you think me dead?” 

* Diable! I never saw you.” 

“T was busy.” 

ce Ah ! ” 

Chicot knew that before being warmed by two or three 
bottles of old Burgundy, Gorenflot was sparing of his 
words ; and so, considering the time of the morning, it was 
probable that he was still fasting, Chicot sat down to wait. 

“ Will you breakfast with me, M. Briquet?” asked Gor- 
enflot. 

“ Perhaps.” 

“You must not be angry with me, if it has become im- 
possible for me to give you as much time as I could 
wish.” 

“ And who the devil asked you for your time? I did not 
even ask you for breakfast ; you offered it.” 

“ Certainly I offered it; but ss 

“But you thought I should not accept.” 

“Oh! no, is that my habit?” 

“ Ah! a superior man like you can adopt any habits, M. 
le Prior.” 

Gorenflot looked at Chicot; he could not tell whether he 
was laughing at him or speaking seriously. Chicot rose. 

“Why do you rise, M. Briquet ?” asked Gorenflot. 

* Because I am going away.” 
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“ And why are you going away, when you said you would 
breakfast with me?” 

“T did not say I would; I said, perhaps.” 

“ You are angry.” 

Chicot laughed. “I angry!” said he, “at what? Be 
cause you are impudent, ignorant, and rude? Oh! my 
dear monsieur, I have known you too long to be angry at 
these little imperfections.” 

Gorenflot remained stupefied. 

“ Adieu,” said Chicot. 

“Oh! do not go.” 

“ My journey will not wait.” 

“You travel?” 

“J have a mission.” 

“From whom?” 

“ From the king.” 

“A mission from the king! then you have seen him 
again?” 

“ Certainly.” 

““ And how did he receive you?” 

“ With enthusiasm; he has a memory, king as he is.” 

“A mission from the king!” stammered Gorenflot. 

“ Adieu,” repeated Chicot. 

Gorenflot rose, and seized him by the hand. “Come! let 
us explain ourselves,” said he. 

“On what?” 

“On your susceptibility to-day.” 

“1! Iam the same to-day as on all other days.” 

ce No.” 

“A simple mirror of the people I am with. You laugh, 
and I laugh; you are rude, so am I.” 

“Well! I confess I was preoccupied.” 

* Really ! ” 

“Can you not be indulgent to a man who has so much 
work on his shoulders! Governing this priory is like 
governing a province: remember, I command two hundred 
men.” 

“ Ah! it is too much indeed for a servant of God.” 

“ Ah! you are ironical, M. Briquet. Have you lost all 
your Christian charity? I think you are envious, really.” 
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* Envious! of whom? ” . 

“Why, you say to yourself, Dom’ Modeste Gorenflot is 
rising—he is on the ascending scale.” 

“While I am on the descending one, I suppose? ” 

“Tt is the fault of your false position, M. Briquet.”’ 

““M. Gorenflot, do you remember the text, ‘He who 
humbles himself, shall be exalted ’?” 

** Nonsense!” cried Gorenflot. 

“* Ah! now he doubts the holy writ; the heretic! ” 

“ Heretic, indeed! But what do you mean, M. Bri- 
quet ?” 

“ Nothing, but that I set out on a journey, and that 1 
have come to make you my adieux; so, good-by.” 

“You shall not leave me thus.” 

“T must.” 

“A friend?” 

“Tn grandeur one has no friends.” 

“ Chicot !” 

“Tam no longer Chicot; you reproached me with my 
false position just now.” 

“ But you must not go without eating; it is not whole- 
some.” 

“Oh! you live too badly here.” 

“ Badly, here!”? murmured the prior, in astonishment. 

*T think so.” 

“You had to complain of your last dinner here?” 

“JT should think so.” 

“ Diable! and of what?” 

“The pork cutlets were burned.” 

ce Oh ! 9 

“The stuffed ears did not crack under your teeth.” 

“ce Ah ! ” 

“The capon was soft.” 

“ Good heavens! ” 

“The soup was greasy.” 

¥ Misericorde! ” 

“ And then you have no time to give me.” 

se I ! ”? 

“ You said so, did you not? It only remains for you to 
become a liar.” 
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“Oh! I can put off my business; it was only a lady whe 
asks me to see her.” 

“ See her, then.” 

“No, no! dear M. Chicot, although she has sent me a 
hundred bottles of Sicilian wine.” 

“ A hundred bottles! ” 

“T will not receive her, although she is probably some 
great lady. I will receive only you.” 

* You will do this?” 

“To breakfast with you, dear M. Chicot—to repair my 
wrongs toward you.” 

“ Which came from your pride.” 

“T will humble myself.” 

“ From your idleness.” 

“ Well! from to-morrow I will join my monks in their 
exercises.” 

““ What exercises? ” 

“ Of arms.” 

“ Arms!” 

“Yes; but it will be fatiguing to command.” 

* Who had this idea? ” 

“T, it seems.” 

* You! impossible! ” 

“No. I gave the order to Brother Borromée.” 

* Who is he? ” 

“The new treasurer.” 

“Where does he come from? ” 

“M. le Cardinal de Guise recommended him.” 

* In person ? ” 

“No, by letter.” 

“ And it is with him you decided on this?” 

“ Yes, my friend.” 

“That is to say, he proposed it and you agreed.” 

“No, my dear M. Chicot ; the idea was entirely mine.” 

“ And for what end?” 

“To arm them.” 

“Oh! pride, pride! Confess that the idea was his.” 

“Oh! I do not know. And yet it must have been mine, 
for it seems that I pronounced a very good Latin text on 
the occasion.’ 


. 
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F°You! Latin! Do you remember it?” 

* Militat spiritu if 

“ Militat gladio.” 

“Yes, yes; that was it.” 

“Well, you have excused yourself so well that I pardon 
you. You are still my true friend.” 

Gorenflot wiped away a tear. 

“ Now let us breakfast, and I promise to be indulgent.” 

“Tisten! I will tell the cook that if the fare be not 
regal, he shall be placed in confinement; and we will try 
some of the wine of my penitent.” 

“T shall aid you with my judgment.” 


CHAPTER XxX. 
THE BREAKFAST. 


GORENFLOoT was not long in giving his orders. The 
cook was summoned. 

“Brother Eusebius,” said Gorenflot, in a severe voice, 
“listen to what my friend M. Briquet is about to tell you. 
It seems that you are negligent, and I hear of grave faults 
in your last soup, and a fatal mistake in the cooking of 
your ears. Take care, brother, take care ; a single step in a 
wrong direction may be irremediable.” 

‘The monk grew red and pale by turns, and stammered 
out an excuse. 

“Enough,” said Gorenflot, “what can we have for 
breakfast to-day ? ” 

“ Eggs fried with cock’s combs.” 

oa tier? <? 

“ Mushreoms.” 

“Well?” 

“ Crabs cooked with Madeira.” 

“ Those are all trifles; tell us of something solid.” 

“ A ham, boiled with pistachios.” 

Chicot looked contemptuous. 

“Pardon!” cried Eusebius, “it is cooked in sherry 
wine.” 
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Gorenflot hazarded an approving glance toward Chicot, 

“ Good! is it not, M. Briquet?” said he. 

Chicot made a gesture of half-satisfaction. 

“ And what have you beside? ” 

“You can have some eels.” 

“ Oh! we will dispense with the eels,” said Chicot. 

“T think, M. Briquet,”’ replied the cook, “that you 
would regret it if you had not tasted my eels.” 

“ What! are they rarities? ” 

“J nourish them in a particular manner.” 

“Oh old 22 

“Yes,” added Gorenflot; “it appears that the Romans 
or the Greeks—I forget which—ncurished their lampreys 
as Eusebius doe: his eels. He read of it in an old author 
called Suetonius.” 

“Yes, monsieur, I mince the intestines and livers of 
fowls and game with a little pork, and make a kind of 
sausage meat, which I throw to my eels, and they are kept 
in soft water, often renewed, in which they become large 
and fat. The one which I shall offer you to-day weighs 
nine pounds.” 

“Tt must be a serpent!” said Chicot. 

“Tt swallowed a chicken at a meal.” 

“ And how will it be dressed ? ” 

“Skinned and fried in anchovy paste, and done with 
bread crumbs; and I shall have the honor of serving it up 
with a sauce flavored with garlic and allspice, lemons and 
mustard.” 

“ Perfect!” cried Chicot. 

Brother Eusebius breathed again. 

“Then we shall want sweets,” said Gorenflot. 

“T will invent something that shall please you.” 

“Well, then, I trust to you; be worthy of my confi- 
dence.” . 

Eusebius bowed and retired. Ten minutes after, they 
sat down, and the program was faithfully carried out. 
They began like famished men, drank Rhine wine, Bur- 
gundy, and Hermitage, and then attacked that of the fair 
lady. 

* What do you think of it?” asked Gorenflot. 
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Good, but light. What is your fair petitioner’s 
name? ” 

“1 do not know; she sent an ambassador.” 

They ate as long as they could, and then sat drinking 
and talking, when suddenly a great noise was heard. 

“ What is that? ” asked Chicot. 

“Tt is the exercise which commences.” 

“Without the chief? Your soldiers are badly dis- 
ciplined, I fear.” 

* Without me! never!” cried Gorenflot, who had be- 
come excited with wine. “ That cannot be, since it is I 
who comm ind—I who instruct—and stay, here is Brother 
Borromée, who comes to take my orders.” 

Indeed, as he spoke, Borromée entered, throwing on 
Chicot a sharp and oblique glance. 

“Reverend prior,” said he, “ we only wait for you to ex- 
amine the arms and cuirasses.” 

“ Cuirasses!” thought Chicot, “I must see this,” and he 
rose quietly. 

“You will be present at our maneuvers?” said Goren- 
flot, rising in his turn, like a block of marble on legs. 
“Your arm, my, friend; you shall see some good instruc- 
tion.” 


CHAP THRa cx, 
BROTHER BORROMES. 


WHEN Chicot, sustaining the reverend prior, arrived in 
the courtyard, he found there two bands of one hundred 
men each, waiting for their commander. About fifty 
among the strongest and most zealous had helmets on 
their heads and long swords hanging to belts from their 
waists. Others displayed with pride bucklers, on which 
they loved to rattle an iron gantlet. 

Brother Borromée took a helmet from the hands of a 
novice, and placed it on his head. While he did so, 
Chicot looked at it and smiled. 

“You have a handsome helmet there, Brother Bor- 
romée,” said he; “ where did you buy it, my dear prior?” 
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Gorenflot could not reply, for at that moment they were 
fastening a magnificent cuirass upon him, which, although 
spacious enough to have covered Hercules Farnese, con- 
strained wofully the undulations of the flesh of the worthy 
prior, who was crying: 

“ Not so tight! I shall stifle; stop!” 

But Borromée replied, “ It made part of a lot of armor 

that the reverend prior bought yesterday to arm the con- 
vent.” 

“1!” said Gorenflot. 

“Yes; do you not remember that they brought several 
cuirasses and casques here, according to your reverence’s 
orders?” 

“Tt is true,” said Gorenfiot. 

“Ventre de biche!” thought Chicot; “my helmet is 
much attached to me, for, after having taken it myself to 
the Hotel Guise, it comes here to meet me again.” 

At a sign from Borromée, the monks now formed into 
lines, while Chicot sat down on a bench to look on. 

Gorenflot stood up. “ Attention,” whispered Borromée 
to him. 

Gorenflot drew a gigantic sword from the scabbard, and 
waving it in the air, cried in the voice of a stentor, “ At- 
tention ! ” 

“Your reverence will fatigue yourself, perhaps, in giv- 
ing the orders,” said Borromée, softly; “if it please you 
to spare your precious health, I will command to-day.” 

“T should wish it, I am stifling.” 

Borromée bowed and placed himself at the head of the 
troop. 

“What a complaisant servant,” said Chicot. 

“He is charming, I told you so.” 

“T am sure he does the same for you every day.” 

“Oh! every day. He is as submissive asa slave.” 

“So that you have really nothing to do here—Brother 
Borromée acts for you?” 

“Oh! mon Dieu, yes.” 

It was wonderful to see Borromée with his arms in his 
hands, his eye dilated, and his vigorous arm wielding his 
sword in so skilful a manner that one would have thought 
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him a trained soldier. Each time that Borromée gave an 
order, Gorenflot repeated it, adding: 

* Brother Borromée is right; but I told you all that 
yesterday. Pass the pike from one hand to the other! 
Raise it to the level of the eye!” 

“ You are a skilful instructor,” said Chicot. 

“ Yes, I understand it well.” 

* And Borromée an apt pupil.” 

“ Oh, yes! he is very intelligent.” 

While the monks went through their exercises, Gorenflot 
said, “ You shall see my little Jacques.” 

“Who is Jacques? ” 

“A nice lad, calm-looking, but strong, and quick as 
lightning. Look, there he is with a musket in his hand, 
about to fire.” 

“ And he fires well.” 

“ That he does.” 

“ But stay 

“Do you know him?” 

“No; I thought I did, but I was wrong.’ 

While they spoke, Jacques loaded a rhe musket, and 
placing himself at one hundred yards from the mark, 
fired, and the ball lodged in the center, amidst the ap- 
plause of the monks. 

“That was well done!” cried Chicot. 

“Thank you, monsieur,’ said Jacques, whose cheeks 
colored with pleasure. 

“ You manage your arms well,” added Chicot. 

“T study, monsieur.” 

“But he is best at the sword,” said Gorenflot; “ those 
who understand it, say so, and he is practising from morn- 
ing till night.” 

“ Ah! let us see,” said Chicot. 

“No one here, except perhaps myself, is capable of fenc- 
ing with him; but will you try him yourself, monsieur? ” 
said Borromée. 

“Tam but a poor bourgeois,” said Chicot ; “formerly I 
have used my sword like others, but now my legs tremble 
and my arm is weak.” 

“ But you practise still?” 
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“A little,” replied Chicot, with a smile. 

“ However, you, Brother Borromée, who are all muscle 
and tendon, give a lesson to Brother Jacques, I beg, if the 
prior will permit it.” 

“T shall be delighted,” cried Gorenflot. 

The two combatants prepared for the trial. Borromét 
had the advantage in height and experience. The blood 
mounted to the cheeks of Jacques and animated them with 
a feverish color. Borromée gradually dropped all appear- 
ance of a monk, and was completely the maitre d’armes: 
he accompanied each thrust with a counsel or a reproach, 
but often the vigor and quickness of Jacques triumphed 
over the skill of his teacher, who was several times touched. 

When they paused, Chicot said, “Jacques touched six 
times and Borromée nine; that is well for the scholar, but 
not so well for the master.” 

The flash of Borromée’s eyes showed Chicot that he was 
proud. 

“Monsieur,” replied he, in a tone which he endeavored 
to render calm, “the exercise of arms is a difficult one, 
especially for poor monks.” 

“ Nevertheless,” said Chicot, “the master ought to be at 
least half as good again as his pupil, and if Jacques were 
calmer, I am certain he would fence as well as you.” 

*““T do not think so,” replied Borromée, biting his lips 
with anger. 

“Well! I am sure of it.” 

“M. Briquet, who is so clever, had better try Jacques 
himself,” replied Borromée, in a bitter tone. 

Ob PP amrond.* 

* Yes, but learned.” 

“ Ah! you mock,” thought Chicot,“ but wait.’? Then he 
said, “I am certain, however, that Brother Borromée, like 
a wise master, often lets Jacques touch him out of com- 
plaisance.” ; 

“ Ah!” cried Jacques, frowning in his turn. 

“No,” replied Borromée, “TI love Jacques, certainly, 
but I do not spoil him in that manner, But try yourself, 
M. Briquet.” 

Oh, nos” 
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* Come, only one pass.” 

“Try,” said Gorenflot. 

“T will not hurt you, monsieur,” said Jacques, “I have 
a very light hand.” 

“ Dear child,” murmured Chicot, with a strange glance. 
“Well!” said he, “ since every one wishes it, I will try,” 
and he rose slowly, and prepared himself with about the 
agility of a tortoise. 


CHAPTER XXII. 
THE LESSON. 


FENCING was not at that time the science that it is now. 
The swords, sharp on each side, made them strike as often 
with the edge as with the point; besides, the left hand, 
armed with a dagger, was at the same time offensive and 
defensive, and hence resulted a number of sight wounds, 
which, in a real combat, kept up a continual excitement. 
Fencing, then in its infancy, consisted in a crowd of evolu- 
tions, in which the actor moved continually, and which, on 
a ground chosen by chance, might be continually impeded 
by its nature. 

It was common to see the fencer throw himself forward, 
draw back again, or jump to the right or left, so that agil- 
ity, not only of the hand, but of the whole body, was neces- 
sary. Chicot did not appear to have learned in this school, 
but seemed to have forestalled the modern style, of which 
the superiority and grace is in the agility of the hands and 
immovability of the body. He stood erect and firm, with a 
wrist at once strong and supple, and with a sword which 
seemed a flexible reed from the point to the middle of the 
blade, and an inflexible steel from thence to the guard. 

At the very first commencement, Jacques, seeing before 
him this man of bronze, whose wrist alone seemed alive, 
gave some impatient passes, which merely made Chicot ex- 
tend his arm, and at every opening left by the young man, 
strike him full on the chest. Jacques, red with anger and 
emulation as this was repeated, bounded back, and for ten 
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minutes displayed all the resources of his wonderful agil- 
ity—he flew like a tiger, twisted like a serpent, and 
bounded from right to left; but Chicot, with his calm air 
and his long arm, seized his time, and putting aside his 
adversary’s sword, still sent his own to the same place, 
while Borromée grew pale with anger. At last, Jacques 
rushed a last time on Chicot, who, parrying his thrust with 
_ force, threw the poor fellow off his equilibrium, and he 
fell, while Chicot himself remained firm as a rock. 

“ You did not tell us you were a pillar,” said Borromée, 
biting his nails with vexation. 

“JT, a poor bourgeois!” said Chicot. 

“ But, monsieur, to manage a sword as you do, you must 
have practised enormously.” 

“Oh! mon Dieu! yes, monsieur, I have often held the 
sword, and have always found one thing.” 

“ What is that?” 

“That for him who holds it, pride is a bad counselor 
and anger a bad assistant. Now, listen, Jacques,” added 
he: “you have a good wrist, but neither legs nor head; 
you are quick, but you do not reason. There are three es- 
sential things in arms—first the head, then the hands and 
legs: with the one you can defend yourself, with the others 
you may conquer, but with all three you can always con- 
quer.” 

“ Ah! monsieur,” said Jacques, “ try Brother Borromée ; 
I should like to see it.” 

“No,” said the treasurer; “I should be beaten, and 1 
would rather confess it than prove it.” 

“ How modest and amiable he is! ” said Gorenflot. 

“On the contrary,” whispered Chicot, “he is stupid 
with vanity. At his age I would have given anything for 
such a lesson,” and he sat down again. 

Jacques approached him, and admiration trigmplue 
over the shame of defeat : 

“Will you give me some lessons, M. Briquet? ” said he; 
“the prior will permit it, will you not, your reverence ? » 

“With pleasure, my child.” 

“TJ do not wish to interfere with your master? said Chi- 
cot, bowing to Borromée, 
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“Oh! I am not his only master,” said he. “ Neither all 
the honor nor the defeat are wholly due to me.” 

“Who is the other, then?” 

“Oh! no one!” cried Borromée, fearing he had com- 
mitted an imprudence. 

“Who is he, Jacques? ” asked Chicot. 

““T remember,” said Gorenflot; “ he is a little fat man 
who comes here sometimes and drinks well.” 

“T forget his name,” said Borromée. 

“T know it,” said a monk who was standing by. “It is 
Bussy Leclerc.” 

“ Ah! a good sword,” said Chicot. 

Jacques reiterated his request. 

“JT cannot teach you,” said Chicot. “I taught myself 
by reflection and practise; and I advise you to do the 
same.” 

Gorenflot and Chicot now returned to the house. 

“T hope,” said Gorenflot, with pride, “that this is a 
house worth something, and well-managed.” 

“Wonderful! my friend; and when I return from my 
mission ‘4 

“Ah! true, dear M. Chicot; let us speak of your mis- 
sion.” 

“So much the more willingly, that I have a message to 
send to the king before I go.” 

“™o the king, my dear friend! You correspond with 
the king?” 

Directly.” 

*“ And you want a messenger ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“Will you have one of our monks? It would be an 
honor to the priory.” 

“ Willingly.” 

“Then you are restored to favor?” 

* More than ever.” 

“Then,” said Gorenflot, “ you can tell the king all that 
we are doing here in his favor.” 

“T shall not fail to do so.” 

*¢ Ah! my dear Chicot,” cried Gorenflpt, who already be- 
lieved himself a bishop. 
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“ But first I have two requests to make.” 

“ Speak.” 

“ First, money, which the king will restore to you.” 

“Money! I have my coffers full.” 

“Ma foi! you are lucky.” 

“ Will you have 1,000 crowns? ” 

“No, that is far too much; I am modest in my tastes, 
humble in my desires, and my title of ambassador does not 
make me proud; therefore 100 crowns will suffice.” 

“‘ Here they are;-and the second thing?” 

“An attendant.” 

“ An attendant!” 

“ Yes, to accompany me; I love society.” 

“ Ah! my friend, if I were but free, as formerly.” 

“ But you are not.” 

“ Greatness enslaves me,” murmured Gorenflot. 

“ Alas!” said Chicot, “one cannot do everything at 
once. But not being able to have your honorable com- 
pany, my dear prior, I will content myself with that of 
little Jacques ; he pleases me.” 

“You are right, Chicot, he is a rare lad.” 

“Tam going to take him 250 leagues, if you will permit 
it.” 

“He is yours, my friend.” 

The prior struck a bell, and when the servant appeared 
said, “ Let Brother Jacques come here, and also our mes- 
senger.”” ; 

Ten minutes after both appeared at the door. 

“ Jacques,” said Gorenflot, “I give you a special mis- 
sion.” 

“Me!” cried the young man, astonished. 

“Yes, you are to accompany M. Robert Briquet on a 
long journey.” 

“Oh!” cried he, enthusiastically, “that will be delight- 
ful. We shall fight every day—shall we not, monsieur? ” 

“Yes, my child.” 

“And I may take my arquebuse? ” 

“ Certainly.” 

Jacques bounded joyfully from the room 
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“As to the message, I beg you to give your orders. 
Advance, Brother Panurge.” 


CHAPTER XXIII. 
THE PENITENT. 


, PANuRGE advanced. He looked intelligent, but like a 
Ox. 

“Do you know the Louvre?” said Chicot. 

“Yes, monsieur.” 

“ And in the Louvre a certain Henri de Valois?” 

“ The king? ” 

“People generally call him so.” 

“Ts it to him that I am to go?” 

“ Just so. You will ask to speak to him.” 

* Will they let me?” 

“Yes, till you come to his valet de chambre. Your 
frock is a passport, for the king is very religious.” 

“ And what shall I say to the valet de chambre? ” 

“ Say you are sent by the shade.” 

“ What shade?” 

“ Curiosity is a vice, my brother.” 

“ Pardon! ” 

“ Say then that you want the letter.” 

“What letter?” 

“ Again!” 

“ Ah! true.” 

“You will add that the shade will wait for it, going 
slowly along the road to Charenton.” 

“Tt is on that road, then, that I am to join you? ” 

“ Exactly.” 

As Panurge went out, Chicot thought he saw some one 
listening at the door, but could not be sure. He fancied 
it was Borromée. 

“ Where do you go?” asked Gorenflot. 

“ Toward Spain.” 

“ How do you travel?” 

“Oh! anyhow; on foot, on howseback, in a carriage— 
just as it happens.” 
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“ Jacques will be good company for you.” 

“Thanks, my good friend, I have now, I think, only te 
make my adieux.”” 

“ Adieu; I will give you my benediction.” 

“Bah! it is useless between us.’ 

“You are right; but it does for strangers, 
embraced. 

“ Jacques! ” called the prior, “ Jacques!” 

Borromée appeared. 

“ Brother Jacques,” repeated the prior. 

“ Jacques is gone.” 

“ What! gone,” cried Chicot. 

“Did you not wish some one tc go to the Louvre?” 

“Yes; but it was Panurge.” 

“Oh! stupid that I am,” cried Borromée, “I under- 
stood it to be Jacques.” 

Chicot frowned, but Borromée appeared so sorry that it 
was impossible to say much. 

*T will wait, then,” said he, “ till Jacques returns.” 

Borromée bowed, frowning in his turn. “ Apropos,” 
said he, “I forgot to announce to your reverence that the 
unknown lady has arrived and desires to speak to you.” 

“Ts she alone? ” asked Gorenflot. 

“No; she has a squire with her.” 

“Ts she young? ” 

Borromée lowered his eyes. “ She seems so,” said he. 

“T will leave you,” said Chicot, “and wait in a neigh- 
boring room.” 

“Tt is far from here to the Louvre, monsieur, and 
Jacques may be long, or they may hesitate to confide an 
important letter to a child.” 

“ You make these reflections rather late,” replied Chicot, 
“however, I will go on the road to Charenton and you can 
send him after me.” And he turned to the staircase. 

“Not that way, if you please,’ said Borromée, “the 
lady is coming up, and she does not wish to meet any 
one.’ 

“You are right,” said Chicot, smiling, “I will take the 
little staircase.” 

“Do you know the way?” 
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“ Perfectly.” And Chicot went out through a cabinet 
which led to another room, from which led the secret stair- 
ease. The room was full of armor, swords, muskets, and 
pistols. 

“They hide Jacques from me,” thought Chicot, “ and 
they hide the lady, therefore of course I ought to do ex- 
actly the opposite of what they want me to do. I will wait 
for the return of Jacques, and I will watch the mysterious 
lady. Oh! here is a fine shirt of mail thrown into a 
corner; it is much too small for the prior, and would fit 
me admirably. I will borrow it from Gorenflot, and give 
it to him again, when IJ return.” And he quietly put it 
on under his doublet. He had just finished when Bor- 
romée entered. 

Chicot pretended to be admiring the arms. 

“Ts monsieur seeking some arms to suit him?” asked 
Borromée. 

“T!mon Dieu! what do I want with arms?” 

“You use them so well.” 

“Theory, all theory; I may use my arms well, but the 
heart of a soldier is always wanting in a poor bourgeois 
like me. But time passes, and Jacques cannot be long; 
I will go and wait for him at the Croix Faubin.” 

“ T think that will be best.” 

“Then you will tell him as soon as he comes? ” 

ce Wess. 

“ And send him after me?” 

“T will not fail.” 

“Thanks, Brother Borromée ; I am enchanted to have 
made your acquaintance.” 

He went out by the little staircase, and Borromée locked 
the door behind him. 

“TY must see the lady,” thought Chicot. 

He went out of the priory and went on the road he had 
named; then, when out of sight, he turned back, crept 
along a ditch and gained, unseen, a thick hedge which ex- 
tended before the priory. Here he waited to see Jacques 
return or the lady go out, 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 
THE AMBUSH. 


Cuicot made a slight opening through the hedge, that 
he might see those who came and went. The road was 
almost deserted as far as he could see; there was no one 
but a man poorly clothed measuring the ground with a 
long, pointed stick. Chicot had nothing to do, and there- 
fore was preparing to watch this man, when a more im- 
portant object attracted his attention. 

The window of Gorenflot’s room opened with folding- 
doors on to a balcony, and Chicot saw them open, and 
Gorenflot come out, with his most gallant manner and win- 
ning smile, leading a lady almost hidden under a mantle 
of velvet and fur. 

“Oh!” thought Chicot, “here is the penitent. She 
looks young; it is very odd, but I find resemblances in 
every one I see. And here comes the squire; as for him, 
there is no mistake; I know him, and if he be Mayneville, 
—yventre de biche!—why should not the lady be Madame 
de Montpensier? And, morbleu! that woman is the 
duchess ! ” 

After a moment, he saw the pale head of Borromée be- 
hind them. 

“What are they about?” thought Chicot; “does the 
duchess want to board with Gorenflot ? ” 

At this moment Chicot saw M. de Mayneville make a 
sign to some one outside. Chicot looked round, but there 
was no one to be seen but the man measuring. It was to 
him, however, that the sign was addressed, for he had 
ceased measuring, and was looking toward the balcony. 
Borromée began also to gesticulate behind Mayneville, in a 
manner unintelligible to Chicot, but apparently clear to 
this man, for he went further off, and stationed himself in 
another place, where he stopped at a fresh sign. Then he 
began to run quickly toward the gate of the priory, while 
M. de Mayneville held his watch in his hand. ° 
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“ Diable! ” said Chicot, “this is all very odd.” 

As the man passed him, he recognized Nicholas Poulain, 
the man to whom he had sold his armor the day before. 
Shortly after, they all reentered the room and shut the 
window, and then the duchess and her squire came out 
the priory and went toward the litter which waited for 
them. Gorenflot accompanied them to the door, exhaust- 
ing himself in bows and salutations. The curtains of the 
litter were still open, when a monk in whom Chicot recog- 
nized Jacques, advanced from the Porte St. Antoine, ap- 
proached, and looked earnestly into it. The duchess then 
went away, and Nicholas Poulain was following, when 
Chicot called out from his hiding-place,— 

“Come here, if you please.” 

Poulain started, and turned his head. 

“Do not seem to notice, M. Nicholas Poulain,” said 
Chicot. 

The heutenant started again. “ Who are you, and what 
do you want? ” asked he. 

“T am a friend, new, but intimate; what I want will 
take long to explain; come here to me.” 

“To you?” 

“Yes; here in the ditch.” 

Wat tor?” 

“ You shall know when you come.” 

6“ ipit———— 

“Come and sit down here, without appearing to notice 
me.” 

** Monsieur ! ” 

“Oh! M. Robert Briquet has the right to be exacting.” 

“Robert Briquet!” cried Poulain, doing as he was de- 
sired. 

“That is right; it seems you were taking measures in 
the road.” 

ce I ! ”? 

“Yes; there is nothing surprising that you should be a 
surveyor, especially as you acted under the eyes of such 
great people.” 

“ Great people! I do not understand.” 

“What! you did not know?” 


104 THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 


“ What do you mean? ” 

“ You did not know who that lady and gentleman on the 
balcony were?” 

“T declare # 

“Oh! how fortunate I am to be able to enlighten you. 
Only imagine, M. Poulain; you had for admirers Madame 
de Montpensier and M. de Mayneville. Do not go away. 
If a still more illustrious person—the king—saw 
"OU: 22. 

“ Ah! M. Briquet 

“ Never mind; I am only anxious for your good.” 

“ But what harm have I done to the king, or to you, or 
anybody ? ” 

“ Dear M. Poulain, my ideas may be wrong, but it seems 
to me that the king would not approve of his lieutenant of 
the Provostry acting as surveyor for M. de Mayneville; 
and that he might also take it ill that you should omit in 
your daily report the entrance of Madame de Montpensier 
and M. de Mayneville, yesterday, into his good city of 
Paris.” 

“M. Briquet, an omission is not an offense, and his 
majesty is too good 
“™M. Poulain, I see clearer than you, and I see——”’ 

What??? 

“A gallows.” 

“M. Briquet!” 

“ And more—a new cord, four soldiers at the four car- 
dinal points, a number of Parisians around, and a certain 
lieutenant of my acquaintance at the end of the cord.” 

Nicholas Poulain trembled so that he shook the hedge. 
“ Monsieur!” cried he, clasping his hands. 

“But I am your friend, dear M. Poulain, and I will give 
you a counsel.” 

“A counsel?” 

‘Vers and very easy to follow. Go at once, you under- 
stand, to 

“ Whom ? ” 

“Tet me think. To M. d’Epernon.” 

“MM. d’Epernon, the king’s friend ? ” 

“Take him aside, and tell him all about this.” 
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“This is folly.” 

“No, it is wisdom. It is clear that if I denounce you as 
the rman of the cuirasses and measures, they will hang you; 
but if, on the contrary, you disclose all, with a good grace, 
they will reward you. You do not appear convinced, how- 
ever. Well! that will give me the trouble of returning to 
the Louvre, but I do not mind doing that for you,” and he 
began to rise. 

“No, no; stay here, I will go.” 

“Good! But you understand, no subterfuges, or to- 
morrow I shall send a little note to the king, whose inti- 
mate friend I have the honor to be, so that if you are not 
hung till the day after to-morrow, you will only be hung 
the higher.” 

“TI will go; but you abuse: your position.” 

“Oh! M. Poulain, you were a traitor five minutes ago, 
and I make you the saviour of your country. Now, go 
quickly, for I am in a hurry. The Hotel d’Bpernon- 
not forget.” 

Nicholas Poulain ran off, with a despairing look. 

“Ah! it was time,” said Chicot, “for some one is leav- 
ing the priory. But it is not Jacques; that fellow is half 
as tall again.” 

Chicot then hastened to the Croix Faubin, where he had 
given the rendezvous. The monk, who was there to meet 
him, was a giant in height; his monk’s robe, hastily 
thrown on, did not hide his muscular limbs, and his face 
bore anything but a religious expression. His arms were 
as long as Chicot’s own, and he had a knife in his belt. 

As Chicot approached, he turned and said, “ Are you M. 
Robert Briquet ?” 

(<9 i am.” 

“Then I have a letter for you from the reverend prior.” 

Chicot took the letter, and read as follows: 

“ My dear friend, I have reflected since we parted; it is 
impossible for me to let the lamb confided to me go 
amongst the wolves of the world. I mean, you under- 
stand, our little Jacques, who has fulfilled your message 
to the king. Instead of him, who is too young, I send you 
a good and worthy brother of our order; his manners are 
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good, and his humor innocent, and I am sure you will like 
him. I send you my benediction. Adieu, dear friend.” 

“What fine writing,” said Chicot; “1 will wager it is 
the treasurer’s.” 

“Tt was Brother Borromée who wrote it,’ said the 
Goliath. 

“In that case you will return to the priory, my 
friend.” 

“ee I? 99 

“Yes; and tell his reverence that I have changed my 
mind, and intend to travel alone.” ' 

“What! you will not take me, monsieur?” said the 
man, with astonishment, mixed with menace. 

“No, my friend.” 

“ And why, if you please?” 

“ Because I must be economical, and you would eat too 
much.” 

“ Jacques eats as much as I do.” 

“Yes, but Jacques was a monk.” 

* And what am I?” 

“ You, my friend, are a gendarme, or a foot soldier.” 

“What do you mean? Do you not see my monk’s 
robe?” 

“The dress does not make the monk, my friend; tell 
Brother Borromée that, if you please.” 

The giant disappeared, grumbling, like a beaten hound. 


CHAPTER XXV. 
THE GUISES. 


Ow the evening of the same day on which Chicot set off 
for Navarre, we shall find again, in a large room at the 
H6tel Guise, the person who, disguised as a page, had en- 
tered Paris behind Carmainges, and who was also, as we 
know, the penitent of Gorenflot. On this occasion her sex 
was disclosed, and, elegantly dressed, with her hair glitter- 
ing with precious stones, she was waiting impatiently for 
some one. 
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At last a horse’s step was heard, and the usher almost 
immediately announced M. le Due de Mayenne. Madame 
de Montpensier ran to her brother so hastily, that she for- 
got to proceed on the point of the right foot, as was her 
habit, in order to conceal her lameness. 

“ Are you alone, brother?” asked she. 

“ Yes, my sister.” 

‘But Henri; where is Henri? Do you know that every 
one expects him here? ” 

“Henri has nothing to do here, and plenty to do in 
Flanders and Picardy. We have work to do there, and 
why should we leave it to come here, where our work is 
done? ” 

“But where it will be quickly undone, if you do not 
hasten.” 

ce Bah ! » 

“ Bah! if you like. I tell you the citizens will be put off 
no longer; they insist upon seeing their Duke Henri.” 

“They shall see him at the right time. And Sal- 
cede em 

“Ts dead.” 

“ Without speaking ? ” 

“ Without uttering a word.” 

“ Good! and the arming?” 

** Finished.” 

* And Paris? ” 

-“TJTs divided into sixteen quarters.” 

“ And each quarter has the chief pointed out? ” 

be Yes.” 

“Then let us live in peace, and so I shall say to our 
good bourgeoisie.” 

“They will not listen to you.” 

6¢ Bah ! 2) 

“T tell you they are furious.” 

“ My sister, you judge others by your own impatience. 
What Henri says must be done; and he says we are to re- 
main quiet.” 

“ What is to be done, then?” asked the duchess impa- 
tiently. 

* What do you wish to do?” 
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“ Firstly, to take the king.” 

“That is your fixed idea; I do not say it is bad, if it 
could be done, but think how often we have failed al- 
ready.” 

“ Times are changed, the king has no longer defenders.” 

“No; except the Swiss, Scotch, and French guards.” 

“My brother, when you wish it, I will show you the 
_ king on the road with only two lacqueys.” 

“T have heard that a hundred times, and never seen it 
once.” 

* You will see it if you stay here only three days.” 

“ Another project; tell me what it is.” 

“You will laugh at a woman’s idea.” 

At this moment, M. de Mayneville was announced. 
“ My accomplice,” said she: “let him enter.” 

“ One word, monseigneur,” said he to M. de Mayenne as 
he entered ; “ they suspect your arrival at the Louvre.” 

* How so?” 

“JT was conversing with the captain of the guard at St. 
Germain-l’Auxerrois, when two Gascons passe 

“Do you know them? ” 

“No; they were quite newly dressed. ‘Cap de 
Bious!’ said one, ‘ you have a magnificent doublet, but it 
will not render you so much service as your cuirass of yes- 
terday.’ ‘ Bah!’ said the other; ‘ however heavy the sword 
of M. de Mayenne may be, it will do no more harm to this 
satin than to my cuirass,’ and then he went on in a series 
of bravadoes, which showed that they knew you were 
near.” 

“ And to whom did these men belong? ” 

“T do not know; they talked so loudly, that some pass- 
ers-by approached, and asked if you were really coming. 
They were about to reply, when a man approached, whom 
I think was De Loignac, and touched them on the shoul- 
der. He said some words in a low voice, and they looked 
submissive, and accompanied him, so that I know no more; 
but be on your guard.” 

“You did not follow them?” 

“Yes, but from afar. They went toward the Louvre, 
and disanneared behind the Hétel des Meubles,” 
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“T have a very simple method of reply,” said the duke. 

“ What?” 

“To go and pay my respects to the king to-night.” 

Me digo the king?” 

“ Certainly ; I have come to Paris—he can have nothing 
to say against that.” 

“The idea is good,” said Mayneville. 

“Tt is imprudent,” said the duchess. 

“Tt is indispensable, sister, if they indeed suspect my 
arrival. Besides, it was the advice of Henri to go at once 
and present to the king the respects of the family ; that 
once done, I am free, and can receive whom I please.” 

“The members of the committee, for example, who ex- 
pect you.” 

“J will receive them at the Hotel St. Denis on my re- 
turn from the Louvre. You will wait for us, if you 
please, my sister.” 

“ee Here ? 9 

“No; at the Hétel St. Denis, where I have left my 
equipages. I shall be there in two hours.” 


CHAPTER XXVI. 


THE LOUVRE. 


THAT same day, about noon, the king came out of his 
cabinet and called M. d’Epernon. The duke, when he 
came, found the king attentively examining a young monk. 

The king took D’Epernon aside, “ Look, what an odd- 
looking monk,” said he. 

“Does your majesty think so?—I think him very ordi- 
nary.” 

“Really!” Then to the monk, the king said, “ What is 
your name?” 

“ Brother Jacques, sire.” 

* Your family name?” 

“ Clement.” 

“Good. You have performed your commission very 
well.” 
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“What commission, sire?” said the duke, with his 
wonted familiarity. 

“ Nothing!” said Henri. “It is a little secret between 
me and some one you do not know.” 

“How strangely you look at the lad, sire! you embar- 
rass him.” 

“Tt is true; I know not why, but it seems to me that I 
_ have seen him before; perhaps it was ina dream. Go, mj 
child; I will send the letter to him who asks for it; be 
easy. D’Epernon, give him ten crowns.” 

“Thanks, sire,” said the monk. 

“You did not say that as if you meant it,” said 
D’Epernon, who did not understand a monk despising ten 
crowns. 

“T would rather have one of those beautiful Spanish 
knives on the wall,” said Jacques. 

“What! you do not prefer money? ” 

“T have made a vow of poverty.” 

“Give him a knife, then, and let him go, Lavalette,” 
said the king. 

The duke chose one of the least rich and gave it to him. 
Jacques took it, quite joyful to possess such a beautiful 
weapon. 

When he was gone, the king said to D’Epernon, “ Duke, 
have you among your Forty-five two or three men who can 
ride?” . 

“ Twelve, at least, sire; and in a month all will be good 
horsemen.” 

“Then choose two, and let them come to me at once.” 

The duke went out, and calling De Loignac, said to him, 
“ Choose me two good horsemen, to execute a commission 
for his majesty.” 

De Loignac went to the gallery where they were lodged, 
and called M. de Carmainges and M. de St. Maline. They 
soon appeared, and were conducted to the duke, who pre- 
sented them to the king, who dismissed the duke. 

“You are of my Forty-five, then?” said he to the young 
men. 

“| have that honor, sire,” said St. Maline, 

“And you, monsieur? ” 
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“ And I, also, sire,” replied Carmainges; “ and I am de- 
voted to your majesty’s service, as much as any one in the 
world.” 

“Good! Then mount your horses, and take the road 
to Tours—do you know it?” 

“We will inquire.” 

“Go by, pEaeontont 

“ Yes, sire.’ 

“And proceed till you overtake a man traveling alone.” 

“Will your majesty describe him?” said St. Maline. 

“He has long arms and legs, and has a large sword by 
his side.” 

“May we know his name, sire? ” asked Carmainges. 

“ He is called ‘the Shade.’ ” 

“We will ask the name of every traveler we see, sire.” 

“And we will search the hotels.” 

“When you find him, give him this letter.” 

Both the young men held out their hands. 

The king was embarrassed. “ What is your name?” 
vaid he. 

“Ernanton de Carmainges, sire.” 

“ And yours?” 

“René de St. Maline.” 

“M. de Carmainges, you shall carry the letter, and you, 
M. de St. Maline, shall deliver it.” 

Ernanton took the precious deposit, and was going to 
place it in his doublet, when St. Maline stopped him, 
kissed the letter, and then returned it to Ernanton. 

This made Henri smile. “Come, gentlemen,” said he, 
““T see I shall be well served.” 

“1s thisvall; sire.?i? 

“Yes, gentlemen; only our last recommendation. This 
letter is more precious than the life of a man—for your 
heads, do not lose it ; give it secretly to the Shade, who will 
give you a receipt for it, which you will bring back to me; 
and, above all, travel as though it were on your own 
affairs. Go.” 

The two young men went out—Ernanton full of joy, 
and St. Maline filled with jealousy. M. d’Epernon waited 
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for them, and wished to question them, but Ernanton 
replied: 

“M. le Duc, the king did not authorize us to speak.” 

They went to the stables, when the king’s huntsman gave 
them two strong horses. M. d’Epernon would have fol- 
lowed them, but at that moment he was told that a man 
much wished to speak to him at once. 

“Who is he?” he asked. 

“The lieutenant of the provost of the Ile de France.” 

“ Parfandious! am I sheriff or provost?” 

“No, monsieur; but you are a friend of the king, and, 
as such, I beg you to hear me,” said a humble voice at his 
side. 

The duke turned. Near him was a man, bowing per- 
petually. 

“Who are you?” asked the duke. 

“ Nicholas Poulain, monsieur.” 

“ And you wish to speak to me?” 

“T beg for that favor.” 

“T have no time.” 

“ Not even to hear a secret?” 

“T hear a hundred every day.” 

“ But this concerns the life of his majesty,”’ said Pou- 
lain, in a low voice. 

“ Oh! oh! then come into my cabinet.” 


CHAPTER XXVII. 
THE REVELATION. 


M. v’EprerNnon, in traversing the antechamber, ad- 
dressed himself to one of the gentlemen who stood there. 

“What is your name, monsieur?” said he. 

“ Pertinax de Montcrabeau, monsieur.” 

“Well, M. de Montcrabeau, place yourself at that door, 
and let no one enter.” 

“Yes, M. le Duc;” and M. Pertinax, who was sumptu- 
ously dressed, with a blue satin doublet and orange stock- 
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ings, obeyed. Nicholas Poulain followed the duke into 
his cabinet. 

“ Now let us hear your conspiracy,” said the duke. 

“Oh! M. le Duc, it concerns the most frightful crimes.” 

“They wish to kill me, I suppose.” 

“Tt does not concern you, monsieur; it is the king. 
They wish to carry him off.” 

“Oh! again that old story,” replied the duke, disdain- 
fully. 

“This time the thing is serious, M. le Duc.” 

“On what day do they intend to do it?” 

“ The first time that his majesty goes to Vincennes in his 
lntter.? 

“How will they do it?” 

“ By killing his two attendants.” 

“And who will do it?” 

“Madame de Montpensier.” 

D’Epernon began to laugh. “That poor duchess; 
what things are attributed to her!” 

“Less than she projects, monsieur.” 

“ And she occupies herself with that at Soissons? ” 

“No; she is in Paris.” 

“Tn Paris!” 

“T can answer for it.” 

“Have you seen her?” 

(<9 Yes.” 

“You thought you did?” 

“T have had the honor of speaking to her.” 

“The honor!” 

“J am wrong; the misfortune.” 

“ But, my dear lieutenant, the duchess cannot carry off 
the king.” 

“ With her associates, of course.” 

“ And where will she be when this takes place?” 

~“ At a window of the Jacobin Priory, which is, as you 
know, on the road to Vincennes.” 

“ What the devil do you tell me?” 

“The truth, monsieur; all is prepared to stop the litter 
at the cate of the priory.” 

“ And who made the preparations? ” 
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* Alas! 

“ Finish quickly.” 

“J did, monsieur.” 

D’Epernon started back. “ You, who denounce them!” 

“ Monsieur, a good servant should risk all in the serv- 
vice of the king.” 

“Mordieu! you risk hanging.” 
: “JT prefer death to infamy, or to the death of the king, 

therefore I came; and I thought, M. le Duc, that you, the 
friend of the king, would not betray me, and would turn 
my news to good account.” 

The duke looked fixedly at Poulain. “‘ There must be 
more in it,” said he; “resolute as the duchess is, she 
would not attempt such an enterprise alone.” 

“She expects her brother.” 

“The Duke Henri?” 

“No, monsieur; only the Duc de Mayenne.” 

“ Ah! good,” said D’Epernon ; “ now I must set to work 
to counteract these fine projects.” 

“ Doubtless, monsieur; it was for that I came.” 

“Tf you have spoken the truth you shall be rewarded.” 

* Why should I lie, monsieur; where is my interest—I, 
who cat the king’s bread? If you do not believe me, I 
will go to the king himself.” 

“No, parfandious, you shall not go to the king; you 
shall have to deal with me, alone.” 

“T only said it because you seemed to hesitate.” 

“No, I do not hesitate; and, first, here are a thousand 
crowns for you, and you shall keep this secret between you 
and me.’ 

“T have a family, monsieur.” 

“Well! a thousand crowns, parfandious.” 

“If they knew in Lorraine that I had spoken, each 
word would cost me a pint of blood; and in case of any 
misfortune, my family must be able to live, therefore I 
accept the thousand crowns.” 

The duke approached a coffer. Poulain thought it 
was for the money, and held out his hand, but he only drew 
out a little book and wrote, “ Three thousand livres to M. 
Nicholas Poulain.”—‘ It is as if you had them,” said he. 
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Nicholas bowed, and looked puzzled. 

“Then it is agreed?” said the duke. 

“ What, monsieur?” 

“That you will continue to instruct me?” 

Nicholas hesitated. ~ 

“What! has your noble devotion vanished already?” 

“No, monsieur.” 

“Then I may count on you?” 

“ You may.” 

“And I alone know this?” 

“You alone.” 

“Now you may go, my friend; and, parfandious, let 
M. de Mayenne look to himself. 

When D’Epernon returned to the king he found him 
playing at cup and ball. D’Epernon assumed a thought- 
ful air, but the king did not remark it. However, as the 
duke remained perfectly silent, the king raised his head 
and said, “ Well, Lavalette, what is the matter, are you 
dead ? ” 

“T wish I were,” replied D’Epernon, “and I should 
not see what I do see.” 

“What, my cup and ball?” 

“Sire, in a time of great peril the subject may be 
alarmed for the safety of his master.” 

“What! again perils; devil take you, duke.” 

“Then you are ignorant of what is passing?” 

“Ma foi, perhaps.” 

“Your most cruel enemies surround you at this mo- 
ment.” 

“ Bah! who are they?” 

“ First, the Duchesse de Montpensier.” 

“Yes, that is true; she came to see Salcéde; but what 
is that to me?” 

“ You knew it, then?” 

“You see I did.” 

“But that M. de Mayenne was here?” 

“Yes, since yesterday evening.” 

“What! this secret?” cried D’Epernon, with a dis- 
agreeable surprise. 

“Are there, then, any secrets from the king? You 
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are zealous, dear Lavalette, but you are slow. This news 
would have been good at four o’clock yesterday, but to- 
da perenne? 

«Well, sire, to-day?” 

“Tt comes too late, you will agree?” 

“ Still too soon, sire, it seems, since you will not listen 
to me.” 

“JT have been listening for half an hour.” 

“You are menaced—they lay ambushes for you.” 

“Well, yesterday you gave me a guard, and assured 
me that my immortality was secured. Are your Forty- 
five no longer worth anything?” 

“Your majesty shall see.” 

“T should not be sorry, duke; when shall I see? ” 

“Sooner perhaps than you think.” 

“ Ah! you want to frighten me.” 

“You shall see, sire. Apropos, when do you go to 
Vincennes? ” 

“On Saturday.” 

“That is enough, sire.” D’Epernon bowed and with- 
drew. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 
TWO FRIENDS. 


We will now follow the two young men sent by the 
king. Scarcely on horseback, Ernanton and St. Maline, 
determined that one should not get before the other, nearly 
stushed each other in the gateway. The face of St. 
Maline became purple, and that of Ernanton pale. 

‘You hurt me, monsieur,” cried the former; “do you 
wish to crush me?” 

“You also hurt me, only I did not complain.” 

“You wish to give a lesson, I believe? ” 

*T wish to give you nothing.” 

“Ah!” eried St. Maline, “pray repeat that.” 

“You are ‘seeking a quarrel, are you not?” replied 
Ernanton, quietly; “so much the worse for you.” 
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“ And why should I wish to quarrel? I do not know 
you,” answered St. Maline, disdainfully. 

“You know me perfectly, monsieur, because at home 
my house is but two leagues from yours, and I am well 
known there, being of an old family; but you are furious 
at seeing me in Paris, when you thought that you alona 
were sent for; also, because the king gave me the letter to 
carry.” 

“Well,” said St. Maline, “it may be true, but there is 
one result.” 

2 What ie at??? 

“That I do not like to be near you.” 

“Go away, then; pardieu, I do not want to keep you.” 

“On the contrary, I understand perfectly; you would 
like to take the letter from me and carry it yourself; but 
unfortunately you must kill me first.” 

* And who tells you that I do not wish to do that?” 

“To desire and to do are two different things.” 

“ Descend with me to the banks of the water and you 
will see that with me they are the same.” 

“My dear monsieur, when the king gives me a letter to 
catryed carry nit?’ 

“JT will tear it from you by force.” 

“You will not force me, I hope, to shoot you like a 
dog.” 

ce You ! 2? 

“Yes; I have a pistol, and you have not.” 

“You shall pay for this.” 

“T trust so, after my commission is over; but, mean- 
while, I beg you to observe that as we belong to the king, 
it is setting a bad example to quarrel.” 

St. Maline was furious, he bit his fingers with rage. As 
they crossed the Rue St. Antoine, Ernanton saw a litter 
with a lady in it. “My page!” cried he, and he rode to- 
ward it; but she did not seem to recognize him, and 
passed on. | 

The young men now rode on without speaking. St. Ma- 
line soon discovered, to his chagrin, that his horse was 
not as good as Ernanton’s, and could hardly keep pace 
with him. This annoyed him so much that he began to 
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quarrel with his horse, and to fret him so perpetually with 
the spur, that at last the animal started off and made for 
the river Bievre, where he got rid of his rider by throwing 
him in. One might have heard half a mile off the impre- 
cations of St. Maline, although he was half stifled by the 
water. By the time he scrambled out his horse had got 
some little way off. He himself was wet and muddy, 

and his face bleeding with scratches, and he felt sure that 
it was useless to try and catch it; and to complete his 
vexation, he saw Ernanton going down a cross-road which 
he judged to be a short cut. 

He climbed up the banks of the river, but now could see 
neither Ernanton nor his own horse. But while he stood 
there, full of sinister thoughts toward Ernanton, he saw 
him reappear from the cross-road, leading the runaway 
horse, which he had made a détour to catch. At this sight 
St. Maline was full of joy and even of gratitude; but 
gradually his face clouded again as he thought of the 
superiority of Ernanton over himself, for he knew that in 
the same situation he should not even have thought of act- 
ing in a similar manner. 

He stammered out thanks, to which Ernanton paid no 
attention, then furiously seized the reins of his horse 
and mounted again. They rode on silently till about 
half-past two, when they saw a man walking with a dog 
by his side. Ernanton passed him; but St. Maline, hop- 
ing to be more clever, rode up to him and said, “ Traveler, 
do you expect something?” 

The man looked at him. Certainly his aspect was not 
agreeable. His face still bore marks of anger, and the 
mud half dried on his clothes and the blood on his cheeks, 
and his hand extended more in menace than interrogation, 
all seemed very sinister to the traveler. 

“Tf I expect something,” said he, “it is not some one ; 
and if I expect some cue, it is not you.” 

“You are impolite,” said St. Maline, giving way to the 
anger that he had restrained so long; and as he spoke 
he raised his hand armed with a cane to strike the traveler, 
but he, with his stick, struck St. Maline on the shoulder, 
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while the dog rushed at him, tearing his clothes, as well as 
his horse’s legs. 

The horse, irritated by the pain, rushed furiously on. 
St. Maline could not stop him for some time, but he kept 
his seat. They passed thus before Ernanton, who took no 
notice. At last St. Maline succeeded in quieting his 
horse, and they rode on again in silence till Ernanton said: 

“There is he whom we seek waiting for us.” 


CHAPTER XXIX. 


ST. MALINE. 


ERNANTON was not deceived ; the man he saw was really 
Chicot. He on his side had seen the cavaliers coming, 
and suspecting that it was for him that they came, waited 
for them. 

Ernanton and St. Maline looked at each other. 

“Speak, monsieur, if you wish,” said Ernanton to his 
adversary. 

St. Maline was suffocated by this courtesy, he could 
not speak, he could only bend his head; then Ernanton, 
advancing, said to Chicot— 

“Monsieur, would it be indiscreet to inquire your 
name?” 

“T am called ‘the Shade.’ ” 

“Do you expect anything? ” 

“ Yes, monsieur.” 

“Will you be good enough to tell us what?” 

“A letter.” 

“From where? ” 

“From the Louvre.” 

“ Sealed with what seal?” 

“The royal seal.” 

Ernanton put his hand into the breast of his doublet 
and drew out a letter. 

“That is it,” said Chicot, “and for greater certainty, 
I was to give you something in exchange, was I not?” 

“A receipt.” 
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“ Yes.” 

“ Monsieur,” continued Ernanton, “I was told to carry 
it, but this gentleman was to deliver it.’ And he handed 
the letter to St. Maline, who gave it to Chicot. 

“You see,” said Ernanton, “that we have faithfully 
fulfilled our mission. There is no one here, and no one 
has seen us give you the letter.” 

“Tt is true, gentlemen; but to whom am I to give the 
receipt ? ” 

“The king did not say, 
ing air. 

“Write two, monsieur, and give one to each of us. It is 
far from this to the Louvre, and some misfortune may 
happen to one of us on the road,” and as he spoke, Ernan- 
ton’s eyes flashed in their turn. 

“ You are wise,” said Chicot, drawing his tablets from 
his pocket, from which he tore out two pages and wrote 
on each, “ Received from the hands of M. de St. Maline 
the letter brought by M. Ernanton de Carmainges.—THE 
SHADE.” 

“ Adieu, monsieur,” said St. Maline, taking his. 

'“ Adieu, monsieur, and a pleasant journey to you,” 
added Ernanton. “ Have you anything else to send to the 
Louvre?” 

“ Nothing, I thank you.” 

Then the young men set off toward Paris, and Chicot 
in the opposite direction. When he was out of sight— 

“ Now, monsieur,” said Ernanton to St. Maline, “ dis- 
mount if you please.” 

“ And why so?” 

“Our task is accomplished; we have now to converse, 
and this place appears excellent for an explanation of this 
sort.” 

“As you please, monsieur;”’ and they gan off their 
horses. 

Then Ernanton said, “ You know, monsieur, that with- 
out any cause on my part, you have during the whole 
journey insulted me grievously. You wished to make me 
fight at an inopportune time, and I refused; ‘but now the 
time is good and I am your man.” 


3) 


said St. Maline, with a mean- 
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But St. Maline was angry no longer, and did not wish 
to fight. 

“ Monsieur,” replied he, “when I insulted you, you 
responded by rendering me a service. I can no longer 
hold the language I did just now.” 

“No; but you think the same.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Because your words were dictated by hatred and envy, 
and they cannot already be extinct in your heart.” 

St. Maline colored, but did not reply. 

Ernanton continued, “If the king preferred me to you, 
it was because I pleased him best. If I was not thrown 
into the Bievre like you, it was because I ride better: if 
I did not accept your challenge before, it was because I 
was wiser than you; if I was not bitten by the dog, it was 
because I had more sagacity, if I now summon you to 
draw your sword, it is because I have more honor; and if 
you hesitate, I shall say more courage.” 

St. Maline looked like a demon, and drew his sword 
furiously. 

“T have fought eleven times,” said he, “and two of my 
adversaries are dead. Are you aware of that, monsieur?” 

“ And I, monsieur, have never fought, for I have never 
had occasion, and I did not seek it now. I wait your 
pleasure, monsieur.” 

“Oh!” said St. Maline, “we are compatriots, and we 
are both in the king’s service; do not let us quarrel. You 
are a brave man, and I would give you my hand if I could. 
What would you have? I am envious—it is my nature. 
M. de Chalabre, or M. de Montcrabeau, would not have 
made me angry; it was your superior merit. Console 
yourself, therefore, for I can do nothing against you, and 
unluckily your merit remains. I should not like any one 
to know the cause of our quarrel.” 

“No one will know it, monsieur.” 

“No one?” 

“No; for if we fight I should kill you, or you would 
kill me. I do not despise life; on the contrary, I cling to 
it, for I am only twenty-three years of age, have a good 
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name and am not poor, and I shall defend myself like a 
lion.” 

“Well, I, on the contrary, am thirty, and am dis- 
gusted with life; but still I would rather not fight with 
you.” 

Then you will apologize?” 

“No, I have said enough. If you are not content, so 
- much the better, for you are not superior to me.” 

“But, monsieur, one cannot end a quarrel thus, with- 
out the risk of being laughed at.” 

“<1 ‘know it?’ 

“Then you refuse to fight?” 

“With you.” 

“ After having provoked me?” 

“T confess it.” 

“But if my patience fail, and I attack you?” 

“J will throw my sword away; but I shall then have 
reason to hate you, and the first time I find you in the 
wrong, I will kill you.” 

Ernanton sheathed his sword. “You are a strange 
man,” said he, “and I pity you.” 

“You pity me!” 

Yes, for you must suffer.” 

‘ Horribly.” 

“Do you never love?” 

“ Never.” 

“Have you no passions?” 

“One alone, jealousy; but that includes all others to a 
frightful degree. I adore a woman, as soon as she loves 
another; I love gold, when another possesses it ;—yes, 
you are right, I am unhappy.” 

“Have you never tried to become good?” 

“Yes, and failed. What does the venomous plant? 
What do the bear and bird of prey? They destroy, but 
certain people use them for the chase. So shali I be in 
the hands of MM. d’Epernon and Loignac, till the day 
when they shall say, ‘ This plant is hurtful, let us tear it 
up? this beast is furious, let us kill him.” 

Ernanton was calmed; St. Maline was no longer an 
object of anger but of pity. 7 
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“Good fortune should cure you,” said he; “when you 
succeed, you should hate less.” 

“However high I should rise, others would be higher.” 

They rode on silently for some time. At last Ernanton 
held out his hand to St. Maline, and said, “ Shall I try 
to cure you?” 

“No, do not try that; you would fail. Hate me, on 
the contrary, and I shall admire you.” 

An hour after they entered the Louvre; the king had 
gone out, and would not return until evening. 


CHAPTER XXX. 
DE LOIGNAC’S INTERVIEW WITH THE FORTY-FIVE. 


Eacu of the young men placed himself at a window to 
watch for the return of the king. Ernanton, however, 
soon forgot his present situation, and became abstracted 
in thinking who the woman could be who had entered 
Paris as his page, and whom he had since seen in such 
a splendid litter; and with a heart more disposed to love 
adventure than to make ambitious calculations, he forgot 
why he was sitting there, till, suddenly raising his head, 
he saw that St. Maline was no longer there. He under- 
stood at once that he had seen the king arrive, and had 
gone to him. He rose quickly, traversed the gallery, and 
arrived at the king’s room just as St. Maline was coming 
out. 

“Look!” cried he joyfully, “what the king has given 
me,” and he showed a gold chain. 

“T congratulate you, monsieur,” said Ernanton, quietly, 
and he entered in his turn. 

St. Maline waited impatiently until he came out again, 
which he did in about ten minutes, although it appeared 
an hour to St. Maline. 

When Ernanton came out, he looked all over him, and 
seeing nothing, he cried joyfully, “And you, monsieur, 
what has he given to you?” 

“ His hand to kiss,” replied Ernanton. 

St. Maline crushed his chain impatiently in his hands, 
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and they both returned in silence. As they entered the 
hall, the trumpet sounded, and at this signal all the Forty- 
five came out of their rooms, wondering what was the 
matter; while they profited by this réunion to examine 
each other. Most of them were richly dressed, though 
generally in bad taste. They all had a military tournour, 
and long swords, boots and gloves of buckskin or buf- 
~ falo, all well gilded or well greased, were almost universal. 

‘The most discreet might be known by their quiet colors, 
the most economical by the substantial character of their 
equipments, and the most gay by their white or rose- 
colored satins. Perducas de Pincornay had bought from 
some Jew a gold chain as thick as a cable; Pertinax de 
Montcrabeau was all bows and embroidery: he had bought 
his costume from a merchant who had purchased it of a 
gentleman who had been wounded by robbers. It was 
rather stained with blood and dirt, it was true, but he 
had managed to clean it tolerably. There remained two 
heles made by the daggers of the robbers, but Pertinax 
had had them embroidered in gold. 

Eustache de Miradoux did not shine; he had had to 
clothe Lardille, Militor, and the two children. All the 
gentlemen were there admiring each other, when M. de 
Loignac entered frowning, and placed himself in front of 
them, with a countenance anything but agreeable. 

“ Gentlemen,” said he, “ are you all here?” 

“ All!” they replied. 

“Gentlemen, you have been summoned to Paris as a 
special guard to the king; it is an honorable title, but it 
engages you too much. Some of you seem not to have 
understood your duties; I will, therefore, recall them to 
you. If you do not assist at the deliberations of the coun- 
cil, you will constantly be called upon to execute the reso- 
lutions passed there; therefore, the responsibility of those 
secrets rests upon you. Suppose now that one of the of- 
ficers on whom the safety of the state and the tranquillity 
of the crown reposes, betrays the secrets of the council, or a 
soldier charged with a commission does not execute it, 
his life is the forfeit ; you know that?” 

“Doubtless,” replied many voices, 
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“ Well, gentlemen, this very day a measure of his maj- 
esty’s has been betrayed, and a step which he wished to 
take rendered, perhaps, impossible.” 

Terror began to replace pride in the minds of the Forty- 
five, and they looked at each other with suspicion and dis- 
quietude. 

“Two of you, gentlemen,” continued De Loignac, 
“have been heard in the open street chattering like a 
couple of old women, and that about grave things.” 

St. Maline advanced. ‘ Monsieur,” said he, “ pray ex- 
plain at once, that suspicion may not rest on us all.” 

“That is easy. The king heard to-day, that one of his 
enemies—precisely one of those whom we have been en- 
rolled to guard him against—had arrived in Paris to con- 
spire against him. This name was pronounced quietly, 
but was overheard by a soldier on guard, that is to say, 
by a man who should be regarded as a wall—deaf, dumb, 
and immovable. However, that man repeated this name 
in the street with a noise and boasting, which attracted the 
attention of the passers-by and raised quite an emotion; 
I know it, for I was there, and heard and saw all, and had 
I not placed my hand on his shoulder to stop him, he 
would have compromised such grave interests, that, had 
he not been quiet at my touch, I should have been com- 
pelled to poniard him on the spot.” 

Pertinax de Montcrabeau and Perducas de Pincornay 
turned deadly pale, and Montcrabeau tried to stammer 
out some excuses. All eyes were turned toward them. 

“ Nothing can excuse you,” said De Loignac; “even if 
you were drunk you should be punished for that; and you 
shall be punished.” 

A terrible silence ensued. Then Pertinax said, “ Par- 
don, monseiur! we are provincials, new to the court, and 
unaccustomed to politics.” 

“You should not have accepted your posts without 
weighing your duties.” 

“For the future we will be as mute as sepulchers, we 
swear to you.” 

“Good; but can you repair the evil you have done to- 
day?” 
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“We will try.” 

“Tt is impossible, I tell you.” 

“Then for this time, pardon us.” 

“You live,” continued De Loignac, “ with a sort of h- 
cense which I must repress. ‘Those who find the terms too 
hard will return; I can easily replace them; but I warn 
you that justice will be done amongst us, secretly and ex- 
peditiously. Traitors will be punished with death on the 
spot.” 

Dionemeds nearly fainted, and Pertinax grew paler 
than ever. 

“T shall have,” De Loignac continued, “ for smaller of- 
fences lighter punishments, as imprisonment, for instance. 
For this time, I spare the lives of M. de Montcrabeau and 
M. de Pincornay, because they probably acted in igno- 
rance, and shall only enforce against them my third 
method of punishment—a fine. You have received one 
thousand livres apiece, gentlemen; you will each return 
one hundred.” 

“One hundred!” cried Pinccrnay; “Cap de Bious! I 
have not got them; I have spent them on my equipment.” 

“ Sell your chain, then. But i have something else to 
add; I have remarked many signs of irritation between 
different members of your body, and each time a difference 
arises I wish the matter referred to me, and IJ alone shall 
have the power of allowing a duel to take place. Dueling 
is much in fashion now, but I do not wish, that, to follow 
the fashion,my company be constantly left imperfect. The 
first duel, therefore, that takes place without my permis- 
sion will be punished with a rigorous imprisonment and 2 
heavy fine. Now fifteen of you will place yourselves this 
evening at the foot of the staircase when his majesty re- 
ceives, fifteen will keep without, and fifteen remain at 
home. Also, as you should have some chief, and I cannot 
be everywhere, I will each day name a chief for the fifteen; 
so that all shall learn to obey and command. At present 
I do not know the capacities of any one, but I shall watch 
and learn. Now, go, gentlemen; and M. de Montcrabeau 
and M. de Pincornay, you will remember that J expect 
your fines to be paid to-morrow.” | 
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They all retired except Ernanton, who lingered behind. 

“ Do you wish anything?” asked De Loignac. 

“Yes, monsieur,” said Ernanton, bowing; “it seems te 
me that you have forgotten to point out to us our duties. 
To be in the king’s service has a glorious sound, doubtless, 
but I should wish to know in what this service consists?” 

“That, monsieur, is a question to which I cannot 
reply.” 

““ May I ask why, monsieur? ” 

“ Because I, myself, am often ignorant in the morning 
of what I shall have to do in the evening.” 

“ Monsieur, you are placed in such a high position that 
you must know much of what we are ignorant.” 

“You love the king, I suppose?” 

“T do; and I ought to do so, as a subject and a gentle- 
man.” 

“Well! that is the cardinal point by which to regulate 
your conduct.” 

“‘ Very well, monsieur ; but there is one point which dis- 
quiets me.” 

“ What is it?” 

“ Passive obedience.” 

“Tt is an essential condition.” 

“So I understand; but it is sometimes difficult for per- 
sons who are delicate on points of honor.” 

“That does not concern me, M. de Carmainges.” 

“But, monsieur, when an order displeases you 

“T read the signature of M. d’Epernon, and that con- 
soles me.” 

“ And M. d’Epernon?” 

“He reads the signature of his majesty, and consoles 
himself as I do.” 

“You are right, monsieur, and I am your humble sery- 
ant;” and Ernanton was about to retire, when De Loignac 
stopped him. 

“TJ will say to you,” said he, “ what I have not said to 
the others, for no one else has had the courage to speak to 
me thus.” 

Ernanton bowed. 

“ Perhaps,” continued De Loignac, “a great personage 


3? 


128 THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN, 


will come to the Louvre this evening; if so, do not lose 
sight of him, and follow him when he leaves.” 

“ Pardon me, monsieur; but that seems the work of a 
Ss Fi 
me Do you think so? It is possible; but look here ”*—and 
he drew out a paper which he presented to Ernanton, 
who read,— 

“* Have M. de Mayenne followed this evening if he per- 
sents himself at the Louvre.—D’EPERNON.’ ” 

“ Well monsieur ? ” 

“T will follow M. de Mayenne,” said Ernanton, bowing. 


CHAPTER XXXI. 
THE BOURGEOIS OF PARIS. 


M. pE Maymnne, with whom they were so much occu- 
pied at the Louvre, set out from the Hétel Guise, booted 
and on horseback, as though he had just arrived. He 
was received by the king affectionately. 

“ Well, cousin,” said he, “ you have, then, come to visit 
Paris?” 

“Yes, sire; I come in my brother’s name and my own, 
to recall to your majesty that you have no more faithful 
subjects than ourselves.” 

“ Mordieu!” said the king, “ that is so well known that 
you might have spared yourself this trouble. You must 
have had some other motive.” 

“ Sire, I feared that your regard for us might be shaken 
by the reports which our enemies circulate about us.” 

“What reports?” asked Henri. 

“What!” cried Mayenne, rather disconcerted; “has 
not your majesty heard any reports unfavorable to us?” 

“My cousin, know once for all that I allow no one to 
speak ill in my presence of the Guises.” 

“Well, sire, I do not regret my visit, since I have had 
the pleasure of finding my king so well disposed toward 
us; but I will allow that it was needless.” 
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“Oh! there is always something to do in Paris.” 

“ Yes, sire; but we have our business at Soissons.” 

“ What business, duke? ” 

* Your majesty’s, sire.” 

“Ah! true; continue, Mayenne, to do as you have done; 
I know how to appreciate the conduct of my subjects.” 

The duke retired, smiling. The king rubbed his hands, 
and De Loignac made a sign to Ernanton, who spoke to 
his valet, and then followed M. de Mayenne. There was 
no fear of missing him, for the news of his arrival had 
pees and some hundred leaguers had assembled to greet 
im. 

As the duke reached his hotel, Ernanton saw a litter 
pierce through the crowd. De Mayenne approached it, 
and the curtains were opened, and Ernanton thought he 
recognized his former page. The litter disappeared under 
the gateway, and Mayenne followed; an instant after, M. 
de Mayneville appeared on the balcony, and thanked the 
Parisians in the duke’s name, but begged them to disperse 
and go home. 

All went away accordingly, except ten men, who had 
entered after the duke. These were the deputies of the 
League, who were sent to thank M. de Mayenne for his 
visit, and to beg that his brothers would come also. They 
had a number of plans, which only wanted the sanction 
and support of the chiefs. Bussy Leclerc came to an- 
nounce that he had instructed the monks of three monas- 
teries in the use of arms, and had enrolled 500 bourgeois 
in a regiment. 

Lachapelle-Marteau had worked on the magistrates and 
had 200 black robes ready for councilors. Brigard had 
gained the merchants of the Rue Lombards and the Rue 
St. Denis. Crucé could answer for the University of 
Paris, and Delbar promised for all the sailors in the port, 
a dangerous body of 500 men. Each of the others had 
something to offer, even Nicholas Poulain, the friend of 
Chicot. 

When Mayenne had heard them all, he said, “ I admire 
your strength, but I do not see the end you propose to 
yourselves.” 
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Bussy Leclerc answered, “ We want a change, and as we 
are the strongest af 

“ But how will you arrive at this change?” 

“Tt seems to me,” replied Bussy, boldly, “that as the 
idea of the Union came from our chiefs, it is for them to 
point out its aim.” 

“You are perfectly right,” said Mayenne, “but it is 
also for them to judge of the proper time for action. The 
troops of M. de Guise may be ready, but he does not give 
the signal until he thinks fit.” 

“ But, monseigneur, we are impatient.” 

“ For what? ” 

“'To arrive at our end. We also have our plans.” 

* Ah! that is different; if you have your own plan, I 
say no more.’ 

“ Yes, monseigneur ; but may we count on your aid? ” 

“ Doubtless, if this plan be approved by my brother and 
myself.” 

“ We believe it will.” 

“Let me hear it then.” 

The leaguers looked at each other, then Marteau ad- 
vanced. ‘“ Monseigneur,” said he, “we think the success 
of our plan is certain. There are particular points where 
all the strength of the city lies—the great and the little 
Chatelet, the Hotel de Ville, the arsenal and the Louvre.” 

€ Itisstrue.7 

“All these are guarded, but could easily be surprised.” 

*T admit this also.” 

“The town itself, however, is defended outside, firstly, 
by the chevalier of the watch with his archers. We 
thought of seizing him in his house, which could be easily 
done, as it is a lonely place.” 

Mayenne shook his head. “ However lonely,” said he, 
“you cannot force a door and fire twenty shots without 
attracting attention.” 

“We have foreseen this objection, but one of the arch- 
ers of the watch is on our side. In the middle of the 
night, two or three of us will go and knock at the door; 
the archer will open, and tell his chief that the king wishes 
to speak to him, which would not appear strange, as he is 
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often sent for in this manner. Once the door is open we 
will introduce ten men—sailors who lodge near—who will 
soon finish him.” 

“ Murder him?” 

“Yes, monseigneur. At the same time we will force the 
doors of the other functionaries who might take his place, 
such as M. d’O, M. de Chiverny, and M. le Procureur La- 
guesle. St. Bartholomew has taught us how to manage.” 

“This is all well, gentlemen; but you have not told me 
if you mean, at the same time, to force the doors of the 
Louvre—that strong and well-guarded fortress. Believe 
me, the king is not so easily taken as the chevalier of the 
watch.” 

“ We have chosen four thousand men, who hate the king, 
for this undertaking.” 

** And you think that enough? ” 

“ Doubtless ; we shall be ten to one.” 

“ Why, the Swiss are four thousand strong.” 

“ Yes, but they are at Lagny, and that is eight leagues 
from Paris, and, supposing they were to send for them, it 
would take two hours for the messenger to go, on horse- 
back, and eight for them to return on foot, so that they 
would just arrive in time to be stopped at the gates, and in 
a few hours we should be masters of Paris.” 

“Very good; but supposing all this accomplished, the 
watch disarmed, the authorities disappeared, and all ob- 
stacles removed, what do you mean to do?” 

“ Form a new government of honest people. As for our- 
selves, so long as our commerce is successful, and we have 
enough for our wives and children, we care for little else. 
Some amongst us might desire a command, and they 
should have it. We are not difficult to satisfy.” 

“JT know you are all honest, and would not suffer a 
mixture in your ranks.” 

“No, no! ” cried several voices. 

“Now, M. Poulain,” said the duke, “are there many 
idlers and bad people in the Ile de France?” 

Nicholas Poulain, who had hitherto kept in the back- 
ground, was now forced to advance. “ Certainly, mon- 
seigneur, there are a great many,” he replied. 
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“Could you guess at their number? ” 

“About four thousand thieves, three thousand or more 
beggars, and four or five hundred assassins.” 

“Well, there are at least eight thousand good-for-noth-. 
ings; of what religion are they?” 

Poulain laughed. “ Of all, monseigneur; or, rather, of 
none; gold is their god, and blood their prophet.” 

“Yes; but their politics? Are they Valois, Leaguers, 
Navarrais, or what?” 

“Robbers only.” 

“ Monseigneur,” said Crucé, “do not suppose that we 
mean to take these people for allies! ” 

“No, I do not suppose so; and that is what disturbs 
me.” 

“And why so, monseigneur?” they asked with sur- 
prise. 

““ Because as soon as there are no longer magistrates in 
Paris, as soon as there is no longer royalty, or publie force, 
or anything to restrain them, they will begin to pillage 
your shops while you fight, and your houses while you oc- 
cupy the Louvre. Sometimes they will join the Swiss 
against you, and sometimes you against the Swiss, so 
that they will always be the strongest.” 

“ Diable!” cried the deputies, looking at each other. 

“JT think this is a question for grave consideration, 
gentlemen,” said the duke. “I will think it over, and 
endeavor to find the means of overcoming the difficulty ; 
your interests, before our own, has ever been our maxim.” 

The deputies gave a murmur of approbation. 

“Now, gentlemen, permit a man who has traveled 
twenty-four leagues on horseback in forty-eight hours to 
seek a little sleep.” 

“We humbly take our leave, monseigneur,” said Brig- 
ard; “what day shall you fix for our next meeting? ” 

“As soon as possible, gentlemen ; to-morrow, or the day 
after. Au revoir.” 

No sooner had he disappeared than a door opened, and 
a woman rushed in. 

“The duchess! ” they cried. 

“Yes, gentlemen; who comes to save you from your em- 
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barrassments. What the Hebrews could not do, Judith 
did; hope, then, gentlemen, for I also have my plan;” 
and she disappeared through the same door as her brother. 
“Tudieu!” cried Bussy Leclerc; “I believe that is the 
man of the family.” 
“Oh!” murmured Nicholas Poulain, “I wish I were 
out of all this.” 


CHAPTER XXXII. 
BROTHER BORROMEE. 


Ir was about ten o’clock in the evening when the 
deputies returned home. Nicholas Poulain remained be- 
hind the others, reflecting on the perplexing situation in 
which he found himself, and considering whether he 
should report all that he had heard to M. d’Epernon, 
when, in the middle of the Rue de la Pierre-au-Réal, he 
ran right against a Jacobin monk. ‘They both began to 
swear, but, looking up, recognized each other. 

* Brother Borromée!” cried Poulain. 

“ Nicholas Poulain!” exclaimed the monk. 

“ How are you?” asked Nicholas, cautiously. ‘“‘ Where 
in the world were you running to in such a hurry at this 
time of night? Is the priory on fire?” 

“No; I was going to the Duchesse de Montpensier’s 
hétel, to speak to M. de Mayneville.” 

* And what for?” ’ 

“Oh! it is very simple,” said Borromée, seeking for a 
specious answer; “the reverend prior was solicited by the 
duchess to become her confessor; he accepted at the time, 
but since then he has had scruples, and has sent me to tell 
her not to rely upon him.” 

“Very good; but you are going away from the Hotel 
Guise.” 

“ Exactly so; for I hear she is at the Hotel St. Denis, 
with her brother.” 

“ Quite true; but why do you deceive me? | It is not the 
treasurer who is sent with these sort of messages.” 
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“ But to a princess! Now do not detain me, or I shall 
miss her.” 

“ She will return, you might have waited for her.” 

“True; but I shall not be sorry to see M. le Duc also.” 

“ Oh! that is more like the truth, so go on. There is 
something new going on,” thought Nicholas; “but why 
should I try to discover what it is?” 

Meanwhile the brother and sister had been conversing 
together, and had settled that the king had no suspicions, 
and was therefore easy to attack. They also agreed that 
the first thing to be done was to organize the League more 
generally in the provinces, while the king abandoned 
his brother, who was the only enemy they had to fear, so 
long as Henri of Navarre occupied himself only with love 
affairs. 

“ Paris is all ready, but must wait,” said Mayenne. 

At this moment M. de Mayneville entered, and an- 
nounced Borromée. 

“ Borromée! who is he?” cried the duke. 

“The man whom you sent me from Nancy, when I 
asked for a man of action and mind.” 

“T remember; I told you he was both. But he was 
called Borroville.” 

“Yes, monseigneur; but now he is a monk, and called 
Borromée.” 

“ Borroville a monk! and why so?” 

“That is our secret, monseignewr ; you shall know here- 
after, but now let us see him, for his visit disquiets me.” 

“Why, Borroville,” cried the duke, laughing, as he en- 
tered; “ what a disguise!” 

“Yes, monseigneur, I am not much at my ease in this 
devil of a dress, I confess; but, as it is worn in the service 
of her highness, I do not complain.” 

“ And what do you want so late?” 

“T could not come sooner; I have all the priory on my 
hands.” 

“Well! now speak.” 

“M. le Duc, the king is sending succors to the Due 
d’ Anjou.” 

“Bah! we have heard that the last three years.” 
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“Yes; but this time it is certain. At two o’clock this 
morning, M. de Joyeuse set out for Rouen; he is to take 
ship to Dieppe, and convey three thousand men to Ant- 
werp.” 

“Oh! who told you that, Borroville? ” 

“T heard it from a man who is going to Navarre.” 

“To Navarre! to Henri?” 

“ Yes, monseigneur.” 

* And who sends him?” 

“The king, with a letter.” 

** What is his name? ” 

“Robert Briquet; he is a great friend of Gorenflot’s.” 

“And an ambassador of the king’s? ” 

“Yes; I am sure of it; for he sent one of our monks to 
the Louvre to fetch the letter.” 

“ And he did not show you the letter?” 

“The king did not give it to him; he sent it by his own 
messenger.” 

“We must have this letter.” - 

“ Certainly,” said the duchess. 

“ How was it that this did not occur to you?” said 
Mayneville. 

“T did think of it, and wished to send one of my men, 
who is a perfect Hercules, with M. Briquet, but he sus- 
pected, and dismissed him.” 

“You must go yourself.” 

* Impossible ! ” 

“ And why?” 

* Because he knows me.” 

* As a monk, but not as a captain, I hope.” 

“Ma foi! I do not know; he seems to know everything.” 

“ What is he like?” 

“He is tall—all nerves, muscles and bones; silent, but 
mocking.” 

“ Ah! ah! and clever with his sword? ” 

“ Marvellously.” 

“A long face?” 

(T3 Wied ae 

“ And an old friend of the prior’s?” 

6 Yes.” 
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“Oh! I have a suspicion which I must have cleaved up. 
Borroville, you must go to Soissons, to my brother a 

“ But the priory? ” 

“Oh! you can invent some excuse to Gorenflot; he be- 
lieves all you say,” said Mayneville. 

“ You will tell my brother all you know about the mis- 
sion of M. de Joyeuse.” 

“ Yes, monseigneur.” 

“ And Navarre——” said the duchess. 

“Oh! I charge myself with that,” said Mayenne. “ Let 
them saddle me a fresh horse, Mayneville.” Then he 
murmured to himself, “ Can he be still alive? ” 


CHAPTER XXXIII. 
CHICOT, LATINIST. 


Arter the departure of the young men, Chicot went 
on quietly; but as soon as they had disappeared in the 
valley, he stopped at the top of a hill and looked all round 
him; then, seeing no one, he seated himself, and com- 
menced an examination. He had now two purses, for he 
perceived that the packet he had received contained money, 
besides the letter. It was quite a royal purse, embroidered 
with an “H” at each end. : 

“Tt is pretty,” said Chicot, “no one could be more gen- 
erous or more stupid. Decidedly I shail never make any- 
thing of the king. All that astonishes me is that he did 
not ‘have the letter embroidered outside also. Now let 
me see how much money he has sent. One hundred 
crowns; just the sum I borrowed from Gorenflot. Ah! 
pardon, Henri, this is good. But the purse annoys me; 
if I were to keep it I should feel as if the very birds, as 
they flew over my head, would denounce me-as a royal 
messenger.” 

So saying, he drew from his pocket Gorenflot’s bag, 
emptied the king’s money into it, then placed a stone in 
the purse, and threw it into the Orge, ole flowed under 
the bridge at his feet. 


THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 137 


“So much for myself—now for Henri,” said Chicot; 
and he took up the letter, broke the seal with the utmost 
tranquillity, and sent the envelope into the river after the 
purse. ‘ Now,” said he, “let us read.” . 

““ Dear brother, the deep love which you felt for our 
late dear brother and king, Charles IX., still clings to the 
Louvre and to my heart; it grieves me, therefore, to have 
to write to you about vexatious things. You are strong, 
however, against ill fortune, so that I do not hesitate to 
communicate these things to you—things which can only 
be told to a tried friend. Besides, I have an interest in 
warning you—the honor of my name and of your own, 
my brother. We resemble each other in one thing, that we 
are each surrounded with enemies. Chicot will explain to 

ou. 

“*M. de Turenne, your servant, causes daily scandal at 
your court; God forbid that I should interfere in your af- 
‘fairs, except where your honor is concerned; but your 
wife, whom to my regret I call my sister, should be more 
careful than she is of your honor. I advise you, therefore, 
to watch the communications of Margot with Turenne, 
that she does not bring shame on the house of Bourbon. 
Act as soon as you shall be sure of the fact, into which I 
pray you to inquire as soon as Chicot shall have ex- 
plained to you my letter. 

“<¢Those whom as brother and king I denounce to you 
generally meet at a little chateau called Loignac, the pre- 
text being generally the chase. This chateau is, besides, 
the focus for intrigues to which the Guises are not stran- 
gers, and you know the strange love with which my sister 
pursued Henri de Guise. I embrace you, and am ever 
ready to aid you in all, and for all; meanwhile aid your- 
self by the advice of Chicot, whom I send to you. Your 
affectionate,’ ete. 

“Age auctore Chicot,’ said Chicot, “here am I, in- 
stalled counselor of the King of Navarre! This seems to 
me a bad commission, and in flying one ill, I have fallen 
into a worse one. Really, I should almost prefer Mayenne. 
But the letter is clever, and if Henriot be like other hus- 
bands, it will embroil him at once with his wife, Turenne, 
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the Guises, and even with Spain. But if Henri de Valois 
is so well informed of all that passes in Navarre, he must 
have some spy there.” 

“Then, again,” continued he, “ this letter will lead me 
into mischief if I meet a Spaniard, a Lorraine, a Béarnais, 
or a Fleming curious enough to wish to know what brings 
me here, and I should be very foolish not to remember that 
there is a chance of that. M. Borromée, above all, I sus- 
pect may play me some trick. Besides, what did I seek in 
asking the king for this mission? Tranquillity. And 
now I am going to embroil the King of Navarre with his 
wife. However, that is not my affair, except that I shall 
make mortal enemies, who will prevent me from ever 
reaching the happy age of eighty. 

“Ma foi! but that is not much, for it is only worth 
living when you are young. But then I might as well have 
waited for the knife of M. de Mayenne. However, I will 
take precautions, and will translate this fine letter into 
Latin, and engrave it on my memory; then I will buy a 
horse, because from Juvisy to Pau I should have too often 
to put the right foot before the left if I walked—but first 
I will destroy this letter.” 

This he proceeded to do; tearing it into an infinite 
number of little pieces, sending some into the river, others 
into the air, and burying the rest in holes in the ground. 

“ Now let me think of my Latin theme,” said he; and 
this study occupied him until he arrived at Corbeil, where 
he bestowed a glance at the Cathedral, but fixing an ear- 
nest look at a traiteur’s, whence came an appetizing smell 
of dinner. We will not describe either the dinner he 
made or the horse he bought; suffice it to say that the 
dinner was long and the horse was bad. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 
THE FOUR WINDS. 


Cuicot, with his little horse, which ought to have been 
a big one to have carried him, after having slept at Fon- 
tainebleau, made a détour to the right, and proceeded 
toward the little village of Orgeval. He would have gone 
further that day, but his horse failed him. He put up, 
therefore, at a good hotel, and went through the rooms to 
select one where the doors closed well, and chose an apart- 
ment which had just been repaired, and the door of which 
was furnished with a formidable lock. 

Before going to bed, although the hotel had appeared 
almost empty, he locked the door and placed a heavy table 
and a chest of drawers against it. He then put his purse 
under his pillow, and repeated to himself three times over 
the translation of the king’s letter. There was an ex- 
tremely high wind blowing, and as it howled in the neigh- 
boring trees, it was with a feeling of great satisfaction 
that Chicot plunged into a very comfortable bed. 

He had a lamp by his bedside, and he occupied himself 
for some time in reading a book which he had brought 
with him; but, although he liked the book, in reading the 
third chapter he fell asleep. The wind moaned about the 
house, sometimes like a child crying, and sometimes like 
a husband scolding his wife; and as Chicot slept, it seemed 
to him, in his dreams, that the tempest came nearer and 
nearer. All at once a sudden squall of invincible force 
broke locks and bolts—pushed the chest of drawers, which 
fell on the lamp, which it extinguished, and on the table, 
which it smashed. 

Chicot had the faculty of waking quickly, and with all 
his senses about him, so he jumped out of bed and got hold 
in an instant of his purse and his sword. It was quite 
dark, but it seemed to him that the whole room was being 
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torn to pieces by the four winds of heaven; for the chairs 
were falling, and the table breaking more and more under 
the weight of the drawers. As he could do nothing against 
the gods of Olympus, he contented himself with standing 
in one corner, with his sword held out before him, so that 
if any of these mythological personages approached, 
they would spit themselves upon it. 

At last he profited by a momentary cessation in the up- 
roar to cry loudly, “ Help! help!” 

He made so much noise that it seemed to quiet the ele- 
ments, as if Neptune had pronounced the famous Quos 
ego, and, after six or seven minutes, during which Eurus, 
Notus, Boreas and Aquilo seemed to beat a retreat, the 
host appeared with a lantern and enlightened the scene, 
which looked deplorably like a field of battle. The great 
chest of drawers was overturned on the broken table; the 
door was held only by one of its hinges, and the bolts were 
broken; three or four chairs were on the floor with their 
legs in the air, and, to crown all, the crockery, which had 
been on the table, lay in bits on the floor. 

“This is a regular pandemonium,” cried Chicot, recog- 
nizing his host. 

“Oh! monsieur,” cried the host, clasping his hands, 
“what has happened? ” 

“ Are there demons lodging here?” asked Chicot. 

“Oh! what weather,” replied the host pathetically. 

* But the bolts do not hold; this house must be made 
of card-board. I would rather go away;—I prefer the 
road.” 

“Oh! my poor furniture,” sighed the host. 

“But my clothes! where are they? They were on this 
chair.” 

“Tf they were there, they ought to be there still,” re- 
plied the host. 

“What! ‘if they were there.’ Do you think I came 
here yesterday in this costume?” 

“Mon Dieu! monsieur,” answered the host, with embar- 
rassment, “I know you were clothed.” 

“Tt is lucky you confess it.” 

Ge But——” 
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“But what?” 

“The wind has dispersed everything.” 

“Ah! that is a reason.” 

** You see.” 

“ But, my friend, when the wind comes in it comes from 
outside, and it must have come in here if it made this 
destruction.” 

“ Certainly, monsieur.” 

“Well, the wind in coming in here should have 
brought with it the clothes of others, instead of carrying 
mine out.” 

“So it should, and yet the contrary seems to have hap- 

ened.” 

“But what is this? The wind must have walked in 
the mud, for here are footmarks on the floor.” And 
Chicot pointed out the traces left by a muddy boot, on 
seeing which the host turned pale. 

“Now, my friend,” said Chicot, “I advise you to keep 
a watch over these winds which enter hotels, penetrate 
rooms by breaking doors, and retire, carrying away the 
clothes of the guests.” 

The host drew back toward the door. “ You call me 
thief!” said he. 

“ You are responsible for my clothes, and they are gone 
—you will not deny that?” 

“You insult me.” 

Chicot made a menacing gesture. 

“Hola!” cried the host; “hola! help!” 

Four men armed with sticks immediately appeared. 

“ Ah! here are the four winds,” cried Chicot, making 
a thrust with his sword at one of them; but they all 
rapidly disappeared, not, however, before one of ihem had 
whispered something to the host. 

“ Your clothes shall be found,” growled he. 

“ Well! that is all I ask.” 

They soon made their appearance, but visibly deterio- 
rated. 

“ Ah! there are nails in your staircase; what a devil of 
a wind it was,” said Chicot. 

“ Now you will go to bed again?” said the host. 
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“No, I thank you, I have slept enough; leave me your 
lantern and I will read.” 

Chicot replaced the chest of drawers against the door, 
dressed himself, got into bed again, and read till day- 
}reak, when he asked for his horse, paid his bill, and went 
away, saying to himself— 

“We shall see, to-night.” 


CHAPTER XXXV. 


HOW CHICOT CONTINUED HIS JOURNEY, AND WHAT 
HAPPENED TO HIM. 


Cuicot passed his morning in congratulating himself 
on the sang-froid and patience he had displayed through 
his night of trials. 

“ But,” thought he, “they never take an old wolf twice 
in the some snare; therefore, it is nearly certain that 
they will invent some new deviltry to practise on me to- 
day, so I must be on my guard.” 

The result of this reasoning was, that Chicot made a 
march that day worthy of being immortalized by Xeno- 
phon. Every tree, rising ground, or wall, served him for 
a point of observation. He also concluded on the road 
alliances, if not offensive, at least defensive. Four grocers 
from Paris, who were going to Orleans to order preserves, 
and to Limoges for dried fruits, allowed Chicot, who 
called himself a hosier from Bordeaux, returning home, to 
join their company, which was rendered more formidable 
by four clerks, who were following their masters. It was 
quite a little army, and scarcely less formidable in mind 
than in number, so warlike a spirit had the League in- 
troduced among the Parisian shopkeepers. At all events, 
three cowards together have less fear than one brave man 
alone. At last they reached Etampes, the town fixed on 
for supper and sleeping. They supped, and then each 
went to his room. 

Chicot, who had not been sparing during the repast, 
either of his fun, which amused his companions, or of the 
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Muscat and Burgundy, went to bed, after having settled 
to travel again with the grocers on the morrow. Chicot, 
therefore, thought himself guarded like a prince by the 
four travelers, whose rooms were in the same corridor and 
close to his own. Indeed, at this epoch, the roads being 
far from safe, travelers were in tlie habit of promising each 
other mutual aid in case of need. Chicot then, after bolt- 
ing his door and striking the walls, which returned every- 
where a satisfactory sound, went to bed and to sleep. 

But there arrived during his jirst sleep, an event which 
the Sphynx himself, the diviner par excellence, could not 
have foreseen; but the devil was mixing himself up with 
Chicot’s affairs, and he is more cunning than all the 
Sphynxes in the world. : 

About half-past nine a blow was struck on the door of 
the room where the clerks all slept. One of them opened 
in a very bad humor, and found himself face to face with 
the host. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, “I-see with pleasure that you 
are sleeping all ready dressed, for I wish to render you a 
great service. Your masters grew very warm over poli- 
tics at supper-time, and it seems that a sheriff of the 
town heard them and reported it. Now, as we are very 
loyal here, the mayor sent down the watch, and they have 
arrested your masters and carried them off. The prison 
is near the Hétel de Ville; go, my lads, your mules are 
ready for you, your masters will join you on the road.” 

The four clerks shook like hares, ran down-stairs, 
jumped on their mules, and took the road back to Paris, 
telling the host to let their masters know, if they should 
return to the hotel. 

Having seen them disappear, the host went to knock 
very gently at one of the doors in the corridor. 

One of the merchants cried ovt in a loud voice, “ Who 
is there?” 

“ Silence! ” replied the host, “and come quietly to the 
door.” 

The merchant obeyed, but before opening, he said 
again,— 

“ Who are you?” 
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“Your host; do you not recognize my voice?” 

“Mon Dieu! what is the matter?” 

“Why, it seems you talked rather too freely at table, 
and the mayor has been informed by some spy, and has sent 
to arrest you. Luckily, I thought of showing them your 
clerks’ room instead of yours, so that they are busy up- 
stairs arresting them.” 

“ Can this be true? ” 

“Pure and simple truth. Make haste, and escape while 

ou can.” 

“ But my companions?” 

“Oh! I will tell them.” 

And while the merchant dressed. the host awakened the 
others, and very soon they all disappeared, walking on 
the points of their toes, that they might not be heard. 

“That poor hosier! ” said they; “it will all fall on him; 
but it is true he said the most.” 

Of course Chicot had received no warning. While the 
merchants were flying, he was sleeping peacefully. 

The host now descended inio the hall, where stood 
six armed men, one of whom seemed to command the 
others. 

“Well?” said this one. 

“J have obeyed your orders, monsieur.” 

“Your inn is deserted?” 

“ Absolutely.” 

“'The person is not awakened.” 

“ee No.” 

* You know in whose name we act, and what cause we 
serve; for you serve the same.” 

“Yes, certainly; therefore, I have sacrificed, to keep 
my oath, the money that these men would have spent at 
my house; for it is said in the oath, ‘I will sacrifice my 
goods to the defense of the Catholic religion.’ ” 

“¢ And my life,’ you forget that,” replied the officer. 

“Oh! I have a wife and children.” 

“You must obey blindly what is ordered you.” 

Oh! I will obey.” 

“Then go to bed, shut the doors, and whatever you see 
or hear, do not come out, even if your house is burning.” 
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“Oh! I am ruined!” 

“J am instructed to indemnify you; here are thirty 
crowns.” 

“My house estimated at thirty crowns!” cried the 
innkeeper, piteously. 

“We shall not break even a window, complainer that 
you are.” 

“Oh! what a champion of the Holy League.” 

The host went away and did as he was told. Then the 
officer ordered two men to place themselves under Chicot’s 
window, while he himself, with the three others, mounted 
to his room. 

“You know the order,” said the officer. “If he opens 
and lets us search, and we find what we seek, we will not 
do him the least harm; but if the contrary happens, a good 
blow with a dagger; no pistol, you understand—hesides, 
it is useless, being four against one.” 

The officer knocked. 

“Who is there?” cried Chicot. 

“Your friends the grocers, who have something im- 
portant to tell you.” 

“Oh!” said Chicot; “how last night’s wine has 
strengthened your voice.” 

The officer lowered his voice, and said in an insinuating 
tone, “ Open quickly, dear companion.” 

“Ventre de biche! I do not smell the grocery.” 

“ Ah! you will not open?” cried the officer, impatiently. 
“ Break open the door.” 

Chicot ran to the window, but saw below two naked 
swords shining. 

“T am caught,” said he. 

“ Ah! ah!” cried the officer, who had heard the noise 
of the window opening; “ you fear the perilous leap, and 
you are right. Come, open!” 

“ Ma foi, no; the door is solid, and I shall get help when 
you make a noise.” And he began to call for the mer- 
chants. 

The officer laughed. “Fool!” cried he. “Do you 
think we have left you their help? Undeceive yourself; 

10 
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you are alone, so make up your mind to it. Go on, 
soldiers.” 

Chicot heard three blows struck on the door. 

“They have three muskets,” said he; “and below there 
are only two swords, and only fifteen feet to jump; I pre- 
fer the swords to the muskets.” 

And tying his bag to his belt, he got on the window- 
sill with his drawn sword. The two men below stood 
ready with their drawn swords, but, as Chicot guessed, 
on seeing him jump sword in hand, they drew back, in- 
tending to strike him as he came to the ground. Chicot 
alighted on his feet, and one of the men gave him a thrust 
immediately. Thanks, however, to Gorenflot’s coat of 
mail, the blade broke like glass. 

“He has armor!” cried the soldier. 

“ Pardieu! ” said Chicot, cutting open his head with a 
blow of his sword. 

The other began to ery out, thinking now only of de- 
fending himself, but, at the second pass, Chicot laid him 
by his comrade; so that when the door was burst open, the 
officer saw through the window his two sentinels lying in 
their blood, and Chicot running quietly away. 

“ He is a demon; he is steel-proof! ” cried he. 

“Yes; but not ball-proof!” cried the soldiers. 

“No firing; no noise; you will wake the city. We 
shall catch him to-morrow.” 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 
THE THIRD DAY OF THE JOURNEY. 


Cuicor knew he was safe in the city of Etampes, where 
he was under the protection of magistrates who would 
have arrested the officer immediately on his complaint. It 
was the knowledge of this which had induced the’ officer to. 
stop his men from firing, and to abstain from pursuit. 
Therefore he retired with his soldiers, leaving the two 
dead men on the ground after laying their swords by 
ae that it might seem as though they had killed each 
other. | 


Chicot got out on the window-sill, and saw below two men ready 
with drawn swords. Page 146. The Forty-Five Guardsmen 
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Chicot vainly searched for his former companions, and 
then determined to stay for a time in the city; and even, 
after watching the officer and his men leave the town, 
had the audacity to return to the inn. There he found 
the host, who had not recovered from his terror, and who 
watched him saddling his horse as though he had been a 
phantom, and never even asked him for his money. 

Then he went and finished his night in the public 
room at another inn, among all the drinkers, who were far’ 
from thinking that this tall unknown, who looked so 
smiling and gracious, had just killed two men. 

At break of day he started again, but a prey to anxiety, 
for although two attempts had failed, the third might be 
successful. He determined when he reached Orleans to 
send to the king to ask for an escort. 

But as the road to Orleans was passed without accident, 
Chicot began to think again that it was needless, and that 
the king would lose his good opinion of him, and also that 
an escort would be a great trouble. He went on, therefore, 
but his fears began to return as evening advanced. All 
at once he heard behind him the galloping of horses, and 
turning round he counted seven cavaliers, of whom four 
had muskets on their shoulders. They gained rapidly on 
Chicot, who, seeing flight was hopeless, contented himself 
with making his horse move in zig-zags, so as to escape the 
balls which he expected every moment. He was right, for 
when they came about fifty feet from him, they fired, but 
thanks to his maneuver, all the balls missed him. He 
immediately abandoned the reins and let himself slip to 
the ground, taking the precaution to have his sword in 
one hand and a dagger in the other. 

He came to the ground in such a position that his head 
was protected by the breast of his horse. 

A ery of joy came from the troop, who, seeing him fall, 
believed him dead. 

“T told you so,” said a man, riding up, with a mask on 
his face; “you failed because you did not follow my 
orders. This time, here he is; search him, and if he moves, 
finish him.” 


148 THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 


Chicot was not a pious man, but at such a moment he 
remembered his God and murmured a fervent prayer. 

Two men approached him sword in hand, and as he did 
not stir, came fearlessly forward; but instantly Chicot’s 
dagger was in the throat of one, and his sword half buried 
in the side of the other. 

“Ah! treason!” cried the chief, “he is not dead; 

charge your muskets.” 
~ * “No, I am not dead,” cried Chicot, attacking the 
speaker. 

But two soldiers came to the rescue: Chicot turned 
and wounded one in the thigh. 

“The muskets!” cried the chief. 

“ Before they are ready, you will be pierced through the 
heart,” cried Chicot. 

“Be firm, and I will aid you,” cried a voice, which 
seemed to Chicot to come from Heaven. 

It was that of a fine young man, on a black horse. He 
had a pistol in each hand, and cried again to Chicot, 
“Stoop! morbleu, stoop!” 

Chicot obeyed. 

One pistol was fired, and a man rolled at Chicot’s feet ; 
then the second, and another man fell. 

“Now we are two to two,” cried Chicot; “ generous 
young man, you take one, here is mine,” and he rushed on 
the masked man, who defended himself as if used to arms. 

The young man seized his opponent by the body, threw 
him down, and bound him with his belt. Chicot soon 
wounded his adversary, who was very corpulent, between 
the ribs; he fell, and Chicot, putting his foot on his sword 
to prevent him from using it, cut the strings of his mask. 

“M. de Mayenne! ventre de biche, I thought so,” said 
he. 

The duke did not reply; he had fainted from loss of 
blood and the weight of his fall. Chicot drew his dagger, 
and was about coolly to cut off his head, when his arm 
was seized by a grasp of iron, and a voice said,— 

“Stay! monsieur; one does not kill a fallen enemy.” 

“Young man,” replied Chicot, “you have saved my 
life, and T thank you with all my heart; but accept a little 
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lesson very aseful in the time of mortal degradation in 
which we live. When a man has been attacked three times 
in three days—when he has beer each time in danger of 
death—when his enemies have, without provocation, fired 
four musket balls at him from behind—as they might 
have done to a mad dog—then, young man, he may do 
what I am about to do.” And Chicot returned to his 
work. 

But the young man stopped him again. 

“You shall not do it, while [ am here. You shall not 
shed more of that blood which is now issuing from the 
wound you have already inflicted.” 

“Bah! do you know this wretch?” 

“That wretch is M. le Duc de Mayenne, a prince equal 
in rank to many kings.” 

“All the more reason. And who are you?” 

“ He who has saved your life, monsieur.” 

* And who, if I do not deceive myself, brought me a let- 
ter from the king three days ago.” 

“ Precisely.” 

“Then you are in the king’s service?” 

“ T have that honor.” 

“ And yet you save M. de Mayenne? Permit me to tell 
you, monsicur, that that is not being a good servant.” 

“T think differently.” 

“Well, perhaps you are right. What is your name? ” 

“ Hrnanton de Carmainges.” 

“ Well, M. Ernanton, what are we to do with this great 
carcass?” 

“T will watch over M. de Mayenne, monsieur.” 

“ And his follower, who is listening there? ” 

“The poor devil hears nothing; I have bound him too 
tightly, and he has fainted.” 

“M. de Carmainges, you have saved my life to-day, but 
you endanger it furiously for the future.” 

“JT do my duty to-day ; God will provide for the future.” 

“ As you please, then, and I confess I dislike killing a 
defenseless man. Adieu, monsieur. But first, I will 
choose one of these horses.” 

“Take mine; I know what it can do.” 
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“ Oh! that is too generous.” 

“T have not so much need as you have to go quickly.” 

Chicot made no more compliments, but got on Ernan- 
ton’s horse and disappeared. 


CHAPTER XXXVII. 
ERNANTON DE CARMAINGES. 


ERNANTON remained on the field of battle, much em- 
barrassed what to do with the two men, who would shortly 
open their eyes. As he deliberated, he saw a wagon com- 
ing along, drawn by two oxen, and driven by a peasant. 
Ernanton went to the man and told him that a combat 
had taken place between the Huguenots and Catholics, 
that four had been killed, but that two were still living. 
The peasant, although desperately frightened, aided Er- 
nanton to place first M. de Mayenne and then the soldier 
in the wagon. The four bodies remained. 

y Monsieur,” said the peasant, “ were they Catholics or 
Huguenots?” 

“ Huguenots,” said Ernanton, who had seen the peasant 
cross himself in his first terror. 

“Tn that case there will be no harm in my searching 
them, will there?” 

+ None,” replied Ernanton, who thought it as well that 
the peasant should do it, as the first passer-by. The man 
did not wait to be told twice, but turned out their pockets. 
It seemed that he was far from disappointed, for his face 
looked smiling when he had finished the operation, and he 
drove on his oxen at their quickest pace, in order to reach 
his home with his treasure. 

It was in the stable of this excellent Catholic, on a bed 
of straw, that M. de Mayenne recovered his consciousness. 
He opened his eyes, and looked at the men and the things 
surrounding him with a surprise easy to imagine. Er- 
nanton immediately dismissed the peasant. 

* Who are you, monsieur?”’ asked Mayenne. 
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Ernanton smiled. 

“Do you not recognize me?” said he. 

“Yes, I do now; you are he who came to the assistance 
of my enemy.” 

“Yes, but [ am he who prevented your enemy from 
killing you.” 

“That must be true, since I live; unless, indeed, he 
thought me dead.” 

“He went away knowing you to be alive.” 

“'Then he thought my wound mortal.” 

“T do not know; but had I not opposed him, he would 
have given you one which certainly would have been so.” 

“ But then, monsieur, why did you aid him in killing 
my men?” 

“ Nothing more simple, monsieur; and I am astonished 
that a gentleman, as you seem to be, does not understand 
my conduct. Chance brought me on your road, and I saw 
several men attacking one; I defended the one, but when 
this brave man—for whoever he may be, he is brave—when 
he remained alone with you, and would have decided the 
victory by your death, then I interfered to save you.” 

“You know me, then?” said Mayenne, with a scruti- 
nizing glance. 

“YT had no need to know you, monsieur; you were a 
wounded man, that was enough.” 

‘“* Be frank; you knew me?” 

“Tt is strange, monsieur, that you will not understand 
me. It seems to me that it is equally ignoble to kill a de- 
fenseless man, as six men to attack one.” 

“There may be reasons for all things.” 

Ernanton bowed, but did not reply. 

“Did ycu not see,” continued Mayenne, *‘ that I fought 
sword to sword with that man?” 

“al ieiererue.,” 

“ Besides, he is my most mortal enemy.” 

“T believe it, for he said the same thing of you.” 

“Do you think me dangerously wounded?” 

“T have examined your wound, monsieur, and J think 
that, although it is serious, you are in no danger of death. 
I believe the sword slipped along the ribs, and did not 
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penetrate the breast. Breathe, and I think you will find 
no pain in the lungs.” 

“Tt is true; but my men?” 

“ Are dead, all but one.” 

“ Are they left on the road?” 

ce Yes.” 

“ Have they been searched ?” 

“The peasant whom you must have seen on opening 
your eyes, and who is your host, searched them.” 

“ What did he find?” 

“ Some money.” 

“ Any papers? ” 

“T think not.” 

“ Ah!” said Mayenne, with evident satisfaction. “ But 
the living man; where is he?” 

“Tn the barn, close by.” 

“ Bring him to me, monsieur; and if you are a man of 
honor, promise me to ask him no questions.” 

“Tam not curious, monsieur; and I wish to know no 
more of this affair than I know already.” 

The duke looked at him uneasily. 

“ Monsieur,” said Ernanton, “ will you charge some one 
else with the commission you have just given me?” 

“T was wrong, monsieur, I acknowledge it; have the 
kindness to render me the service I ask of you.” 

Five minutes after, the soldier entered the stable. He 
uttered a cry on seeing the duke, but he put his finger on 
his lip, and the man was silent. 

“ Monsieur,” said Mayenne to Ernanton, “my gratitude 
to you will be eternal; and, doubtless, some day we shall 
meet under more favorable circumstances. May I ask to 
whom I have the honor of speaking ? ” 

“YT am the Vicomte Ernanton de Carmainges, mon- 
sieur.” 

“You were going to Beaugency ? ” 

“ Yes, monsieur.” ; 

“Then I have delayed you, and you cannot go on to- 
night.” 

“On the contrary, monsieur, I am about to start at 
once.” 
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“ For Beaugency : ees 

“No, for Paris,’ said Ernanton; “somewhat unwill- 
ingly.” 

The duke appeared astonished. 

“Pardon,” said he, “but it is strange that going to 
Beaugency, and being stopped by an unforeseen circum- 
stance, you should return without fulfilling the end of 
your journey.” 

“Nothing is more simple, monsieur; I was going to a 
rendezvous for a particular time, which I have lost by 
coming here with you; therefore I return.” 

“Oh! monsieur, will you not stay here with me for two 
or three days? I will send this soldier to Paris for a 
surgeon, and I cannot remain here alone with these peas- 
ants, who are strangers to me.” 

* Then let the soldier remain with you, and I will send 
you a doctor.” 

“Do you know the name of my enemy?” 

“ No, monsieur.’ 

“What! you saved his life, and he did not tell you his 
name?” 

“JT did not ask him.” 

“You did not ask him? ” 

“T have saved your life also, monsieur; have I asked 
you your name? But, in exchange, you both know mine.” 

“{ see, monsieur, there is nothing to be learned from 
you; you are as discreet as brave.” 

“T observe that you say that in a reproachful manner; 
but, on the contrary you ought to be reassured, for a man 
who is discreet with one person will be so with another.” 

“You are right! your hand, M. de Carmainges.” 

Ernanton did quietly as he was asked. 

“You have blamed my conduct, monsieur,” said May- 
enne; “but I cannot justify myself without revealing im- 
portant secrets.” 

“You defend yourself, monsieur, when I do not aca 
cuse.” 

“Well! I will only say that I am a gentleman of good 
rank, and able to be of use to you.” 
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“Say no more, monsieur; thanks to the master whom I 
serve, I have no need of assistance from any one.’ 

“Your master, who is he?” 

“T have asked no questions, monsieur.” 

It is true.” 

“ Besides, your wound begins to inflame; I advise you to 
talk less.” 

“You are right; but I want my surgeon.” 

“T am returning to Paris, as I told you: give me his ad- 
dress.” 

““M. de Carmainges, give me vour word of honor that if 
I entrust you with a letter it shall be given to the person 
to whom it is addressed.” 

“J give it, monsieur.” 

“T believe you; I am sure I may trust you. I must tell 
you a part of my secret. I belong to the guards of Ma- 
dame de Montpensier.” 

“Oh! I did not know she had guards.” 

“Tn these troublous times, monsieur, every one guards 
himself as well as he can, and the house of Guise being a 
princely one 

“T asked for no explanation, monsieur.’ 

“ Well, I had a mission to Amboise ; ae on the road I 
saw my enemy; you know the rest.” 

ce Yes. 29 

“Stopped by this wound, I must report to the duchess 
the reason of my delay.” 

“ce Well? 9 

“Will you therefore put into her own hands the letter I 
am about to write?” 

“T will see for ink and paper.” 

“Tt is needless, my soldier will get my tablets.” 

He instructed the soldier to take them from his pocket, 
opened them by a spring, wrote some lines in pencil, and 
shut them again. It was impossible for any one. who did 
not know the secret to open them without breaking them. 

“Monsieur,” said Ernanton, “in three days these tab- 
lets shall be delivered.” 

“Into her own hands? ” 

“ Yes, monsieur.” 
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The duke, exhausted by talking, and by the effort of 
writing the letter, sank back on his straw. 

* Monsieur,” said the soldier, in a tone little in harmony 
with his dress, “ you bound me very tight, it is true, but I 
_shall regard my chains as bonds of friendship, and will 
prove it to you some day.” 

And he held out a hand whose whiteness Ernanton had 
already remarked. 

“So be it,” said he, smiling; “it seems I have gained 
two friends.” 

“ Do not despise them; one has never too many.” 

“That is true,’ said Ernanton; and he left them. 


CHAPTER XXXVIII. 
THE STABLE-YARD. 


ERNANTON arrived at Paris on the third day. At three 
in the afternoon he entered the Louvre, amcng his com- 
rades. The Gascons called out in surprise at seeing him, 
and M. de Loignac looked gloomy, and signed to him to 
enter a little room, where he always gave his private 
audiences. 

“This is nice behavior, monsicur,” said he; “five days 
and nights absent ; and you whom I thought so well of.” 

“ Monsieur, I did what I was told to do.” 

“What were you told to do?” 

“To follow M. de Mayenne, and I have followed him.” 

“For five days and nights?” 

“Yes, monsieur.” 

“Then he has left Paris?” 

“ He left that same evening, and that seemed to me sus- 
picious.” 

“ You are right, monsieur, go on.” 

Ernanton related clearly and energetically all that had 
taken place. When Ernanton mentioned the letter: 

“You have it, monsieur?” asked De Loignac. 

“Yes, monsieur.” 
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“ Diable! that deserves attention; come with me, I beg 
of you.” 

Ernanton followed De Loignac to the courtyard of the 
Louvre. All was preparing for the king’s going out, and 
M. d’Epernon was seeing two horses tried, which had 
been sent from England, as a present from Elizabeth to 
Henri, and which were that day to be harnessed to the 
king’s carriage for the first time. 

De Loignac approached D’Epernon. 

“ Great news, M. le Duc,” said he. 

“What is it?” said D’Epernon, drawing to one side. 

“M. de Carmainges has seen M. de Mayenne lying 
wounded in a village beyond Orleans.” 

“ Wounded! ” 

“Yes, and more, he has written a letter to Madame de 
Montpensier, which M. de Carmainges has in his pocket.” 

“Oh! oh! send M. de Carmainges to me.” 

“ Here he is,” said De Loignac, signing to Ernanton to 
advance. 

“ Well, monsieur, it seems you have a letter from M. de 
Mayenne.” 

“ Yes, monsieur.” 

“ Addressed to Madame de Montpensier? ” 

“ Yes, monsieur.” 

“Give it to me,” and the duke extended his hand. 

“Pardon, monsieur, but did you ask me for the duke’s 
letter? ” j 

“ Certainly.” 

“You do not know that this letter was confided to me.” 

“ What matters that?” 

“Tt matters much, monsieur; I passed my word to the 
duke to give it to Madame la Duchesse herself.” 

“Do you belong to the king, or to M. de Mayenne?” 

“To the king.” 

“ Well! the king wishes to see the letter.” 

“ Monsieur, you are not the king.” 

“T think you forget to whom you speak, M. de Car- 
mainges.” 

“T remember perfectly, monsieur, and that is why I 
refuse.” 
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“ You refuse?” 

“Yes, monsieur.” 

“M. de Carmainges, you forget your oath of fidelity.” 

“Monsieur, I have sworn fidelity only to one person, 
and that is the king; if he asks me for the letter, he must 
have it, but he is not here.” 

“M. de Carmainges,” said the duke, growing very 
angry, “you are like the rest of the Gascons; blind in 
prosperity, your good fortune dazzles you, and the posses 
sion of a state secret is a weight too heavy for you to 
carry.” 

“The only thing I find heavy, monsieur, is the disgrace 
into which I seem likely to fall; not my fortune, which my 
refusal to obey you renders, I know, very precarious; but, 
no matter; I do what I ought to do, and no one, excepting 
the king, shall see this letter, but the person to whom it is 
addressed.” 

“De Loignac,” cried D’Epernon, “place M. de Car- 
mainges in arrest at once.” 

“It is certain that will prevent me from delivering the 
letter for a time, but once I come out re 

“Tf you never do come out?” 

“T shall come out, monsieur; unless you have me assas- 
sinated. Yes, I shall come out, the walls are less strong 
than my will, and then i 

“Well? ” 

“JT will speak to the king.” 

“To prison with him, and take away the letter,” cried 
D’Epernon, beside himself with rage. 

“No one shall touch it,” cried Ernanton, starting back 
and drawing from his breast the tablet of M. de Mayenne, 
“for J will break it to pieces, since I can save it no other 
way; M. de Mayenne will approve my conduct, and the 
king will pardon me.” 

The young man was about to execute his threat, when a 
touch arrested his arm. He turned and saw the king, who, 
coming down the staircase behind them, had heard the 
end of the discussion. 

“ What is the matter, gentlemen?” said he. 

_“ Sire,” cried D’Epernon, furiously, “ this man, one of 
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your Forty-five Guardsmen, of which he shall soon cease 
to form part, being sent by me to watch M. de Mayenne, 
in Paris, followed him to Orleans, and received from him 
a letter for Madame de Montpensier.” 

“You have received this letter?” asked the king of 
Ernanton. 

“Yes, sire, but M. d’Epernon does not tell you under 
what circumstances.” 

“Well, where is this letter? ” 

“That is just the cause of the quarrel, sire. M. de Car- 
mainges resolutely refuses to give it to me, and deter- 
mines to carry it to its address.” 

Carmainges bent one knee before the king. “ Sire,” said 
he, “I am a poor gentleman, but a man of honor. I saved 
the life of your messenger, who was about to be assassi- 
nated by M. de Mayenne and six of his followers, for I ar- 
rived just in time to turn the fortune of the combat.” 

* And M. de Mayenne?” 

“Was dangerously wounded.” 

“Well, after? ” 

“ Your messenger, sire, who seemed to have a particular 
hatred of M. de Mayenne——” 

The king smiled. 

“Wished to kill his enemy; perhaps he had the right, 
but I thought that in my presence, whose sword belongs to 
your majesty, this vengeance became a poliucal assassi- 
nation, and 

“Go on, monsieur.” 

“T saved the life of M. de Mayenne, as I had saved that 
of your messenger.” 

D’Epernon shrugged his shoulders with a scornful smile. 

“Go on,” said the king. 

“™M. de Mayenne, reduced to one companion, for the 
four others were killed, did not wish to separate from him, 
and, ignorant that I belonged to your majesty, confided to 
me a letter to his sister. I have this letter, sire, and here 
it is; I offer it to your majesty who has the right to dis- 
pose ‘of it and of me. My honor is dear to me, sire, but I 
place it fearlessly in your hands.” 
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Ernanton, so saying, held out the tablets to the king, who 
gently put them back. 

“What did you say, D’Epernon ?” said he; “ M. de Car- 
mainges is an honest man and a faithful servant.” 

“ What did I say, sire?” 

“Yes; I heard you pronounce the word ‘ prison.’ Mor- 
dieu! on the contrary, when one meets a man like M. de 
Carmainges, it is reward we should speak of. A letter, 
duke, belongs only to the bearer and to the person to whom 
it is sent. You will deliver your letter, M. de Car- 
mainges.” 

* But, sire,” said D’Epernon, “ think of what that letter 
may contain. Do not play at delicacy, when, perhaps, your 
majesty’s life is concerned.” 

“You will deliver your letter, M. de Carmainges,” said 
the king. 

“ Thanks, sire,” said Carmainges, beginning to retire. 

“ Where do you take it?” 

“To Madame la Duchesse de Montpensier, I believed I 
had had the honor of telling your majesty.” 

“T mean, to the Hotel Guise, St. Denis, or where?” 

“T had no instructions on that subject, sire. I shall 
take the letter to the Hétel Guise, and there I shall learn 
where Madame de Montpensier is.” 

“ And when you have found her? ” 

“T will deliver my letter.” 

“ Just so. M. de Carmainges, have you promised any- 
thing else to M. de Mayenne than to deliver that letter to 
his sister?” 

“No, sire.” 

“ No secrecy as to the place where you find her?” 

“No, sire.” 

“Then I will impose only one condition on you.” 

“JT am your majesty’s servant.” 

“ Deliver your letter, and then come to me at Vincenneg, 
where I shall be this evening.” 

Yes, sire.” 

“ And you will tell me where you found the duchess?” 

“T will, sire.” 

*T ask no other confidences ; remember.” 
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“ Sire, I promise.” 

“ What imprudence, sire! ” cried D’Epernon. 

“There are men you cannot understand, duke. This 
one is loyal to Mayenne, he will be loyal to me.’ 

“Toward you, sire, I shall be more than loyal—I shall 
be devoted,” cried Ernanton. 

“ Now, D’Epernon, no more quarrels,” said the king; 
“and you must at once pardon in this brave fellow what 
_ you looked upon as a want of loyalty, but which I regard 
as a proof of honesty.” 

“ Sire,” said Ernanton, “ M. le Duce is too superior a 
man not to have discovered, through my disobedience (for 
which I confess my regret), my respect for him; only, 
before all things, I must do what I believe to be my 
duty.” 

“ Parfandious!” said the duke, changing his expression 
like a mask, “ this trial has done you honor, my dear Car- 
mainges, and you are really a fine fellow—is he not, De 
Loignac? However, we gave him a good fright; ” and the 
duke burst out laughing. 

De Loignac did not answer; he could not he like his 
illustrious chief. 

“Tf it was a trial, so much the better,” said the king, 
doubtfully ; “but I counsel you not to try these experi- 
ments often; too many people would give way under them. 
Now, let us go, duke; you accompany me?” 

“It was your majesty’s order that I should ride by the 
door? ” 

“Yes; and who goes the other side? ” 

“A devoted servant of your majesty’s, M. de St. Ma- 
line,” said D’Epernon, glancing at Ernanton to see the 
effect of his words; but Ernanton remained unmoved. 


CHAPTER XXXIX. 


THE SEVEN SINS OF MAGDALENE. 


Tuer king, however, on seeing his horses, did not wish to 
be alone in the carriage, but desired D’Epernon to sit by 
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him. De Loignac and St. Maline rode on each side, and 
an outrider in front. The king was, as usual, surrounded 
by dogs, and there was also a table in the carriage, cov- 
ered with illuminated pictures, which the king cut out 
with wonderful skill, in spite of the movement of the car- 
riage. He was just then occupied with the life of Magda- 
lene, the sinner. ‘The different pictures were labeled 
“* Magdalene gives way to the sin of anger,’—“ Magdalene 
gives way to the sin of gluttony,” and so on through the 
seven cardinal sins. ‘The one that the king was occupied 
with, as they passed through the Porte St. Antoine, rep- 
resented Magdalene giving way to anger. 

The beautiful sinner, half-lying on cushions, and with 
no other covering than the magnificent hair with which 
she was afterward to wipe the feet of Jesus, was having a 
slave, who had broken a precious vase, thrown into a pond 
filled with lampreys, whose eager heads were protruding 
from the water ; while on the other side, a woman, even less 
dressed than her mistress, as her hair was bound up, was 
being flogged, because she had, while dressing her mis- 
tress’s head, pulled out some of those magnificent hairs, 
whose profusion might have rendered her more indulgent 
to such a fault. In the background were visible some dogs 
being whipped for having allowed beggars to pass quietly, 
and some cocks being murdered for having crowed too 
loudly in the morning. 

On arriving at the Croix Faubin, the king had finished 
this figure, and was passing to “ Magdalene giving way to 
the sin of gluttony.” 

This represented a beautiful woman lying on one of 
those beds of purple and gold on which the ancients used 
to take their repasts; all that the Romans had most re- 
cherché in meat, in fish, and in fruit, dormice in honey, 
red mullets, lobsters from Stromboli, and pomegranates 
from Sicily, ornamented the table, while on the ground 
some dogs were disputing for a pheasant, while the air was 
full of birds, which had carried off from the table figs, straw- 
berries, and cherries. Magdalene held in her hand, filled 
with white liquor, one of those singularly shaped glasses 
which Petronius has described in his feasts. 

15 
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Fully occupied with this important work, the king 
merely raised his eyes as they passed by the convent of the 
Jacobins, from which vespers was sounding on every bell, 
and of which every window and door was closed. 

But a hundred steps further on, an attentive observer 
would have seen him throw a more curious glance on a 
fine-looking house on his left, which, built in the midst of 
a charming garden, opened on the road. This house was 
- called Bel-Esbat, and, unlike the convent, had every win- 
dow open with the exception of one, before which hung a 
blind. As the king passed, this blind moved perceptibly ; 
Henri smiled at D’Epernon, and then fell to work on 
another picture. This was the sin of luxury. The artist 
had represented this in such glowing colors, and had 
painted the sin with so much courage and minuteness, 
that we can only describe a small part of it, viz.:—that 
Magdalene’s guardian angel was flying back to heaven af- 
frighted, and hiding his face in his hands. All this occu- 
pied the king so much, that he never noticed an image of 
vanity who rode by his carriage. It was a pity; for St. 
Maline was very happy and proud on his horse, as he rode 
so near that he could hear the king say to his dog, 
“Gently, M. Love, you get in my way;” or to M. le Due 
d’Epernon, “ Duke, I believe these horses will break my 
neck.” From time to time, however, St. Maline glanced 
at De Loignac, who was too much accustomed to these 
honors not to be indifferent to them; and he eould not but 
feel the superiority of his calm and modest demeanor, 
and even would try to imitate, for a few minutes, until 
the thought would recur again, “ I am seen and looked at, 
and people say, ‘Who is that happy gentleman who ac- 
companies the king?’” St. Maline’s happiness seemed 
likely to last for a long time, for the horses, covered with 
harness heavy with gold and embroidery, and imprisoned 
in shafts like those of David’s ark, did not advance rapidly. 
But as he was growing too proud, something peculiarly 
annoying to him came to temper it down; he heard the 
king pronounce the name of Ernanton, and not once, but 
two or three times. St. Maline strained his attention to 
hear more, but some noise or movement always prevented 


THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 163 


him. Hither the king uttered some exclamation of re- 
gret at an unlucky cut of the scissors, or one of the dogs 
began to bark. So that between Paris and Vincennes, the 
name of Ernanton had been pronounced six times by the 
king, and four times by D’Epernon, without St. Maline’s 
knowing the reason. He persuaded himself that the king 
was merely inquiring the cause oi Ernanton’s disappear- 
ance, and that D’Epernon was explaining it. At last they 
arrived at Vincennes, and as the king had still three sins 
to cut out, he went at once to his own room to finish them. 
It was a bitterly cold day, therefore St. Maline sat down 
in a chimney corner to warm himself, and was nearly 
falling asleep, when De Loignee put his hand on his 
shoulder. 

“You must work to-day,” said he; “you shall sleep 
some other day; so get up, M. de St. Maline.” 

“JT will not sleep for a fortnight, if necessary, mon- 
sieur,” 

* Oh! we shall not be so exacting as that.” 

“ What must I do, monsieur? ” 

“ Get on your horse and return to Paris.” 

“YT am ready; my horse is standing saddled.” 

“Good; go then straight to the room of the Forty-five, 
and awaken every one; but excepting three, whom I will 
name to you, no one must know where he is going, nor 
what he is about to do.” 

“T will obey these instructions implicitly.” 

“Here then are some more; leave fourteen of these 
gentlemen at the Porte St. Antoine, fifteen others half 
way, and bring the rest here.” 

“Yes, monsieur; but at what hour must we leave 
Paris?” 

“ When night falls.” 

“ On horseback or on foot?” 

“ On horseback.” 

“ Armed?” 

“Fully; with daggers, pistols, and swords.” 

“ With armor?” 

Sl Yess 

“ What else?” 
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“‘ Here are three letters; one for M. de Chalabre, one fot 
M. de Biron, and one for yourself. M. de Chalabre will 
command the first party, M. de Biron the secend, and 
yourself the third.” 

“ Good, monsieur.” 

“These letters are only to be opened at six o'clock. M. 
de Chalabre will open his at the Porte St. Antoine, M. de 
Biron his at the Croix Faubin, and you yours on your re- 
turn.” 

“ Must we come quickly?” 

“As quickly as possible, without creating suspicion. 
Let each troop come out of Paris by a different gate; M. 
de Chalabre by the Porte Bourdelle; M. de Biron by the 
Porte du Temple, and you through the Porte St. Antoine. 
All other instructions are in the letters. Go quickly from 
here to the Croix Faubin, but then slowly; you have still 
two hours before dark, which is more than necessary. 
Now do you well understand your orders? ” / 

“ Perfectly, monsieur.” 

‘Fourteen in the first troop, fifteen in the second, and 
fifteen in the third; it is evident they do not count Ernan- 
ton, and that he no longer forms part of the Forty-five,” 
said St. Maline to himself when De Loignac was gone. 

He fulfilled all his directions punctually. When he ar- 
rived among the Forty-five, the greater number of them 
were already preparing for their supper. Thus the noble 
Lardille de Chavantrade had prepared a dish of mutton 
stewed with carrots and spices, after the method of Gas- 
cony, to which Militor had occasionally aided by trying 
the pieces of meat and vegetables with a fork. 

Pertinax de Montcrabeau, and the singular servant who 
spoke to him so familiarly, were preparing supper for 
themselves and six companions, who had each contributed 
six sous toward it; each one, in fact, was disposing accord- 
ing to his fancy of the money of his majesty Henri III. 
One might judge of the character of each man by the 
aspect of his little lodging. Some loved flowers, and dis- 
played on their window-sills some fading rose or geran- 
ium ; others had, like the king, a taste for pictures; others 
had introduced a niece or housekeeper; and M. d’Eper- 
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non had told M. de Loignac privately to shut his eyes on 
these things. At eight o’clock in winter, and ten in the 
summer, they went to bed; but always leaving fifteen on 
guard. As, however, it was but half-past five when St. 
Maline entered, he found every one about, and, as we said, 
gastronomically inclined. But with one word he put an 
end to all this: “To horse, gentlemen,” said he; and leay- 
ing them without another word, went to explain his orders 
to MM. de Biron and Chalabre. Some, while buckling on 
their belts and grasping their enirasses, ate great mouth- 
fuls, washed down by a draught of wine; and others, whose 
supper was less advanced, armed themselves with resigna- 
tion. They called over the names, and only forty-four, 
including St. Maline, answered. 

“M. Ernanton de Carmainges is missing,” said De 
Chalabre, whose turn it was to exercise these functions. 
A profound joy filled the heart of St. Maline, and a smile 
played on his lips, a rare thing with this somber and en- 
vious man. 

The forty-four therefore set off on their different routes. 


CHAPTER XL. 
BEL-ESBAT. 


Ir is needless to say that Ernanton, whom St. Maline 
thought ruined, was, on the contrary, pursuing the course 
of his unexpected and ascending fortunes. He had, of 
course, gone first to the Hétel Guise. There, after having 
knocked at the great door and had it opened, he was only 
laughed at when he asked for an interview with the 
duchess. Then, as he insisted, they told him that he ought 
to know that her highness lived at Soissons and not at 
Paris. Ernanton was prepared for this reception, so it did 
not discourage him. 

“T am grieved at her highness’s absence,” said he, “ for 
T had a communication of great importance to deliver to 
her from the Duc de Mayenne.” 

“From the Duc de Mayenne! Who charged you to de- 
liver it?” 
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“The duke himself.” 

“The duke! and where, pray? for he is not at Paris 
either!” 

“ T know that, as I met him on the road to Blois.” 

“On the road to Blois?” said the porter, a little 
more attentive. 

“ Yes, and he there charged me with a message for Ma- 

dame de Montpensier.” 
~ “A message?” 

“A letter.” 

“ Where is it?” 

“ Here,” said Ernanton, striking his doublet. 

“ Will you let me see it?” 

“ Willingly.” And Ernanton drew out the letter. 

“ What singular ink!” said the man. 

“Tt is blood,” said Ernanton calmly. 

The porter grew pale at these words, and at the idea that 
this blood belonged to M. de Mayenne. At this time, when 
there was great dearth of ink and abundance of blood 
spilled, it was not uncommon for lovers to write to their 
mistresses, or absent relations to their families, in this 
liquid. 

“ Monsieur,” said the servant, “I do not know if you 
will find Madame de Montpensier in Paris or its environs; 
but go to a house in the Faubourg St. Antoine, called 
Bel-Esbat, which belongs to the duchess; it is the first on 
the left hand going to Vincennes, after the convent of the 
Jacobins. You will be sure to find some one there in the 
service of the duchess sufficiently in her confidence to be 
able to tell you where Madame la Duchesse is just now.” 

“Thank you,” said Ernanton, who saw that the man 
either could or would say no more. 

He found Bel-Esbat easily, and without more inquiries, 
rang, and the door opened. 

“ Enter,” said a man, who then seemed to wait for some 
password, but as Ernanton did not give any, he asked him 
what he wanted. 

“T wish to speak to Madame la Duchesse de Montpen- 
sier.’ 

“ And why do you come here for her? ” 


Bb) 
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“ Because the porter at the Hétel Guise sent me here.” 

“Madame la Duchegsse is not here.” ; 

“That is unlucky, as it will prevent me from fulfilling 
the mission with which M. de Mayenne charged me.” 

“ For Madame la Duchesse ? ” 

“ neces 

“From M. le Duc de Mayenne? ” 

“ee Yes.” 

The valet reflected a moment. “ Monsieur,” said he, “I 
cannot answer; there is some one else whom I must con- 
sult. Please to wait.” 

“These people are well served,” thought Ernanton. 
“ Certainly, they must be dangerous people who think it 
necessary to hide themselves in this manner. One cannot 
enter a house of the Guises as you can the Louvre. I 
begin to think that it is not the true King of France whom 
I serve.” 

He looked round him; the courtyard was deserted, but 
all the doors of the stables were open, as if they expected 
some troop to enter and take up their quarters. He was 
interrupted by the return of the valet, followed by an- 
other. 

“Leave me your horse, monsieur,” said he, “and follow 
my comrade; you will find some one who can answer you 
much better than I can.” 

Ernanton followed the valet, and was shown into a 
little room, where a simply though elegantly dressed lady 
was seated at an embroidery frame. 

“ Here is the gentleman from M. de Mayenne, madame,” 
said the servant. 

She turned, and Ernanton uttered a cry of surprise. 

“ You, madame! ” cried he, recognizing at once his page 
and the lady of the litter. 

“You!” cried the lady in her turn, letting her work 
drop, and looking at Ernanton. 

“ Leave us,” said she to the valet. 

“You are of the household of Madame de Montpensier, 
madame?” said Ernanton. 

“Yes; but you, monsieur, how do you bring here a mes- 
sage from the Duc de Mayenne?” 


168 THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 


“Through unforeseen circumstances, which it would 
take too long to repeat,” replied Ernanton, cautiously. 

“Oh! you are discreet, monsieur,” said the lady, smil- 
in . ‘ 

Yes, madame, whenever it is right to be so.” 

“ But I see no occasion for your discretion here; for, if 
you really bring a message from the person you say 
Oh! do not look angry; if you really do, I say, it interests 
’ me sufficiently that, in remembrance of our acquaintance, 
short though it was, you should tell it to me.” 

The lady threw into these words all the caressing and 
seductive grace that a pretty woman can. 

“ Madame,” replied Ernanton, “you cannot make me 
tell what I do not know.” 

“ And still less what you will not tell.” 

“ Madame, all my mission consists in delivering a letter 
to her highness.” 

“Well, then, give me the letter,” said the lady, holding 
out her hand. 

“Madame, I believed IJ had had the honor of telling 
you that this letter was addressed to the duchess.” 

“ But, as the duchess is absent, and I represent her here, 
you may ”? 

*T cannot, madame.” 

“ You distrust me, monsieur ?” 

“T ought to do so, madame; but,” said the young man, 
with an expression there was no mistaking; “in spite of 
the mystery of your conduct, you have inspired me, I con- 
fess, with very different sentiments.” 

“Really,” said the lady, coloring a little under Ernan- 
ton’s ardent gaze. 

Ernanton bowed. 

“Take care, monsieur,” said she, laughing, “you are 
making a declaration of love.” 

“Yes, madame; I do not know if I may ever see you 
again, and the opportunity is too precious for me to let it 
slip.” 

“Then, monsieur, J understand.” 

“That I love you, madame; that is easy to under- 
stand.” 
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* No, but how you came here.” 

“ Ah, pardon, madame, but now it is I who do not under- 
stand.” 

“T think that, wishing to see me again, you invented a 
pretext to get in.” 

“J, madame! you judge me ill. I was ignorant if I 
should ever see you again, and I hoped only from chance, 
which already had twice thrown me in your way; but in- 
vent a pretext I could never do. I am strange, perhaps; I 
do not think like all the world.” 

“Oh! you say you are in love, and you have scruples as 
to the manner of introducing yourself again to her you 
love. It is very fine, monsieur, but I partly guessed it.” 

“ How, madame, if you please?” 

“ The other day you met me; I was in a litter, you recog- 
nized me, and you did not follow me.” 

“Madame, you are confessing you paid some attention 
to me.” ; 

“ And why not? Surely the way in which we first met 
justified my putting my head out of my litter to look after 
you when you passed. But you galloped away, after utter- 
ing an ‘ Ah!’ which made me tremble in my litter.” 

“T was forced to go away, madame.” 

“By your scruples?” 

“No, madame, by my duty.” 

“Well!” said the lady, laughing, “I see that you are a 
reasonable, circumspect lover, who, above all things, fears 
to compromise himself.’ 

“Tf you had inspired me with certain fears, there would 
be nothing astonishing in it. Is it customary that a 
woman should dress as a man, force the barriers, and come 
to see an unfortunate wretch drawn to pieces, using mean- 
while all sorts of gesticulations perfectly incomprehensi- 
ble?” 

The lady grew rather pale, although she tried to smile. 

Ernanton went on. “Is it natural also that this lady, 
after this strange announcement, fearful of being arrested, 
should fly as though she were a thief, although she is in 
the service of Madame de Montpensier, a powerful princess, 
although not much in favor at court?” 
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This time the lady smiled again, but ironically. 

“You are not clear-sighted, monsieur, in spite of your 
pretension to be an observer; for, with a little sense, all 
that seems obscure to you would have been explained. 
Was it not very natural that Madame de Montpensier 
should be interested in the fate of M. de Salcéde, in what 
he might be tempted to say, what true or false revelations 
he might utter to compromise the house of Lorraine? And 
- if that was natural, monsieur, was it not also so, that this 
princess should send some one, some safe, intimate friend, 
to be present at the execution, and bring her all the de- 
tails? Well, monsieur, this person was I. Now, do you 
think I could go in my woman’s dress? Do you think I 
could remain indifferent to what was going on? ” 

“You are right, madame; and now I admire as much 
your logic and talent as I did before your beauty.” 

“Thank you, monsieur. And now that we know each 
other, and that everything is explained, give me the letter, 
since it does exist.” 

“ Impossible, madame.” 

The unknown seemed trying not to grow angry. “ Im- 
possible?” repeated she. 

“Yes, impossible; for I swore to M. de Mayenne to de- 
liver it only to the duchess herself.” 

“ Say, rather,” cried the lady, giving way to her irrita- 
tion, “that you have no letter; that, in spite of your pre- 
tended scruples, it was a mere pretext for getting in here; 
that you wished to see me again, and that was all. Well, 
monsieur, you are satisfied; not only you have effected 
your entrance, but you have seen me, and have told me 
you adore me.” 

“Tn that, as in all the rest, I have told you truth, ma- 
dame.” 

“Well, so be it, you adore me; you wished to see me, 
and you have seen me. I have procured you a pleasure in 
return for a service. We are quits. Adieu!” 

“JT will obey you, madame; since you send me away, I 
will go.” 

“Yes,” cried she, now really angry, “but if you know 
me, I do not know you. You have too much advantage 
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over me. Ah! you think you can enter, on some pretext, 
into the house of a princess, and go away and say, ‘I suc- 
ceeded in my perfidy.” Ah! monsieur, that is not the be- 
havior of a gallant man,” 

“Tt seems to me, madame, that you are very hard on 
what would have been, after all, only a trick of love, if it 
had not been, as I have already told you, an affair of the 
greatest importance. I put aside all your injurious ex- 
pressions, and I will forget all I might have said, affec- 
tionate or tender, since you are so badly disposed toward 
me. But I will not go out from here under the weight of 
your unworthy suspicions. I have a letter from the duke 
for Madame de Montpensier, and here it is; you can see 
the handwriting and the address.” 

Ernanton held out the letter to the lady, but without 
leaving go of it. 

She cast her eyes on it, and cried, “His writing! 
Blood!” 

Without replying, Ernanton. put the letter back in his 
pocket, bowed low, and, very pale and bitterly hurt, 
turned to go. But she ran after him, and caught him by 
the skirt of his cloak. 

“ What is it, madame? ” said he. 

“ For pity’s sake, pardon me; has any accident happened 
to the duke? ” 

“You ask me to pardon you, only that you may read this 
letter, and I have already told you that no one shall read 
it but the duchess.” 

“Ah! obstinate and stupid that you are,” cried the 
duchess, with a fury mingled with majesty; “do you not 
recognize me ?—or rather, could you not divine that I was 
the mistress ?—and are these the eyes of a servant? I am 
the Duchess of Montpensier; give me the letter.” 

“ You are the duchess!” cried Ernanton, starting back. 

“Yes, I am. Give it to me; I want to know what has 
happened to my brother.” 

But instead of obeying, as the duchess expected, the 
young man, recovering from his first surprise, crossed his 
arms, 
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“‘ How can I believe you, when you have already lied to 
me twice?” said he. 

The duchess’s eyes shot forth fire at these words, but Er- 
nanton stood firm. 

“Ah! you doubt still—you want proofs!” cried she, 
tearing her lace ruffles with rage. 

“ Yes, madame.” 

She darted toward the bell, and rang it furiously; a 
~ valet appeared. 

“ What does madame want?” said he. 

She stamped her foot with rage. “ Mayneville!” cried 
she, “I want Mayneville. Is he not here?” 

“ Yes, madame.” 

“ Let him come here.” 

The valet went, and, a minute after, Mayneville entered. 

“Did you send for me, madame?” said he. 

“Madame. And since when am I simply madame?” 
cried she angrily. 

“ Your highness!” said Mayneville, in surprise. 

“Good!” said Ernanton, “I have now a gentleman be- 
fore me, and if he has lied, I shall know what to do.” 

“ You believe then, at last?” said the duchess. 

“Yes, madame, I believe, and here is the letter;” and, 
bowing, the young man gave to Madame de Montpeusier 
the letter so long disputed. 


CHAPTER XLI. 
THE LETTER OF M. DE MAYENNE. 


THE duchess seized the letter, opened it, and read it 
eagerly, while various expressions passed over her face, 
like clouds over the sky. When she had finished, she give 
it to Mayneville to read. It was as follows: 


“My SIstTER, 
“T tried to do myself the work I should have left to 


others, and I have been punished for it. I have received a 
sword wound from the fellow whom you know. The worst 
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of it is, that he has killed five of my men, and among them 
Boularon and Desndises, who are my best, after which he 
fled. I must tell you that he was aided by the bearer of 
this letter, a charming young man, as you may see. I rec- 
ommend him to you; he is discretion itself. 

“One merit which he will have, I presume, in your eyes, 
my dear sister, is having prevented my conqueror from 
killing me, as he much wished, having pulled off my mask 
when I had fainted, and recognized me. 

“T recommend you, sister, to discover the name and pro- 
fession of this discreet cavalier; for I suspect him, while 
he interests me. To my offers of service, he replied that 
the master whom he served let him want for nothing. 

“T can tell you no more about him, but that he pretends 
not to know me. I suffer much, but believe my life is 
not in danger. Send me my surgeon at once; I am lying 
like a horse upon straw, the bearer will tell you where. 


“ Your affectionate brother, 


“ MAYENNE.” 


When they had finished reading, the duchess and May- 
neville looked at each other in astonishment. The duchess 
broke the silence first. 

“To whom,” said she, “do we owe the signal service 
that you have rendered us, monsieur?” 

“To a man who, whenever he can, helps the weak 
against the strong.” 

“ Will you give me some details, monsieur ?” 

Ernanton told all he had seen, and named the duke’s 
place of retreat. 

Madame de Montpensier and Mayneville listened with 
interest. When he had finished, the duchess said: 

“May I hope, monsieur, that you will continue the work 
so well begun, and attach yourself to our house?” 

These words, said in the gracious tone that the duchess 
knew so well how to use, were very flattering to Ernanton, 
after the avowal which he had made; but the young man, 
putting vanity aside, attributed them to simple curiosity. 

He knew well that the king, in making it a condition 
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that he should reveal the duchess’s place of abode, had 
some object in view. ‘Two interests contended within him 
—his love, that he might sacrifice; and his honor, which 
he could not. The temptation was all the stronger, that 
by avowing his position near the king, he should gain an 
enormous importance in the eyes of the duchess; and it 
was not a light consideration for a young man to be im- 
portant in the eyes of the Duchesse de Montpensier. St. 
.Maline would not have resisted a minute. All these 
thoughts rushed through Ernanton’s mind, but ended by 
making him stronger than before. 

“Madame,” said he, “I have already had the honor of 
telling M. de Mayenne that I serve a good master, who 
treats me too well for me to desire to seek another.” 

“ My brother tells me in his letter, monsieur, that you 
seemed not to recognize him. How, if you did not know 
him, then, did you use his name to penetrate to me?” 

“M. de Mayenne seemed to wish to preserve his incog- 
nito, madame; and I, therefore, did not think I ought to 
recognize him; and it might have been disagreeable for 
the peasants to know what an illustrious guest they were 
entertaining. Here there was no reason for secrecy ; on the 
contrary, the name of M. de Mayenne opened the way to 
you; so I thought that here, as there, I acted rightly.” 

The duchess smiled, and said, “ No one could extricate 
himself better from an embarrassing question; and you 
are, I must confess, a clever man.” 

“T see no cleverness in what I have had the honor of 
telling you, madame.” 

“Well, monsieur,” said the duchess, impatiently, “TI see 
clearly that you will tell nothing. You do not reflect that 
gratitude is a heavy burden for one of my house to bear; 
that you have twice rendered me a service, and that if [ 
wished to know your name, or rather who you are——” 

“TI know, madame, you would learn it easily; but you 
would learn it from some one else, and I should have told 
nothing.” 

“Tle is always right,” cried the duchess, with a look 
which gave Ernanton more pleasure than ever a look had 
done before. ‘Therefore he asked no more, but like the 
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gourmand who leaves the table when he thinks he has had 
the best bit, he bowed, and prepared to take leave. 

“Then, monsieur, that is all you have to tell me?” 
asked the duchess. 

“T have executed my commission, and it only remains 
for me to present my humble respects to your highness.” 

The duchess let him go, but when the door shut behind 
him, she stamped her foot impatiently. 

“ Mayneville,” said she, “have that young man fol- 
lowed.” 

“ Impossible, madame; all our household are out, I my- 
self am waiting for the event. It is a bad day on which to 
do anything else than what we have decided to do.” 

“ You are right, Mayneville; but afterward ” 

“Oh! afterward if you please, madame.” 

“Yes; for I suspect him, as my brother does.” 

“ He is a brave fellow, at all events; and really we are 
lucky, a stranger coming to render us such a service.” 

“ Nevertheless, Mayneville, have him watched, But 
night is falling, and Valois must be returning from Vin- 
cennes.” 

“Oh! we have time before us; it is not eight o’clock, 
and our men have not arrived.” 

“ All have the word, have they not?” 

“ AU 

“They are trustworthy ?” 

“Tried, madame.” 

“ How many do you expect?” 

“ Fifty; it is more than necessary, for besides them we 
have two hundred monks, as good as soldiers, if not 
better.” 

“ As soon as our men have arrived, range your monks 
on the road.” 

“They are all ready, madame; they will intercept the 
way, our men will push the carriage toward them, the gates 
of the convent will be open, and will have but to close be- 
hind the carriage.” 

“Tet us sup, then, Mayneville, it will pass the time. I 
am so impatient, I should like to push the hands of the 
clock.” 


176 THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 


“The hour will come; be easy.” 

“ But our men?” 

“They will be here; it is hardly eight.” 

“ Mayneville, my poor brother asks for his surgeon; the 
best surgeon, the best cure for his wound, will be a lock of 
the Valois’ shaved head, and the man who should carry 
him that present, Mayneville, would be sure to be wel- 
come.” 

“In two hours, madame, that man shall set out to find 
our dear duke in his retreat ; he who went out of Paris as a 
fugitive shall return triumphantly.” 

“One word more, Mayneville; are our friends in Paris 
warned ? ” 

“ What friends?” 

“The leaguers.” 

“ Heaven forbid, madame; to tell a bourgeois is to tell 
all Paris. Once the deed is done, and the prisoner safe in 
the cloister, we can defend ourselves against an army. 
Then we should risk nothing by crying from the roof of 
the convent, ‘ We have the Valois!’ ” 

“You are both skilful and prudent, Mayneville. Do 
you know, though, that my responsibility is great, and 
that no woman will ever have conceived and executed such 
a project ?” 

“J know it, madame; therefore I counsel you in trem- 
bling.” 

“The monks will be armed under their robes?” 

ce Yes.? 

“Mind you kill those two fellows whom we saw pass, 
riding at the sides of the carriage, then we can describe 
what passes as pleases us best.” 

“Kill those poor devils, madame! do you think that 
necessary ? ” 

“De Loignac! would he be a great loss? ” 

“He is a brave soldier.” 

“A parvenu, like that other ill-looking fellow who 
pranced on the left, with his fiery eyes and his black skin.” 

“Oh! that one I do not care so much about; I do not 
know him, and I agree with your highness in disliking 
his looks.” 
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“Then you abandon him to me?” laughed the duchess. 

“Oh! yes, madame. What I said was only for your re- 
oown, and the morality of the party that we represent.” 

“Good; Mayneville, I know you are a virtuous man, 
and I will sign you a certificate of it if you like. You 
need have nothing to do with it; they will defend the 
Valois and get killed. To you I recommend that young 
man.’ 

“ce Who ? 2) 

“He who just left us; see if he be really gone, and if 
he be not some spy sent by our enemies.” 

Mayneville opened the window, and tried to look out. 

“Oh! what a dark night,” said he. 

“ An excellent night; the darker the better. Therefore, 
good courage, my captain.” 

“ Yes, but we shall see nothing.” 

“God, whom we fight for, will see for us.” 

Mayneville, who did not seem quite so sure of the inter- 
vention of Providence in affairs of this nature, remained at 
the window looking out. 

* Do you see any one?” asked the duchess. 

“No, but I hear the tramp of horses.” 

“Tt is they; all goes well.” And the duchess touched 
the famous pair of golden scissors at her side. 


CHAPTER XLII. 


HOW DOM GORENFLOT BLESSED THE KING AS HE PASSED 
BEFORE THE PRIORY OF THE JACOBINS. 


ERNANTON went away with a full heart but a quiet 
conscience; he had had the singular good fortune to de- 
clare his love to a princess, and to get over the awkward- 
ness which might have resulted from it by the important 
conversation which followed. He had neither betrayed 
the king, M. de Mayenne, nor himself. Therefore he was 
content, but he still wished for many things, and, among 
others, a quick return to Vincennes, where the king ex- 
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pected him; then to go to bed and dream. He set off at 
a full gallop as soon as he left Bel-Esbat, but he had 
scarcely gone a hundred yards when he came on a body of 
cavaliers who stretched right across the road. He was sur- 
rounded in a minute, and a half a dozen swords and pistols 
presented at him. 

“Oh!” said Ernanton, “robbers on the road, a league 
from Paris ae 

“ Silence, if you please,” said a voice that Ernanton 
thought he recognized. “ Your sword, your arms; quick.” 

And one man seized the bridle of the horse, while an- 
other stripped him of his arms. 

“Peste! what clever thieves!” said Ernanton. “ At 
least, gentlemen, do me the favor to tell me——” 

“Why it is M. de Carmainges! ” said the man who had 
seized his sword. 

“'™M. de Pincornay!” cried Ernanton. “Oh, fie; what 
a bad trade you have taken up.” 

“T said silence,” cried the voice of the chief; “ and take 
this man to the dépét.” 

“ But, M. de St. Maline, it is our companion, Ernanton 
de Carmainges.” 

“ Ernanton here!” cried St. Maline angrily; “ what is 
he doing here!” 

“Good evening, gentlemen,” said Carmainges; “I did 
not, I confess, expect to find so much good company.” 

“ Diable!” growled St. Maline; “this is unforeseen.” 

“By me also, I assure you,” said Ernanton, laughing. 

“Tt is embarrassing ; what were you doing here? ” 

“Tf I ask you that question, would you answer?” 

‘<9 No.” 

“Then let me act as you would.” 

“Then you will not tell me? ” 

it No.” 

“Nor where you were going?” 

Ernanton did not answer. 

“Then, monsieur, since you do not explain, I must treat 
you like any other man.” 

“Do what you please, monsieur; only I warn you, you 
will have to answer for it.” 
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“To M. de Loignac?” 

“ Higher than that.” 

“M. d’Epernon?” 

“ Higher still.” 

“Well, I have my orders, and I shall send you to Vin- 
cennes.” 

“That is capital; it is just where I was going.” 

“Tt is lucky that this little journey pleases you so 
much.” 

Ernanton was then conducted by his companions to the 
courtyard of Vincennes. Here he found fifty disarmed 
cavaliers, who, looking pale and dispirited, and surrounded 
by fifty light horse, were deploring their bad fortune, and 
anticipating a disastrous ending to an enterprise so well 
planned. The Forty-five had taken all these men, either 
by force or cunning, as they had, for precaution, come to 
the rendezvous either singly, or two or three together at 
most. Now all this would have rejoiced Ernanton had he 
understood it, but he saw without understanding. 

“Monsieur,” said he to St. Maline, “I see that you 
were told of the importance of my mission, and that, 
fearing some accident for me, you were good enough to 
take the trouble to escort me here; now I will tell you that 
you were right; the king expects me, and I have important 
things to say to him. I will tell the king what you have 
done for his service.” 

St. Maline grew red and then pale; but he understood, 
being clever when not blinded by passion, that Ernanton 
spoke the truth, and that he was expected. There was no 
joking with MM. de Loignac and d’Epernon; therefore 
he said, “ You are free, M. Ernanton; I am delighted to 
have been agreeable to you.” 

Ernanton waited for no more, but began to mount the 
staircase which led to the king’s room. St. Maline fol- 
lowed him with his eyes, and saw De Loignac meet him on 
the stairs, and sign to him to come on. De Loignac then 
descended to see the captives with his own eyes, and pro- 
nounced the road perfectly safe and free for the king’s 
yeturn. He knew nothing of the Jacobin convent, and 
the artillery and musketry of the fathers. But D’Epernon 
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did, being perfectly informed by Nicholas Poulain. 
Therefore, when De Loignac came and said to his chief, 
“ Monsieur, the roads are free,’ D’Epernon replied : 

“Very well, the king orders that the Forty-five guards 
form themselves into three compact bodies, one to go before 
and one on each side of the carriage, so that if there be any 
firing it may not reach the carriage.” 

“Very good!” said De Loignac, “only I do not see 
where firing is to come from.” 

“ At the priory of the Jacobins, monsieur, they must 
draw close.” 

This dialogue was interrupted by the king, who de- 
scended the staircase, followed by several gentlemen, 
among whom St. Maline, with rage in his heart, recognized 
Ernanton. 

“Gentlemen,” said the king, “are my brave Forty- 
five all here?” 

“Yes, sire,’ said D’Epernon, showing them. 

“Have the orders been given?” 

“ Yes, sire, and will be followed.” 

“Let us go, then!” 

The light horses were left in charge of the prisoners, 
and forbidden to address a word to them. The king got 
into hig carriage with his naked sword by his side, and as 
nine o'clock struck, they set off. 

M. de Mayneville was still at his window, only he was 
infinitely less tranquil and hopeful, for none of his sol- 
diers had appeared, and the only sound heard along the 
silent black road was now and then horses’ feet on the 
road to Vincennes. When this occurred, Mayneville and 
the duchess vainly tried to see what was going on. At last 
Mayneville became so anxious that he sent off a man on 
horseback, telling him to inquire of the first body of cava- 
liers they met. The messenger did not return, so the 
duchess sent another, but neither reappeared. . 

“Our officer,” said the duchess, always hopeful, “ must 
have been afraid of not having sufficient force, and must 
have kept our men to help him; it is prudent, but it makes 
one anxious.” ee 


THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 181 


“Yes, very anxious,” said Mayneville, whose eyes never 
quitted the horizon. 

“ Mayneville, what can have happened? ” 

“J will go myself, madame, and find out.” 

“Oh, no! I forbid that. Who would stay with me, 
who would know our friends, when the time comes? No, 
no, stay, Mayneville; one is naturally apprehensive when 
a secret of this importance is concerned, but, really, the 
plan was too well combined, and, above all, too secret, not 
to succeed.” 

“Nine o’clock!” replied Mayneville, rather to himse!f 
than to the duchess. ‘“ Well! here are the Jacobins com- 
ing out of their convent, and ranging themselves along the 
walls.” 

“Listen!” cried the duchess. They began to hear 
from afar a noise like thunder. 

“Tt is cavalry!” cried the duchess; “ they are bringing 
him, we have him at last;” and she clapped her hands in 
the wildest joy. 

“ Yes,” said Mayneville, “I rea a carriage and a gallop 
of horses.” 

And he cried out loudly, “ Outside the walls, my 
brothers, outside! ” 

Immediately the gates of the priory opened, and a 
hundred armed monks marched out, with Borromée at 
their head, and they heard Gorenflot’s voice crying, 
“Wait for me, wait for me; I must be at the head to re- 
ceive his majesty.” 

“ Go to the balcony, prior,” cried Borromée, “ and over- 
look us all.” 

“ Ah! true; I forgot that I had chosen that place, but 
luckily you are here to remind me.” 

Borromée despatched four monks to stand behind the 
prior, on the pretense of doing him honor. 

Soon the road was illumined by a number of torches, 
thanks to which the duchess and Mayneville could sce 
cuirasses and swords shining. Incapable of moderation, 
she cried,— 

“Go down, Mayneville, and bring him to me.” 

“Yes, madame, but one thing disquiets me,” 
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“What is it?” 

“T do not hear the signal agreed on.” 

“ What use is the signal, since they have him?” 

“But they were to arrest him only here, before the 
priory.” j é 

“They must have found a good opportunity earlier.” 

“JT do not see our officer.” 

< lito. 

“ Where?” 

“See that red plume.” 

“Ventrebleu! that red plume——” 

“Well?” 

“Tt is M. d’Epernon, sword in hand.” 

“They have left him his sword.” 

* Mordieu! he commands.” 

“Our people! There has beer treason.” 

“Oh! madame; they are not our people.” 

“You are mad, Mayneville! ” 

But at that moment De Loignac, at the head of the 
first body of guards, cried, branishing his large sword, 
“Vive le Roi!” 

“Vive le Roi!” replied enthusiastically all the Forty- 
five, with their Gascon accent. The duchess grew pale 
and sank down almost fainting. Mayneville, somber, but 
resolute, drew his sword, not knowing but what the house 
was to be attacked. The cortége advanced and had 
reached Bel-Esbat. Borromée came a little forward, and 
as De Loignac rode straight up to him, he immediately 
saw that all was lost, and determined on his part. 

“Room for the king!” cried De Loignac. Gorenflot, 
delighted with the scene, extended his powerful arm and 
blessed the king from his balcony. Henri saw him, and 
bowed smilingly, and at this mark of favor Gorenflot 
gave out a “ Vive le Roi!” with his stentorian voice. The 
rest, however, remained mute; they expected a different 
result from their two months’ training. But Borromée, 
feeling certain from the absence of the duchess’s troops 
of the fate of the enterprise, knew that to hesitate a moment 
was to be ruined, and he answered with a “ Vive le Roi! ” 


THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 183 


almost as sunorous as Gorenflot’s. Then all the rest took 
it up. 

“Thanks, reverend father, thanks,” cried Henri; and 
then he passed the convent, where his course was to have 
terminated, like a whirlwind of fire, noise, and glory, leav- 
ing behind him Bel-Esbat in obscurity. 

From her balcony, hidden by the golden scutcheon, 
behind which she was kneeling, the duchess saw and ex- 
amined each face on which the light of the torches fell. 

“Oh!” cried she, “look, Mayneville! That young 
man, my brother’s messenger, is in the king’s service! We 
are lost!” 

“We must fly immediately, madame, now the Valois 
is conqueror.” 

“We have been betrayed; it must have been by that 
young man, he must have known all.” 

The king had already, with all his escort, entered the 
Porte St. Antoine, which had opened before him and shut 
behind him, ; 


CHAPTER XLIIL. 


HOW CHICOT BLESSED KING LOUIS II. FOR HAVING IN- 
VENTED POSTING, AND RESOLVED TO PROFIT BY IT. 


Cuicot, to whom our readers will now permit us to re- 
turn, after his last adventure, went on as rapidly as pos- 
sible. Between the duke and him would now exist a mor- 
tal struggle, which would end only with life. Mayenne, 
wounded in his body, and still more grievously in his self- 
love, would never forgive him. Skilful in all mimicry, 
Chicot now pretended to be a great lord, as he had before 
imitated a good bourgeois, and thus never prince was 
served with more zeal than M. Chicot, when he had sold 
Ernanton’s horse and had talked for a quarter of an hour 
with the postmaster. Chicot, once in the saddle, was de- 
termined not to stop until he reached a place of safety, 
and he went as quickly as constant fresh relays of horses 
could manage. He himself seemed made of iron, and, at 
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the end of sixty leagues, accomplished in twenty hours, to 
feel no fatigue. When, thanks to this rapidity, in three 
days he reached Bordeaux, he thought he might take 
breath. A man can think while he gallops, and Chicot 
thought much. What kind of prince was he about to find 
in that strange Henri, whom some thought a fool, others 
a coward, and all a renegade without firmness. But 
Chicot’s opinion was rather different to that of the rest 
of the world; and he was clever at divining what lay below 
the surface. Henri of Navarre was to him an enigma, 
although an unsolved one. But to know that he was an 
enigma was to have found out much. Chicot knew more 
than others, by knowing, like the old Grecian sage, that 
he knew nothing. Therefore, where most people would 
have gone to speak freely, and with their hearts on their 
lips, Chicot felt that he must proceed cautiously, and with 
carefully-guarded words. All this was impressed on his 
mind by his natural penetration, and also by the aspect of 
the country through which he was passing. Once within 
the limits of the little principality of Navarre, a country 
whose poverty was proverbial in France, Chicot, to his 
great astonishmen, ceased to see the impress of that misery 
which showed itself in every house and on every face in the 
finest provinces of that fertile France which he had just 
left. The wood-cutter who passed along, with his arm 
leaning on the yoke of his favorite ox, the girl with short 
petticoats and quict steps, carrying water on her head, 
the old man humming a song of his youthful days, the 
tame bird who warbled in his cage, or pecked at his plenti- 
ful supply of food, the brown, thin, but healthy children 
playing about the roads, all said in a language clear and 
intelligible to Chicot, “ See, we are happy here.” 

Often he heard the sound of heayy wheels, and then saw 
coming along the wagon of the vintages, full of casks and 
of children with red faces. Sometimes an arquebuse from 
behind a hedge, or vines, or fig trees, made him tremble 
for fear of an ambush, but it always turned out to be a 
hunter, followed by his great dogs, traversing the plain, 
plentiful in hares, to reach the mountain, equally full of 
partridges and heathcocks. Although the season was ad- 
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vanced, and Chicot had left Paris full of fog and hoar- 
frost, it was here warm and fine. The great trees, which 
had not yet entirely lost their leaves, which, indeed, in the 
south they never lose entirely, threw deep shadows from 
their reddening tops. 

The Béarnais peasants, their caps over one ear, rode 
about on the little cheap horses of the country, which seem 
indefatigable, go twenty leagues at a siretch, and, never 
combed, never covered, give themselves a shake at the end 
of their journey, and go to graze on the first tuft of 
heath, their only and sufficing repast. 

“Ventre de biche!” said Chicot; “I have never seen 
Gascony so rich. I confess the letter weighs on my mind, 
although I have translated it into Latin. However, I 
have never heard that Henriot, as Charles IX. called him, 
knew Latin, so I will give him a free French transla- 
tion.” 

Chicot inquired, and was told that the king was at 
Nérac. He turned to the left to reach this place, and 
found the road full of people returning from the market 
at Condom. He learned, for Chicot, careful in answering 
the questions of others, was a great questioner himself, 
that the King of Navarre led a very joyous life, and was 
always changing from one love to another. 

He formed the acquaintance of a young Catholic priest, 
a sheep-owner, and an officer, who had joined company on 
the road, and were traveling together. This chance asso- 
ciation seemed to him to represent Navarre, learned, com- 
mercial, and military. 

The officer recounted to him several sonnets which had 
been made on the loves of the king and the beautiful La 
Fosseuse, daughter of Réné de Montmorency, Baron de 
Fosseux. 

“Oh!” said Chicot; “in Paris, we believe that the king 
is mad about Madlle. de Rebours.” 

“Oh! that is at Pau.” 

“What ! has the king a mistress in every town?” 

“ Very likely; I know that he was the lover of Madlie. 
de Dayelle, while I was in garrison at Castelnaudry.” 

“Oh! Madlle. Dayelle, a Greek, was she not?” 
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“Yes,” said the priest; “a Cyprian.” 

“T am from Agen,” said the merchant; “and I know 
that when the king was there he made love to Madlle. de 
Tignonville.” 

“Ventre de biche!” said Chicot; “he is a universal 
lover. But to return to Madlle.- Dayelle; I knew her 
family.” 

*“‘ She was jealous and was always threatening ; she had a 
pretty little poniard, which she used to keep on her work- 
table, and one day, the king went away and carried the 
poniard with him, saying that he did not wish any mis- 
fortune to happen to his successor.” 

“ And Madlle. de Rebours? ” 

“Oh! they quarreled.” 

“Then La Fosseuse is the last?” 

“Oh! mon Dieu! yes; the king is mad about her.” 

“ But what does the queen say?” 

“She carries her griefs to the foot of the crucifix,” said 
the priest. 

“ Besides,” said the officer, “ she is ignorant of all these 
things.” 

“That is not possible,” said Chicot. 

“ Why so?” 

“Because Nérac is not so large that it is easy to hide 
things there.” 

“ As for that, there is a park there containing avenues 
more than 3,000 feet long of cypresses, plane trees, and 
magnificent sycamores, and the shade is so thick it is al- 
most dark in broad daylight. Think what it must be at 
night.” 

“ And then the queen is much occupied.” 

“ Occupied ? ” 

“e Miegu 

“With whom, pray?” 

“With God, monsieur,” said the priest. 

“With God?” 

“Yes, the queen is religious.” 

“Religious! But there is no mass at the palace, is 
there? ” 

“No mass; do you take us for heathens? Learn, mon- 
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sieur, that the king goes to church with his gentlemen 
and the queen hears mass in her private chapel.” 

“The queen?” 

.t9 Yes.” 

“ Queen Marguerite?” 

“Yes; and I, unworthy as I am, received two crowns 
for officiating there; 1 even preached a very good sermon 
on the text, ‘God has separated the wheat, from the chaff.’ 
It is in the Bible, ‘ God will separate,’ but as it is a long 
time since that was written, I supposed that the thing was 
done.” 

“ And the king?” 

“He heard it, and applauded.” 

“JT must add,” said the officer, “that they do some- 
thing else than hear mass at the palace; they give good 
dinners,—and the promenades! I do not believe in any 
place in France there are more mustaches shown than in 
the promenades at Nérac.” 

Chicot knew Queen Marguerite well, and he knew that 
if she was blind to these love affairs, it was when she had 
some motive for placing a bandage over her eyes. 

“Ventre de biche!” said he, “ these alleys of cypresses, 
and 3,000 feet of shade, make me feel uncomfortable. I 
am coming from Paris to tell the truth at Nérac, where 
they have such deep shade, that women do not see their 
husbands walking with other women. Corbiou! they will 
be ready to kill me for troubling so many charming 
promenades. Happily I know the king is a philosopher, 
and I trust in that. Besides, I am an ambassador, and 
sacred.” 

Chicot entered Nérac in the evening; just at the time 
of the promenades which oceupied the king so much. 
Chicot could see the simplicity of the royal manners by the 
ease with which he obtained an audience. A valet opened 
the door of a rustic-looking apartment bordered with 
flowers, above which was the king’s ante-chamber and sit- 
ting-room. An officer or page ran to find the king, wher- 
ever he might be when any one wished for an audience, 
and he always came at the first invitation. Chicot was 
pleased with this; he judged the king to be open and can- 
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did, and he thought so still more when he saw the king 
coming up a winding walk bordered with laurels and roses, 
an old hat on his head, and dressed in a dark green 
doublet and gray boots, and with a cup and ball in his 
hand. He looked gay and happy, as though care never 
came near him. 

“Who wants me?” said he to the page. 

“ A man who looks to me half courtier, half soldier. 

Chicot heard these words, and advanced. 

“Jt is I, sire.” 

“What! M. Chicot in Navarre! Ventre St. Gris! wel- 
come, dear M. Chicot!” 

“ A thousand thanks, sire.” 

“Quite well? Ah, parbleu! we will drink together, I 
am quite delighted. Chicot, sit down there.’ And he 
pointed to a grass bank. 

“Oh, no, sire!” 

“Have you come 200 leagues for me to leave you 
standing? No, no; sit down; one cannot talk standing.” 

“ But, sire, respect——” 

“Respect! here in Navarre! You are mad, my poor 
Chicot.” 

““ No, sire, I am not mad, but I am an ambassador.” 

A slight frown contracted Henri’s brow, but disappeared 
at once. 

*“ Ambassador, from whom?” 

“From Henri III. I come from Paris and the Louvre, 
sire.” 

“Oh! that is different. Come with me,” said the king, 
rising, with a sigh. 

“Page, take wine up to my rocm. Come, Chicot, I will 
conduct you.” 

Chicot followed the king, thinking, “ How disagreeable ! 
to come and trouble this honest man in his peace and his 
ignorance. Bah! he will be philosophical” 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 


HOW THE KING OF NAVARRE GUESSES THAT “ TURENNIUS ” 
MEANS TURENNE, AND “ MARGOTA”’ MARGOT. 


Tue King of Navarre’s room was not very sumptuous, 
for he was not rich, and did not waste the little he had. 
It was large, and, with his bedroom, occupied all the 
right wing of the castle. It was well, though not royally 
furnished, and had a magnificent view over meadows and 
rivers. Great trees, willows, and planes hid the course of 
the stream every here and there, which glanced between, 
golden in the sunlight, or silver by that of the moon. This 
beautiful panorama was terminated by a range of hills, 
which looked violet in the evering light. The windows 
on the other side looked on to the court of the castle. 

All these natural beauties interested Chicot less than the 
arrangements of the room, which was the ordinary sitting- 
room of Henri. 

The king seated himself, with his constant smile in a 
great arm-chair of leather with gilt nails, and Chicot, at 
his command, sat down on a stool similar in material. 
Henri looked at him smilingly, but with curiosity. 

“You will think I am very curious, dear M. Chicot,” 
began the king, “but I cannot help it. I have so long 
looked on you as dead, that in spite of the pleasure your 
resurrection causes me, I can hardly realize the idea. 
Why did you so suddenly disappear from this world? ” 

“Oh, sire!” said Chicot, with his usual freedom, “ you 
disappeared from Vincennes. Every one eclipses himself 
according to his need.” 

“T recognize by your ready wit that it is not to your 
ghost I am speaking.” Then, more seriously, “ But now 
we must leave wit and speak of business.” 

“Tf it does not too much fatigue your majesty, I am 
ready.” 

Henri’s eyes kindled. 

“Fatigue me! It is true I grow rusty here. I have 
to-day exercised my body much, but my mind little.” 
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“ Sire, I am glad of that; for, ambassador from a king, 
your relation and friend, I have a delicate commission to 
execute with your majesty.” 

“ Speak quickly—you pique my curiosity.” 

“ Sire——” 

“First, your letter of credit. I know it is needless, 
since you are the ambassador; but I must do my duty as 
king.” 

“ Sire, I ask your majesty’s pardon; but all the letters 
of credit that I had I have drowned in rivers, or scattered 
in the air.” 

“ And why so?” 

* Because one cannot travel charged with an embassy 
to Navarre as if you were going to buy cloth at Lyons; and 
if one has the dangerous honor of carrying royal letters, 
one runs a risk of carrying them only to the tomb.” 

“Tt is true,” said Henri, “the roads are not very safe, 
and in Navarre we are reduced, for want of money, to trust 
to the honesty of the people; but they do not steal much.” 

“ Oh, no, sire; they behave like lambs or angels, but that 
is only in Navarre; out of it one meets wolves and vul- 
tures around every prey. I was a prey, sire; so I had 
both.” 

“ At all events, I am glad to see they did not eat you.” 

“ Ventre de biche! sire, it was not their faults; they did 
their best, but they found me too tough, and could not get 
through my skin. But to return.to my letter.” 

“Since you have none, dear M. Chicot, it seems to me 
useless to return to it.” 

“But I had one, sire, but I was forced to destroy it, for 
M. de Mayenne ran after me to steal it from me.” - 

“Mayenne? ” 

“Tn person.” 

“Luckily he does not run fast. Is he still getting 
fatter?” ‘ 

“Ventre de biche! not just now, I should think.” 

“Why not?” 

“ Because, you understand, sire, he had the misfortune 
to catch me, and unfortunately got a: sword wound.” 

“And the letter?” 
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“ He had not a glimpse of it, thanks to my precautions.” 

“ Bravo! your journey is interesting; you must tell me 
the details. But one thing disquiets me—if the letter was 
destroyed for M. de Mayenne, it is also destroyed for me. 
How, then, shall I know what my brother Henri wrote?” 

“Sire, it exists in my memory.” 

* How so?” 

“ Sire, before destroying it I learned it by heart.” 

“An excellent idea, M. Chicot. You will recite it to 
me, will you not?” 

“ Willingly, sire.” 

“Word for word.” 

“ Yes, sire, although I do not know the language, I have 
a good memory.” 

“ What language?” 

Shatin.” 

“YT do not understand you; was my brother Henri’s 
letter written in Latin?” 

“Yes, sire.” 

“And why?” 

“Ah! sire, doubtless because Latin is an audacious 
language—a language which may say anything, and in 
which Persius and Juvenal have immortalized the follies 
and errors of kings.” 

<—Kangs 27 

“And of queens, sire.” 

The king began to frown. 

“T mean emperors and empresses,” continued Chicot. 

“You know Latin, M. Chicot?” 

“Yes and no, sire.” 

“You are lucky if it is ‘ yes,” for you have an immense 
advantage over me, who do not know it, but you “ 

“They taught me to read it, sire, as well as Greek and 
Hebrew.” 

“ You are a living book, M. Chicot.” 

“Your majesty has found the exact word—‘a book.’ 
They print something on my memory, they send me where 
they like, IT arrive, I am read and understood.” 

“Or not understood.” 

“ How so, sire?” 
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“ Why, if one does not know the language in which you 
are printed.” 

“Oh, sire, kings know everything.” 

“That is what we tell the people, and what flatterers 
tell us.” 

“Then, sire, it is useless for me to recite to your maj- 
esty the letter which I learned by heart, since neither of 
us would understand it.” 

“Ts Latin not very much like Italian?” 

“So they say, sire.” 

“And Spanish?” 

*T believe so.” 

“Then let us try. I know a little Italian, and my Gas- 
con patois is something like Spanish; perhaps I may 
understand Latin without ever having learned it.” 

“Your majesty orders me to repeat it, then?” 

“T beg you, dear M. Chicot.” 

Chicot began. 

“ Frater carissiine, 

“Sincerus amo quo te prosequebatur germanus noster 
Carolus Nonus, functus nuper, colet usque regiam nostram 
et pectori meo pertinaciter adhceret.” 

“Tf I am not mistaken,” said Henri, interrupting, 
“they speak in this phrase of love, obstinacy, and of my 
brother, Charles IX.” 

“Very likely,” said Chicot; “ Latin is such a beautiful 
language, that all that might go in one sentence.” 

“Go on,” said the king. 

Chicot began again, and Henri listened with the utmost 
calm to all the passages about Turenne and his wife, only 
at the word “ Turennius,” he said, 

“Does not ‘Turennius’ mean Turenne? ” 

“T think so, sire.” 

“And ‘Margota’? must be the pet name which my 
brothers gave to their sister Marguerite, my beloved wife.” 

“Tt is possible,” said Chicot; and he continued his letter 
to the end without the king’s face changing in the least. 

“Ts it finished ? ” asked Henri, when he stopped. 

“Yes, sire.” 


“Tt ought to be superb.” 
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“IT think so, also, sire.’ 

“How unlucky that I only understood twc words, 
‘Turennius’ and ‘ Margota.’ ” 

“An irreparable misfortune, sire, unless your majesty 
decides on having it translated by some one.” 

“Oh! no; you yourself, M. Chicot, who were so discreet 
in destroying the autograph, you would not counsel me 
to make this letter public? ” 

“ But I think that the king’s letter to you, recommended 
to me so carefully, and sent to your majesty by a private 
hand, must contain something important for your majesty 
to know.” 

“ Yes, but to confide these important things to any one, 
I must have great confidence in him.” 

* Certainly.” 

“Well, I have an idea. Go and find my wife. She is 
learned, and will understand it if you recite it to her; then 
she can explain it to me.” 

“That is an excellent plan.” . 

“Ts it not? Go.” 

“T will, sire.” 

“Mind not to alter a word of the letter.” 

“That would be impossible, sire. To do that I must 
know Latin.” 

“Go, then, my friend.” 

Chicot took leave and went, more puzzled with the king 
than ever. 


CHAPTER XLV. 
THE AVENUE THREE THOUSAND FEET LONG. 


THE queen inhabited the other wing of the castle. 
The famous avenue began at her very window, and her 
eyes rested only on grass and flowers. A native poet 
(Marguerite, in the provinces as in Paris, was always the 
star of the poets) had composed a sonnet about her. 

“She wishes,” said he, “by all these agreeable sights 
to chase away painful souvenirs.” 
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Daughter, sister, and wife of a king as she was, she 
had indeed suffered much. Her philosophy, although 
more boasted of than that of the king, was less solid; for it 
was due only to study, while his was natural. Therefore, 
stoical as she tried to be, time and grief had already begun 
to leave their marks on her countenance. Still she was 
remarkably beautiful. With her joyous yet sweet smile, 
her brilliant and yet soft eyes, Marguerite was still an 
adorable creature. She was idolized at Nérac, where she 
brought elegance, joy, and life. She, a Parisian princess, 
supported patiently a provincial life, and this alone was 
a virtue in the eyes of the inhabitants. Every one loved 
her, both as queen and as woman. 

Full of hatred for her enemies, but patient that she 
might avenge herself better—feeling instinctively that 
under the mask of carelessness and long-suffering worn 
by Henri of Navarre he had a bad feeling toward her—she 
had accustomed herself to replace by poetry, and by the 
semblance of love, relations, hushands, and friends. 

No one, excepting Catherine de Medicis, Chicot, or some 
melancholy ghost returned from the realms of death, could 
have told why Marguerite’s cheeks were often so pale, 
why her eyes often filled with tears, or why her heart often 
betrayed its melancholy void. Marguerite had no more 
confidantes; she had been betrayed too often. 

However, the bad feeling which she believed Henri to 
have for her was only an instinct, and came rather from 
the consciousness of her own faults than from his be- 
havior. He treated her like a daughter of France, always 
spoke to her with respectful politeness, or grateful kind- 
ness, and was always the husband and friend. 

When Chicot arrived at the place indicated to him 
by Henri, he found no one; Marguerite, they said, was at 
the end of the famous avenue. When he had gone about 
two-thirds down it, he saw at the end, in an arbor covered 
with jasmine, clematis, and broom, a group covered with 
ribands, feathers, velvets, and swords. Perhaps all this 
finery was slightly old- fashioned, but for Nérac, it was 
brilliant, and even Chicot, coming straight from Paris, 
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was satisiied with the coup d’eil. A page preceded 
Chicot. 

“What do you want, D’Aubiac?” asked the queen, 
when she saw him. 

“Madame, a gentleman from Paris, an envoy from 
the Louvre to the King of Navarre, and sent by his maj- 
esty to you, desires to speak to your majesty.” 

A sudden flush passed over Marguerite’s face, and she 
turned quickly. Chicot was standing near; Marguerite 
quitted the circle, and, waving an adieu to the compary, 
advanced toward the Gascon. 

“™M. Chicot!” cried she, in astonishment. 

“ Here I am, at your majesty’s feet,” said he, “and find 
you ever good and beautiful, and queen here, as at the 
Louvre.” 

“ It is a miracle to see you here, monsieur ; they said you 
were dead.” 

“T pretended to be so.” 

“ And what do you want with us, M. Chicot? Am JI 
happy enough to be still remembered in France? ” 

“Oh, madame,” said Chicot, smiling, “we do not for- 
get queens of your age and beauty. The King of France 
even writes on this subject to the King of Navarre.” 

Marguerite colored. “ He writes?” 

“Yes, madame.” 

“ And you have brought the letter ? ” 

“JT have not brought it, madame, for reasons that the 
King of Navarre will explain to you, but learned it by 
heart and repeated it.” 

“T understand. This letter was important, and you 
feared to lose it, or have it stolen.” 

“ That is the truth, madame; but the letter was written 
in Latin.” 

“ Oh, very well; you know I know Latin.” 

“ And the King of Navarre, does he know it?” 

“Dear M. Chicot, it is very difficult to find out what he 
does or does not know. If one can believe appearances, 
he knows very little of it, for he never seems to under- 
stand when I speak to any one in that language. Then 
you told him the purport of the letter?” 
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“Tt was to him it was addressed.” 

“ And did he seem to understand? ” 

“Only two words.” 

“ What were they?” 

“Turennius et Margota.” 

“Turennius et Margota?” 

“Yes; those two words were in the letter.” 

“Then what did he do?” 

“ He sent me to you, madame.” 

To me?” 

“Yes, saying that the letter contained things of tos 
much importance to be confided to a stranger, and that it 
was better to take it to you, who were the most beautiful 
of learned ladies, and the most learned of beautiful ones.” 

“J will listen to you, M. Chicot, since such are the 
king’s orders.” 

“Thank you, madame; where would you please it to 
be?” 

“Come to my room.” 

Marguerite looked earnestly at Chicot, who, through 
pity for her, had let her have a glimpse of the truth. 
Perhaps she felt the need of a support, for she turned to- 
ward a gentleman in the group, and said: 

“M. de Turenne, your arm to the castle. Precede us, 
M. Chicot.” 


CHAPTER XLVI. 
MARGUERITE’S ROOM. 


MARGUERITE’S room was fashionably furnished; and 
tapestries, enamels, china, books and manuscripts in 
Greek, Latin, and French covered all the tables; while 
birds in their cages, dogs on the carpet, formed a living 
world round Marguerite. 

The queen was a woman to understand Epicurus, not in 
Greek only, but she occupied her life so well that from a 
thousand griefs she drew forth a pleasure. 

Chicot was invited to sit down in a beautiful arm-chair 
of tapestry, representing a Cupid scattering a cloud of 
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flowers; and a page, handsome and richly dressed, offered 
to him refreshment. He did not accept it, but as soon as 
the Vicomte de Turenne had left them, began to recite his 
letter. We already know this letter, having read it in 
French with Chicot, and therefore think it useless to follow 
the Latin translation. Chicot speke with the worst accent 
possible, but Marguerite understood it perfectly, and could 
not hide her rage and indignation. She knew her 
brother’s dislike to her, and her mind was divided between 
anger and fear. But as he concluded, she decided on her 
part. 

“ By the Holy Communion,” said she, when Chicot had 
finished, “my brother writes well in Latin! What ve- 
hemence! what style! I should never have believed him ca- 
pable of it. But do you not understand it, M. Chicot? 
1 thought you were a good Latin scholar.” 

“ Madame, I have forgotten it; all that I remember is 
that Latin has no article, that it has a vocative, and that 
the head belongs to the neuter gender.” 

“ Really!” said some one, entering noiselessly and mer- 
rily. It was the King of Navarre. “ That head is of the 
neuter gender, M. Chicot? Why is it not masculine?” 

* Ah, sire, I do not know; it astonishes me as much as it 
does your majesty.” 

“Tt must be because it is sometimes the man, sometimes 
the woman that rules, according to their temperaments.” 

“That is an excellent reason, sire.” 

“T am glad to be a more profound philosopher than I 
thought—but to return to the letter. Madame, I burn to 
hear news from the court of France, and M. Chicot 
brings them to me in an unknown tongue.” 

“Do you not fear, sire, that the Latin is a bad prognos- 
tic?” said Chicot. 

“M. Chicot is right, sire,” said the queen. 

“ What!” said Henri, “ does the letter contain anything 
disagreeable, and from your brother, who is so clever and 
polite? ” 

“Even when he had me insulted in my letter, as hap- 
pened near Sens, when T left Paris to join vou, sire.” 

“ When one has a brother whose own conduct is irre- 
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proachable,” said Henri, in an indefinable tone between 
jest and earnest, “a brother a king, and very punctili- 
ous ef 

“He ought to care for the true honor of his sister and 
of his house. I do not suppose, sire, that if your sister, 
Catherine d’Albret, occasioned some scandal, you would 
have it published by a captain of the guards.” 

“Oh! I am like a good-natured bourgeois, and not a 
king; but the letter, the letter; since it was addressed to 
me, I wish to know what it contains.” 

“Tt is a perfidious letter, sire.” 

(<3 Bah ! 29 

“ Oh! yes, and which contains more calumnies than are 
necessary to embroil a husband with his wife, and a friend 
with his friends.” 

“Oh! oh! embroil a husband with his wife; you and me 
then?” 

“Yes, sire.” 

Chicot was on thorns; he would have given much, 
hungry as he was, to be in bed without supper. 

“The storm is about to burst,” thought he. 

“Sire,” said Marguerite, “J much regret that your 
majesty has forgotten your Latin.” 

“Madame, of all the Latin I learned, I remember but 
one phrase— Deus et virtus ceterna,’—a singular assem- 
blage of masculine, feminine, and neuter.” 

“ Because, sire, if you did understand, you would see 
in the letter many compliments to me.” 

“But how could compliments embroil us, madame? 
For as long as your brother pays you compliments, I shall 
agree with him; if he speaks ill of you, I shall understand 
his policy.” 

“ Ah? if he spoke ill of me, you would understand it?” 

“Yes; he has reasons for embroiling us, which I know 
well.” 

“Well then, sire, these compliments are only an in- 
sinuating prelude to calumnious accusations against your 
friends and mine.” 

“ Come, ma mie, you have understood badly ; let me hear 
if all this be in the letter.” i 
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Marguerite looked defiant. 

“Do you want your followers or not, sire?” 

“Do I want them? what a question! What should I do 
without them, and reduced to my own resources? ” 

“Well, sire, the king wishes to detach your best servants 
from you.” 

“JT defy him.” 

“ Bravo, sire!” said Chicot. 

“Yes,” said Henri, with that apparent candor with 
which to the end of his life he deceived people, “for my 
foliowers are attached to me through love, and not through 
interest; I have nothing to give them.” 

* You give them all your heart and your faith, sire; it 
is the best return a king can make his friends.” 

“Yes, ma mie, I shall not fail to do so till I find that 
they do not merit it.” 

“ Well, sire, they wish to make you believe that they do 
not.” 

“ Ah! but how?” 

“T cannot tell you, sire, without compromising : 
and she glanced at Chicot. 

“Dear M. Chicot,” said Henri, “pray wait for me in 
my room, the queen has something particular to say to me.” 


> 


CHAPTER XLVII. 
THE EXPLANATION. 


To get rid of a witness whom Marguerite believed to 
know more of Latin than he allowed, was already a 
triumph, or at least a pledge of security for her; for alone 
with her husband she could give whatever translation of 
the Latin that she pleased. 

Henri and his wife were then left téte-a-téte. He had 
on his face no appearance of disquietude or menace; de- 
cidedly he could not understand Latin. 

“Monsieur,” said Marguerite, “I wait for you to in- 
terrogate me.” 
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“This letter preoccupies you much, ma mie; do not 
alarm yourself thus.” 

“ Sire, because a king does not send a special messenger 
to another without some reason that he believes important.” 

“ Well, ma mie, let us leave it for the present; have you 
not something like a ball this evening?” 

“Yes, sire,’ said Marguerite, astonished, “but that is 
not extraordinary; you know we dance nearly every eve- 
ning.” 

“J have a great chase for to-morrow.” 

“Hach our pleasure, sire; you love the chase, I the 
dance.” 

“Yes, ma mie, and there is no harm in that,” said 
Henri, sighing. 

“ Certainly not; but your majesty sighed as you said it.” 

* Listen to me, madame; I am uneasy.” 

“ About what, sire?” 

“ About a current report.” 

“A report; your majesty uneasy about a report?” 

“ What more simple; when this report may annoy you.” 

“ Me? > 

“ Yes, you.” 

“ Sire, I do not understand you.” 

“ Hlave you heard nothing?” 

Marguerite began to tremble. “I am the least curious 
woman in the world,” said she, “I hear nothing but what 
is cried in my very ears. Besides, I think so little of 
reports, that I should not listen to them if I heard them.” 

“Tt is then your opinion, madame, that one should de- 
spise reports? ” 

“ Absolutely, sire; particularly kings and queens.” 

“Why so, madame? ” 

“ Because, as every one talks of us, we should have 
enough to do to listen to them all.” 

“ Well, I believe you are right, ma mie, and.I am about 
to furnish you with an excellent opportunity of exercising 
your philosophy.” 

Marguerite believed that the decisive moment had come, 
and rallied all her courage. 

“So be it, sire,” said she. 
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Henri began in the tone of a penitent who has some great 
sin to acknowledge. 

“You know the great interest I take in Fosseuse? ” 

“ Ah!” cried Marguerite triumphantly, seeing he was 
not about to accuse her; “yes, yes; the little Fosseuse, 
your friend.” 

“Yes, madame.” 

“ My lady in waiting.” 

ce nies: - 

“ Your passion—your love.” 

“ Ah! you speak now just like one of the reports you 
were abusing just now.” 

“Tt is true, sire, and I ask your pardon,” said Mar- 
guerite, smiling. 

“Ma mie, you are right, public report often lies, and we 
sovereigns have great reason to establish this theory ;” 
and he laughed ironically. 

“ Well; and Fosseuse?” said Marguerite. 

“She is ill, ma mie, and the-doctors do not understand 
her malady.” 

“ That is strange, sire. Fosseuse, who you say is a pearl 
of purity, ought to allow the doctors to penetrate into the 
secret of her illness.” 

“ Alas! it is not so.” 

“What!” cried the queen; “is she not a pearl of 
purity?” 

“JT mean that she persists in hiding the cause of her 
illness from the doctors.” 

“ But, to you, sire, her confidant, her father.” 

“T know nothing, or at least wish to know nothing.” 

“Then, sire,’ said Marguerite, who now believed that 
she had to confer instead of asking a pardon; “ then, sire, 
T do not know what you want; and wait for you to ex- 

lain.” 

“Well, then, ma mie, I will tell you. I wish you— 
but it is asking a great deal.” 

“Speak on, sire.” 

“To have the goodness to go to Fosseuse,” 

“T go to visit this girl whom every one says has the 
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honor of being your mistress; a thing which you do not 
deny.” 

“Gently, gently, ma mie. On my word you will make 
a scandal with your exclamations ; and really I believe that 
will rejoice the court of France, for in the letter from my 
brother-in-law that Chicot repeated to me, there was these 
words, ‘ Quotidie scandalum,’ which must mean, ‘ daily 
scandal.’ It is not necessary to know Latin to understand 
that: it is almost French.” 

“ But, sire, to whom did these words apply?” 

“ Ah! that is what I want to know, but you, who know 
Latin, can help me to find out.” 

Marguerite colored up to her ears. 

“Well, monsieur,” said she, “ you wish me to take a 
humiliating step for the sake of peace and therefore I will 
comply.” 

“Thanks, ma mie, thanks.” 

“But what is the object of this visit?” 

“It is very simple, madame.” 

“ Still, you must tell me, for I am not clever enough to 
guess it.” 

“ Well! you will find Fosseuse among the ladies of honor, 
sleeping in their room; and they, you know, are so curious 
and indiscreet that one cannot tell to what extremity Fos- 
seuse may be reduced.” 

“ But then she fears something,” cried Marguerite, with 
a burst of anger and hatred; “ she wishes to hide herself.” 

“T do not know; all I do know is, that she wishes to 
quit the room of the maids of honor.” 

“Tf she wishes to hide, let her not count on me. I may 
shut my eyes to certain things, but I will never be an 
accomplice,” said Marguerite. 

Henri seemed not to have heard, but he stood for a min- 
ute in a thoughtful attitude, and then said, “ Margota cum 
Turennio. Ah! those were the names, madame— Mar- 
gota cum Turennio.’ ” 

Marguerite grew crimson. 

“Calumnies, sire!” cried she. 

“What calumnies?” replied he, with the most naturai 
air possible. “Do you find any calumny in it! It is a 
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passage from my brother’s letter—‘ Margota cum 
Turennio conveniunt in castello nomine Loignac!’? De- 
cidedly I must get this letter translated.” 

“Leave this comedy, sire,’ said Marguerite, trem- 
blingly, “and tell me at once what you want from me.” 

“Well, I wish, ma mie, that you should separate Fos- 
seuse from the other girls, and send her a discreet doctor; 
your own, for example.” 

“Ah! I see what it is,” cried the queen, “ Fosseuse, the 
paragon, is near her accouchement.” 

“T do not say so, ma mie; it is you who affirm it.” 

“Tt is so, monsieur; your insinuating tone, your false 
humility, proved it to me. But there are sacrifices that 
no man should ask of his wife. Take care of Fosseuse 
yourself, sire; it is your business, and let the trouble fall 
on the guilty, not on the innocent.” 

“The guilty! Ah that makes me think of the letter 
again.” 

eLLOW 60 2 

“Guilty is ‘nocens,’ is it not?” 

“ee Mes 

“Well, there was that word in the letter—‘Margota 
cum Turennio, ambo nocentes, conveniunt in castello 
nomine Loignac.” Mon Dieu! how I regret that my 
knowledge is not as great as my memory is good.” 

“ Ambo nocentes,” repeated Marguerite, in a low voice, 
and turning very pale, “he understood it all.” 

“Margota cum Turennio, ambo nocentes,” repeated 
Henri. “What the devil could my brother mean by 
‘ambo!’? Ventre St. Gris, ma mie, it is astonishing that 
you who know Latin so well have not yet explained it to 
me. Ah! pardieu! there is ‘Turennius’ walking under 
your windows, and looking up as if he expected you. I 
will call to him to come up; he is very learned, and he 
will explain it to me.” 

“Sire, sire, be superior to all the calumniators of 
France.” 

“ Oh! ma mie, it seems to me that people are not more 
indulgent in Navarre than in France; you yourself were 
very severe about poor Fosseuse just now.’ 
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““T severe?” 

“Yes; and yet we ought to be indulgent here, we lead 
such a happy life, you with your balls, and I with my 
chase.” 

“ Yes, yes, sire; you are right; let us be indulgent.” 

“ Oh! I was sure of your heart, ma mie.” 

“You know me well, sire.” 

“Yes. Then you will go and see Fosseuse? ” 

“Yes, sire.” 

“ And separate her from the others?” 

“Yes, sire.” 

“And send her your doctor? ” 

“ Yes, sire.” 

“ And if, unluckily, what you say were true, and she 
had been weak, for women are frail “ 

“Well, sire, I am a woman, and know the indulgence 
due to my sex.” 

“ Ah! you know all things, ma mie; you are in truth a 
model of perfection, and I kiss your hands.” 

“ But believe, sire, that it is for the love of you alone 
that I make this sacrifice.” 

“Oh! yes, ma mie, I know you well, madame, and my 
brother of France also, he who speaks so well of you in this 
letter, and adds, ‘ Fiat sanum exemplum statim, atque res 
certior eveniet.’ Doubtless, ma mie, it is you who give this 
good example.” 

And Henri kissed the cold hand of Marguerite. Then, 
turning on the threshold of the door, he said: 

“Say everything kind from me to Fosseuse, and do for 
her as you have promised me. I set off for the chase ; per- 
haps I shall not see you till my return, perhaps never— 
these wolves are wicked beasts. Come, and let me embrace 
you, ma mie.” 

Then he embraced Marguerite, almost affectionately, 
and went out, leaving her stupeficd with all she had heard. 
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CHAPTER XLVIII. 
THE SPANISH AMBASSADOR. 


THE king rejoined Chicot, who was still agitated with 
fears as to the explanation. “ Well, Chicot,” said Henri, 
“do you know what the queen says? ” 

“ No.” 

“She pretends that your cursed Latin will disturb our 
peace.” 

“ Oh! sire, forget it, and all will be at an end. It is not 
with a piece of spoken Latin as though it were written; 
the wind carries away the one, fire cannot sometimes 
destroy the other.” 

“1! I think of it no more.” 

“That is right.” 

“T have something else to do.” 

“Your majesty prefers amusing yourself.” 

“Oh! mon cher, here we do everything openly; love, 
war, and politics.” 

“The first more than the two last; do you not, sire?” 

“Ma foi! yes; I confess it, my dear friend. This coun- 
try is so fine, and its women so beautiful.” 

“Oh! sire, you forget the queen; can the Navarrese 
women be more pleasing and beautiful than she is? If 
they are, I compliment them.” 

“Ventre St. Gris, you are right, Chicot; and I, who for- 
got that you are an ambassador, and represent King Henri 
III., and that he is the brother of Marguerite, and that 
consequently, before you, I ought to place her before every 
one—but you must excuse my imprudence, I am not ac: 
customed to ambassadors.” 

At this moment the door of the room opened, and 
D’Aubiac announced, “The ambassador from Spain.” 

Chicot gave a start which made the king smile. 

“Ma foi!” said Henri, “that is a contradiction that } 
did not expect. And what the devil can he want here?” 
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“Yes,” said Chicot, “what the devil does he want 
here?” 

“We shall soon know; perhaps our Spanish neighbor 
has some frontier dispute to settle with us.” 

“T will retire,” said Chicot. “This is doubtless a real 
ambassador from his majesty Philippe I., whilst I 

“ Open that library door, Chicot, and go in there.” 

“ But from there I shall hear all, in spite of myself.” 

“Oh! never mind; I have nothing to hide. Apropos; 
have you nothing more to say to me from your king?” 

“ Nothing at all, sire.” 

“ Very well, then, you have nothing to do but to see and 
hear, like all other ambassadors, and the library will do ex- 
cellently for that purpose. Look with all your eyes, and 
listen with all your ears, my dear Chicot. D’Aubiac, let 
the ambassador enter.” 

Chicot hastened to his place of concealment, and drew 
the tapestry close. 

When the first preliminaries of etiquette were over, the 
ambassador said: 

“Can I speak freely to your majesty?” 

“You may, monsieur.” 

“Sire, I bring the answer from his Catholic majesty.” 

“ An answer,” thought Chicot; “then there was a ques- 
tion.” 

“ An answer to what?” said Henri. 

“To your proposals of last month.” 

“Ma foi! I am very forgetful! please to recall to me 
what they were.” 

“ About the invasions of the Lorraine princes? ” 

“Yes, I remember, particularly those of M. de Guise; 
go on, monsieur?” 

sp Sire, the king, my master, although much begged to 
sign a treaty of alliance with Lorraine, prefers one with 
Navarre. I know my master’s intentions with regard to 

ou.” 

“May I also know them?” 

Sire, my master will refuse nothing to Navarre.” 

Chicot bit his fingers to convince himself that he was 
not dreaming. 
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“ What can I ask then?” said Henri. 

* Whatever your majesty pleases.” 

“ Diable! ” 

“Tf your majesty will speak openly and frankly?” 

“Ventre St. Gris, it is embarrassing.” 

“Shall I tell you his majesty the King of Spain’s pro- 
posal ? ” 

“T listen.” 

“The King of France treats the Queen of Navarre as an 
enemy, he repudiates her as a sister, and covers her with 
opprobrium. All this, but I beg your majesty’s pardon 
for touching on so delicate a subject—— 

“Go on.’ 

“ All this, then, is public.” 

“ Well! monsieur, and what of all this? ” 

“Tt is consequently easy for your majesty to repudiate 
as a wife her whom her brother disclaims as a sister. 
This once done, the alliance between the King of Navarre 
and the King of Spain is concluded, and the King of 
Spain will give the infanta, his daughter, to your majesty, 
and he himself will marry Madame Catherine de Navarre, 
your majesty’s sister.” 

A movement of pride shook Henri, while Chicot shud- 
dered with terror. The one saw his star rising, radiant 
like the morning sun; the other saw the scepter of the 
Valois ready to decline and fall. 

For an instant there was profound silence, and then 
Henri said: 

“The proposal, monsieur, is magnificent, and crowns 
me with honor.” 

“ His majesty,” said the negotiator, who already calcu- 
lated on an enthusiastic acceptance, “ proposes only one 
condition.” 

“ Ah! a condition! that is but just; let me hear it.” 

“Tn aiding your majesty against the Lorraine princes, 
that is to say, in opening to your majesty a way to the 
throne, my master desires to facilitate by your alliance the 
safety of Flanders, which the Duc d’Anjou is already at- 
tacking ; your majesty will understand that it is pure pref- 
erence on my master’s part for you over the Lorraine 
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princes, since MM. de Guise, his natural allies, as Catholie 
princes, make of themselves a party against the Duc d’An- 
jou in Flanders. Now, this is the only condition, which 
you must think reasonable. His majesty the King of 
Spain, allied to you by a double marriage, will help you 
to ” the ambassador seemed to seek for the right word, 
“to succeed to the King of France, and you will guarantee 
Flanders to him. I may then, now, knowing your maj- 
esty’s wisdom, regard the negotiation as happily termi- 
nated.” 

Henri took:two or three turns up and down the room. 

“This, then,” said he at last, “is the answer you were 
charged to bring me?” 

“Yes, sire.” 

“ Nothing else? ” 

“ Nothing else, sire.” 

“ Well! I refuse the offer of the King of Spain.” 

“ You refuse the hand of the infanta!” cried the Span- 
iard, with a start, as though he had received a sudden 
wound. 

“Tt would be a great honor, but I cannot think it a 
greater one than that of having married a daughter of 
France.” 

“No; but that alliance brought you nearly to the tomb, 
and this will bring you to the throne.” 

“An incomparable piece of good fortune, monsieur, I 
know; but I will never buy it with the blood and honor of 
my future subjects. What! monsieur. I draw the sword 
against the King of France, my brother-in-law, for the 
Spaniards; I arrest the standard of France in its career of 
glory; I kill brothers by brothers’ hands; I bring the 
stranger into my country. No, monsieur; I asked the 
King of Spain for aid against the Guises, who wish to rob 
me of my inheritance, but not against the Duc d’Anjou, 
my brother-in-law; not against Henri ITI., my friend; not 
against my wife, sister of my king. You will aid the 
Guises, you will say, and lend them your support. Do so, 
and I will let loose on you and on them all the Protestants 
of Germany and France. The King of Spain wishes to re- 
conquer Flanders, which is slipping from him; let him do 
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what his father, Charles V., did, and ask a free passage to 
go and claim his title of first bourgeois of Ghent, and 
Henri I1I., I am certain, will grant it to him, as Francois 
I. did. I wish for the throne of France, says his Catholic 
majesty; it is possible, but I do not need him to aid me 
in getting it; I will do that for myself, once it is vacant, 
in spite of all the kings in the world. Adieu, then, mon- 
sieur. ‘Tell my brother Philippe that I am grateful for 
his offers, but cannot believe for a moment that he 
thought me capable of accepting them. Adieu, monsieur.” 

“Take care, sire,” said the ambassador; “ the good un- 
derstanding between two neighbors may be destroyed by a 
hasty word.” 

““ Monsieur, my crown is so light, that I should scarcely 
feel the difference if it slipped off; besides, I believe I can 
guard it. Therefore, once more adieu, monsieur, and tell 
the king your master that I have greater ambitions than 
he dreams of.” And the Béarnais, becoming once more, 
not himself, but what he generally seemed to be, conducted 
the ambassador, with a courteous smile, to the door. 


CHAPTER XULIX. 
THE POOR OF HENRI OF NAVARRE. 


Cuicor remained plunged in profound surprise. Henri 
lifted the tapestry, and, striking him on the shoulder, 
said,— 

“ Well, M. Chicot, how do you think I managed?” 

“ Wonderfully, sire; and really, for a king who is not ac- 
customed to ambassadors ” 

“Tt is my brother Henri who sends me such ambassa- 
dors.” 

“ How s0, sire?” 

“Tf he did not incessantly persecute his poor sister, 
others would not dream of it. Do you believe that if the 
King of Spain had not heard of the public insult offered to 
the queen, when a captain of the guards searched her litter, 
that he would have proposed to me to repudiate her?” 

14 
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“T see with pleasure, sire,” replied Chicot, “ that all at- 
tempts will be useless, and that nothing can interrupt the 
harmony that exists between the queen and yourself.” 

“Oh, my friend, the interest they have in making us 
quarrel is too clear.” 

“JT confess to you, sire, that I am not so penetrating as 
you are.” 

“Doubtless Henri would be delighted if I repudiated 
his sister.” 

“How so? Pray explain to me.” 

“You know they forgot to pay my wife’s dowry.” 

““T guessed as much, sire.” 

“This dowry was to consist of 300,000 golden crowns 
and some towns; among others, Cahors.” 

“A pretty town, mordieu! ” 

“JT have claimed, not the money, but Cahors.” 

“Ventre de biche! sire, in your place, I should have 
done the same.” 

“ And that is why—do you understand now?” 

“ No, indeed, sire.” 

“ Why they wish me to quarrel with my wife and repudi- 
ate her. No wife, no dowry, no more 300,000 crowns, no 
Cahors. It is one way of eluding a promise, and Henri is 
clever in laying snares.” 

“You would much like to hold Cahors, sire? ” 

“ Doubtless; for after all, what is my principality of 
Béarn? A poor little place, clipped by the avarice of my 
mother-in-law and brother-in-law.” 

“ While Cahors 4 

“ Cahors would be my rampart, the safeguard of my re- 
ligion.” 

“Well, sire, go into mourning for Cahors; for, whether 
you break with Madame Marguerite or not, the King of 
France will never give it to you, and unless you take 
it——” 

“Oh, I would soon take it, if it was not so strong, and, 
above all, if I did not hate war.” 

“ Cahors is impregnable, sire.” 

“Oh! impregnable! But if I had an army, which I 
have not——” 
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*“ Listen, sire. We are not here to flatter each other. To 
take Cahors, which is held by M. de Vesin, one must be a 
Harnibal or a Cesar; and your majesty e 

“ Well?” said Henri, with a smile. 

“ Has just said, you do not like war.” 

Henri sighed, and his eyes flashed for a minute; then 
he said: 

“Tt is true I have never drawn the sword, and perhaps 
never shall. I am a king of straw, a man of peace; but, 
by a singular contrast, I love to think of warlike things— 
that is in my blood. St. Louis, my ancestor, pious by edu- 
cation and gentle by nature, became on occasion a brave 
soldier and a skilful swordsman. Let us talk, if you 
please, of M. Vesin, who is a Cesar and a Hannibal.” 

“ Sire, pardon me if I have wounded or annoyed you. 
I spoke only of M. de Vesin to extinguish all hope in your 
heart. Cahors, you see, is so well guarded because it is the 
key of the south.” 

“ Alas! I know it well. I wished so much to possess 
Cahors, that I told my poor mother to make it a sine qua 
non of our marriage. See, I am speaking Latin now. 
Cahors, then, was my wife’s dowry ; they owe it to me——” 

“ Sire, to owe and pay % 

“ Are two different things, I know. So your opinion 
is, that they will never pay me?” 

“T fear not.” 

“ Diable! ” 

“ And, frankl a 

“Well? ” 

“ They will be right, sire.” 

“Why so?” 

“Because you did not know your part of king; you 
should have got it at once.” 

“Do you not, then, remember the tocsin of St. Germain 
VAuxerrois?” said Henri, bitterly. “It seems to me that 
a husband whom they tried to murder on the night of his 
marriage might think less of his dowry than of his life.” 

“Yes; but since then, sire, we have had peace; and ex- 
cuse me, sire, you should have profited by it, and, instead 
of making love, have negotiated. It is less amusing, I 
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know, but more profitable. I speak, sire, as much for my 
king as for you. If Henri of France had a strong ally in 
Henri of Navarre, he would be stronger than any one; and 
if the Protestants and Catholics of France and Navarre 
would unite in a common political interest, they would 
make the rest of the world tremble.” 

“Oh, I do not pretend to make others tremble, so long 
as I do not tremble myself. But if I cannot get Cahors, 
then, and you think I cannot < 

“J think so, sire, for three reasons.” 

“Tell them to me, Chicot.” 

“ Willingly. The first is that Cahors is a town of good 
produce, which Henri III. will like to keep for himself.” 

“That is not very honest.” 

“Tt is very royal, sire.” 

“ Ah! it is royal to take what you like.” 

“Yes; that is called taking the lion’s share, and the lion 
is the king of animals.” 

“IT shall remember your lesson, Chicot. Now, your 
second reason.” 

“Madame Catherine 4 

“Oh! does my good mother still mix in politics? ” 

“ Always; and she would rather see her daughter at 
Paris than at Nérac—near her than near you.” 

“You think so? Yet she does not love her daughter to 
distraction.” 

“No; but Madame Marguerite serves you as a hostage, 
sire.” 

“You are cunning, Chicot. Devil take me, if I thought 
of that! But you may be right; a daughter of France 
would be a hostage in case of need. Well, the third?” 

* Between the Duc d’Anjou, who seeks to make a throne 
for himself in Flanders, between MM. de Guise, who wish 
for a crown, and shake that of France, and his majesty the 
King of Spain, who wishes for universal monarchy, you 
hold the balance and maintain a certain equilibrium.” 

“J, without weight?” 

“Just so. If you became powerful, that is to say, 
heavy, you would turn the scale, and would be no longer a 
counterpoise, but a weight.” 
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“ Ah! I like that reason, and it is admirably argued. 
This is the explanation of my situation? ” 

“ Complete.” 

“ And I, who did not see all this, and went on hoping.” 

“ Well, sire, I counsel you to cease to hope.” 

“Then I must do for this debt what I do for those of 
my farmers who cannot pay their rent; I put a P against 
their names.” 

“Which means paid.” 

“ Just so.” 

“Put two P’s, sire, and give a sigh.” 

*So be it, Chicot; you see I can live in Béarn, even 
without Cahors.” 

“T see that, and also that you are a wise and philosophi- 
cal king. But what is that noise?” 

“ Noise, where? ” 

“Tn the courtyard, I think.” 

“ Look out of window.” 

“Sire, there are below a dozen of poorly-clothed peo- 

le.” 

“ Ah! they are my poor,” said the king, rising. 

“ Your majesty has poor? ” 

“Doubtless; does not God recommend charity? If I 
am not a Catholic, Chicot, I am a Christian.” 

“ Bravo, sire!” 

“ Come, Chicot, we will give alms together, and then go 
to supper.” 

“Sire, I follow you.” 

“Take that purse lying on the table, near my sword— 
do you see?” 

They went down, but Henri seemed thoughtful and pre- 
occupied. Chicot looked at him, and thought, “ What 
the devil made me talk politics to this brave prince, and 
make him sad? Fool that I was!” 

Once in the court, Henri approached the group of men- 
dicants. There were a dozen men in different costumes. 
Henri took the purse from the hands of Chicot and made 
a sign, and then each man came forward and saluted 
Henri with an air of humility, which did not preclude a 
glance full of intelligence at the king. Henri replied by a 
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motion of the head; then, putting his fingers into the 
purse, which Chicot held open, he took out a piece. 

“Do you know that it is gold, sire? ” said Chicot. 

“Yes, my friend, I know.” 

“ Peste! you are rich.” 

“Do you not see that each of these pieces serves for 
two? On the contrary, I am so poor that I am forced to 
cut my gold in two.” 

“Tt is true,” said Chicot, with surprise ; “ they are half- 
pieces, with fantastic designs.” 

“ Oh, I am like my brother Henri, who amuses himself 
in cutting out images; I amuse myself with clipping my 
ducats.” 

“‘ Nevertheless, sire, it is an odd method of giving char- 
ity,” said Chicot, who divined some hidden mystery. 

“ What would you do?” 

“ Instead of cutting the gold, I would give one piece be- 
tween two.” 

“They would fight, and I should do harm instead of 
gocd.” 

Henri then took one of the pieces, and, placing himself 
before the first beggar, looked at him inquiringly. 

“ Agen,” said the man. 

“ How many?” asked Henri. 

“ Five hundred.” 

“ Cahors; ” and he gave him the piece and took a second. 

The man bowed and withdrew. 

The next advanced and said, “ Auch.” 

“How many?” 

“Three hundred and fifty.” 

“Cahors; ” and he gave him his piece. 

“Narbonne,” said the third. 

“ How many?” 

“ Hight hundred.” 

“ Cahors; ” and he gave him his piece. 

“ Montauban,” said the fourth. 

“ How many?” 

“Six hundred.” 

“ Cahors.” 


Each one in this way pronounced a name and a number, 
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and received a piece of gold, and to each Henri replied, 
* Cahors.” 

“This over, there were no pieces left in the purse. 

“That is all, sire,” said Chicot. 

“ Yes; I have finished.” 

“Sire, am I permitted to be curious?” 

“Why not? Curiosity is natural.” 

“ What did these beggars say, and what did you reply?” 

Henri smiled. 

“Indeed,” continued Chicot, “all is mysterious here.” 

* Do you think so?” 

“Yes; I have never seen alms given in that way.” 

“Tt is the custom at Nérac.” 

“A singular one, sire.” 

“No, nothing is more simple; each of those men came 
from a different city.” 

“ Well, sire?” 

“Well, that I may not always give to the same, they 
each tell me the name of their. town, so that I can dis- 
tribute my benefits equally among all the unfortunates in 
my kingdom.” 

“Yes, sire; but why did you answer ‘ Cahors?’ ” 

“ Ah!” cried Henri, with a most natural air of surprise, 
“ did I say ‘ Cahors’? ” 

“Yes, sire.” 

“You think so?” 

“T am sure of it.” 

“Tt must have been because we had been talking so 
much about it. I wish for it so much that I must have 
spoken of it without meaning to do so.” 

“Hum!” said Chicot, suspiciously, “and then there 
was something else.” 

“What! something else?” 

“ A number that each one pronounced, and which, added 
together, made more than eight thousand.” 

“ Ah! as to that, Chicot, I did not understand it myself ; 
unless, as the beggars are divided into corporations, they 
each named the number of members, which seems to me 
probable.” 

* Sire, sire!” 
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“Come and sup, my friend; nothing enlightens the 
mind like eating and drinking. Let us go to the table, 
and you shall see that if my pistoles are cut, my bottles 
are full.” 

Then, passing his arm familiarly through Chicot’s, the 
king went back to his room, where supper was served. 
Passing by the Queen’s room, he glanced at it, and saw no 
light. 

“ Page,” said he, “is not her majesty at home?” 

“ Her majesty is gone to see Mademoiselle de Montmor- 
ency, who is ill.” 

“Ah! poor Fosseuse!” said Henri; “it is true, the 
queen has such a good heart. Come to supper, Chicot.” 


CHAPTER L. 
THE TRUE MISTRESS OF THE KING OF NAVARRE. 


THE repast was joyous. Henri seemed no longer to have 
any weight either on his heart or his mind, and he was an 
excellent companion. As for Chicot, he dissembled the 
uneasiness he had felt since the coming of the Spanish 
ambassador and the scene with the mendicants. He en- 
deavored to drink little and keep cool to observe every- 
thing; but this Henri would not allow. However, Chicot 
had a head of iron, and as for Henri, he said he could 
drink these wines of the country like milk. 

“T envy you,” said Chicot to the king; “ your court is 
delightful, and your life pleasant.” 

“Tf my wife were here, Chicot, I would not say what I 
am about to say, but in her absence I will tell you that the 
best part of my life is that which you do not see.” 

“ Ah! sire, they tell, indeed, fine tales of you,” 

Henri leaned back in his chair to laugh. 

“They say I reign more over my female than my male 
subjects, do they not? ” said he. 

* Yes, sire, and it astonishes me.” 

“Why so?” 
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“ Because, sire, you have much of that restless spirit 
which makes great kings.” 

“Ah, Chicot! you are wrong; I am lazy, and the proof 
of it is in my life. If I have a love to choose, I take the 
nearest ; if a wine, the bottle close to my hand. To your 
health, Chicot.” 

“Sire, you do me honor,” said Chicot, emptying his 
glass. 

“Thus,” continued the king, “what quarrels in my 
household ! ” 

“Yes, I understand ; all the ladies-in-waiting adore you, 
sire.” 

“They are my neighbors, Chicot.” 

“Then, sire, it might result from this, that if you lived 
at St. Denis instead of Nérac, the king might not live very 
tranquilly.” 

“The king! what do you say, Chicot? Do you think I 
am a Guise? I wish for Cahors, it is true, because it is 
near to me.” 

“Ventre de biche, sire, this ambition for things within 
the reach of your hand, resembles much that of Cesar 
Borgia, who gathered together a kingdom, city by city; 
saying that Italy was an artichoke to be eaten leaf by 
leaf.” 

“This Cesar Borgia was not a bad politician, it seems 
to me, compére.” 

“No, but he was a very dangerous neighbor and a bad 
brother.” 

“ Ah! would you compare me to the son of a pope—I, a 
Huguenot chief?” 

“ Sire, I compare you to no one.” 

“Why not?” 

“T believe he would be wrong who should liken you to 
any other than yourself. You are ambitious, sire.” 

“Here is a man determined to make me want some- 
thing,” cried Henri. 

“God forbid, sire; I desire with all my heart, on the 
contrary, that your majesty should want nothing.” 

“ Nothing calls you back to Paris, does it, Chicot? ” 

“ No, sire.” 
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“Then you will pass some days with me?” 

“Tf your majesty does me the honor to wish for my 
company, I ask no better than to give you a week.” 

“So be it; in a week you will know me like a brother. 
Drink, Chicot.” 

“ Sire, I am no longer thirsty,” said Chicot, who had 
given up all hopes of seeing the king take too much. 

“Then, I will leave you; a man should not stay at table 
when he does nothing. Drink, I tell you.” 

“Why, sire? ” 

“To sleep better. Do you like the chase, Chicot ?” 

“ Not much, sire; and you? ” 

“ Passionately; since I lived at the coart of Charles 
TXs? 

“Why did your majesty do me the honor to ask me?” 

“ Because I hunt to-morrow, and thought to take you 
with me.” 

“Sire, it would be a great honor, but x 

“Oh! this chase will rejoice all eyes; beside, I am a 
good hunter, and I wish you to see me to advantage.” 

“Sire, I am at your orders.” 

“ Good! then it is settled. Ah! here is a page to disturb 
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us. 
“Some important business, sire?” 

“Business at table! You think you are still at the 
court of France, my dear Chicot. Learn one thing; at 
Nérac, when we have supped, we go to bed.” 

“ But this page?” 

“Well, cannot he come for anything but business? ” 

* Ah! I understand; and I will go to bed.” 

Chicot rose; the king did the same, and tock his arm. 
This haste to send him away appeared suspicious to Chicot. 
and he determined not to leave the room if he could help 
it. 

“Oh! oh!” said he, tottering, “it is astonishing, sire.” 

The king smiled. “ What is astonishing? ” 

“Ventre de biche! my head turns; while I sat still, it 
was all very well, but when I rise——” 

“Bah!” said Henri, “we only tasted the wine.” 
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“ You call that tasting, sire? You are a drinker, and I 
do you homage, as to my superior.” 

“Chicot, my friend,” said Henri, endeavoring to make 
out by one of his keen glances if Chicot were really drunk 
or pretending, “ the best thing you can do is to go to bed.” 

“Yes, sire; good night.” 

“Good evening, Chicot.” 

“Yes, sire, you are right; the best thing Chicot can do 
is to go to bed.” And he lay down on the floor. 

Henri glanced toward the door, and then, approaching 
him, said, “ You are so drunk, my poor Chicot, that you 
have taken my floor for your bed.” 

“ Chicot does not mind little things.” 

“ But I expect some one.” 

“ For supper; yes, let us sup ” And Chicot made a 
fruitless effort to rise. 

“Ventre St. Gris! how quickly you get drunk. But go 
along, mordieu! she is getting impatient.” 

* She, who? ” 

“The lady I expect.” 

“A lady; why did you not say, Henriquet? Ah! par- 
don, I thought I was speaking: to the king of France. 
He has spoiled me, that good Henriquet. Ah! I will go.” 

“You are a gentleman, Chicot. Now, go quickly.” 

“ Adieu, sire; a good night to you.” 

“ Adieu! and sleep well. You will find the page in the 
gallery, who will show you your room.” 

Chicot went out; but, after taking a few steps, returned 
just in time to see Henri let in—not a woman, but a man. 
Chicot put his eye to the large keyhole. 

The man took off his hat, and Chicot saw the noble but 
severe face of Duplessis-Mornay, the rigid and vigilant 
counselor of Henri of Navarre. 

“ Ah!” thought Chicot, “ this will annoy our lover more 
than I did.” 

But Henri’s face showed only joy; and after locking the 
door, he sat down eagerly to examine some maps, plans, 
and letters, which his minister had brought him. The king 
then began to write and to mark the maps. 
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“Oh! this is the way Henri of Navarre makes love,” 
thought Chicot. ' 

At this moment he heard steps behind him, and fearful 
of being surprised, he turned hastily away, and, seeing the 
page, asked for his room. 

“ Come with me, if you please, monsieur,” said D’Aubiac, 
“and I will conduct you.” 

Chicot began to understand the King of Navarre. 
Therefore, instead of going to sleep, he sat somber and 
thoughtful on his bed, while ithe moon shed its silvery 
light over stream and meadows. 

“ Henri is a real king, and he conspires,” thought Chi- 
cot. “All this palace, park, town—the whole province— 
is a focus of conspiracy. All the women make love, but 
it is political love; and all the men live in the hope of a 
future. Henri is clever, his talent borders on genius, and 
he is in communication with Spain, the land of deceit. 
Who knows if even his noble answer to the ambassador was 
not a farce, and if he did not warn the ambassador of it 
by some sign unknown to me? Henri has spies; those 
beggars were nothing more nor less than gentlemen in 
disguise. Those pieces of gold, so artistically cut, were 
pledges of recognition—rallying signs. 

Henri feigns to care for nothing but love and pleasure, 
and then passes his time working with Mornay, who 
never seems to sleep, and does not know what love means. 
Queen Marguerite has lovers, and the king: knows it, and 
tolerates them, because he has need of them, or of her— 
perhaps of both. Happily, God, in giving him the genius 
for intrigue, did not add to it that of war; for they say he 
is afraid of the noise of musketry, and that when he was 
taken, when quite young, to battle, he could not stay more 
than a quarter of an hour in the saddle. It is lucky, for 
if he had the arm, as well as the head, this man might do 
anything. 

“There is certainly the Due de Guise, who has both, but 
he has the disadvantage of being known as brave and skil- 
ful, so that every one is on their guard against him, while 
no one fears the Béarnais. I alone have seen through him. 
Well. having seen through him, J have no more to do here; 
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so while he works or sleeps, I will go quietly out of the 
city. There are not many ambassadors, I think, who can 
boast of having fulfilled their mission in one day, as I 
have. So I will leave Nérac, and gallop till I am in 
France.” And he began to put on his spurs. 


CHAPTER LI. 


CHICOT’S ASTONISHMENT AT FINDING HIMSELF SO POPULAR 
IN NERAC. 


Cuicot, having taken his resolution, began to prepare 
his little packet. “ How much time will it take me,” 
thought he, as he did so, “to carry to the king the news 
of what I have seen and fear? 'T'wo days to arrive at a 
city whence the governor can send couriers; Cahors, for 
example, of which Henri of Navarre thinks so much. 
Once there, I can rest, for after «ll a man must rest some 
time. Come, then, Chicot, speed and sang froid. You 
thought you had accomplished your mission, and you are 
but half-way through it.” 

Chicot now extinguished the light, opened his door 
softly, and began to creep downstairs on tip-toe. 

He went into an antechamber, but he had hardly gone 
four steps before he kicked against something. This some- 
thing was D’Aubiac lying on a mat. 

“Ah! good evening, M. d’Aubiac,” said Chicot, “but 
get out of the way a little, I beg; I want to go for a 
walk.” 

“Ah! but it is forbidden to walk by night near this 
castle.” 

“Why so?” 

“ Because the king fears robbers, and the queen lovers.” 

“ Diable! ” 

“None but robbers or lovers want to walk at night, 
when they ought to be sleeping.” 

“ However, dear M. d’Aubiac,” said Chicot, with his 
most charming smile, “I am neither the one nor the 
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other, but an ambassador, very tired from having talked 
Latin with the queen and supped with the king; let me go 
out then, my friend, for I want a walk.” 

“In the city, M. Chicot? ” 

“Oh no! in the gardens.” 

“ Peste! that is still more forbidden than in the city.” 

“My little friend, you are very vigilant for your age. 
Have you nothing to occupy yourself with?” 

ce No.” 

“ You neither gamble nor fall in love? ” 

“To gamble one must have money, M. Chicot, and to be 
in love, one must find a lady.” 

“ Assuredly,” said Chicot, and feeling in his pocket he 
drew out ten pistoles and slipped them into the page’s 
hand, saying, “ Seek well in your memory, and I bet you 
will find some charming woman, to whom I beg you to 
make some presents with this.” 

“Oh, M. Chicot!” said the page, “it is easy to see that 
you come from the court of France; you have manners to 
which one can refuse nothing; go then, but make no 
noise.” 

Chicot went on; glided like a shadow into the corridor, 
and down the staircase, but at the bottom he found an 
officer sleeping on a chair, placed right against the door, 
so that it was impossible to pass. 

“ Ah! little wretch of a page,” murmured Chicot, “you 
knew this.” 

Chicot looked round him to see if he could find no other 
way by which he could escape with the assistance of his 
long legs. At last he saw what he wanted: it was an 
arched window, of which the glass was broken. Chicot 
climbed up the wall with his accustomed skill, and without 
making more noise than a dry leaf in the autumn 
wind; but unluckily, the opening was not big enough, so 
when he had got his head and one shoulder through, and 
had taken away his foot from its resting place on the wall, 
he found himself hanging between heaven and earth, with- 
out being able either to advance or retreat. 

He began then a series of efforts, of which the first 
result was to tear his doublet and scratch his skin. What 


b) 


“Well, 1 am ini a hurry;’ 


said Chicot, ‘‘allow me to pass.”’ 
Page 223. The Forty-Five Guardsmen 


oe 


vA 


\ 


\ 


‘ 


/ 
x 


en ee eae 


- 


THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 993 


rendered his position more difficult was his sword, of 
which the handle would not pass, making a hook by which 
Chicot hung on to the sash. He exerted all his strength, 
patience, and industry, to unfasten the clasp of his shoul- 
der-belt; but it was just on this clasp that his body 
leaned, therefore he was obliged to change his maneuver, 
and at last he succeeded in drawing his sword from its 
sheath and pushing it through one of the interstices; the 
sword therefore fell first on the flagstones, and Chicot now 
managed to get through after it. All this, however, was 
not done without noise, therefore Chicot, on rising, found 
himself face to face with a soldier. 

“Ah! mon Dieu! have you hurt yourself, M. Chicot?” 
said he. 

Chicot was surprised, but said, “ No, my friend, not at 
all.” 

“That is very lucky; there are not many people who 
could do such a thing.” 

“ But how the devil did you know my name?” 

*T saw you to-day at the palace, and asked who was the 
gentleman that was talking with the king.” 

“ Well! I am in a hurry; allow me to pass.” 

“ But no one goes out of the palace by night; those are 
my orders.” 

“ But you see they do come out, since I am here.” 

“Yes, but 6 

“ But what?” 

“You must go back, M. Chicot.” 

“Oh! no.” 

“ How! no?” 

“ Not by that way, at all events; it is too troublesome.” 

“Tf I were an officer instead of a soldier, I would ask 
you why you come out so; but that is not my business, 
which is only that you should go back again. Go in, there- 
fore, M. Chicot, I beg you.” 

And the soldier said this in such a persuasive tone, that 
Chicot was touched. Consequently he put his hand in his 
pocket and drew out another ten pistoles. 

“You must understand, my friend,” said he, “that as 
I have torn my clothes in passing through once, I should 


224 THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 


make them still worse by going back again, and should 
have to go naked, which would be very indecent in a court 
where there are so many young end pretty women; let me 
go then to my tailor.” And he put the money in his 
hand. 

“ Go quickly then, M. Chicot,” said the man. 

Chicot was in the street at last. The night was not 
favorable for flight, being bright and cloudless, and he re- 
eretted the foggy nights of Paris, where people might pass 
close to each other unseen. The unfortunate fugitive 
had no sooner turned the corner of the street than he met 
a patrol. He stopped of himself, thinking it would look 
suspicious to try to pass unseen. 

“Oh, good evening, M. Chicot!” said the chief; “ shall 
we reconduct you to the palace? You seem as though 
you had lost your way.” 

“Tt is very strange,” murmured Chicot, “every one 
knows me here.” Then aloud, and as carelessly as he 
could, “ No, cornet, I am not going to the palace.” 

“You are wrong, M. Chicot,’ replied the officer, 
gravely. 

“Why so, monsieur?” 

“ Because a very severe edict forbids the inhabitants of 
Nérac to go out at night without permission and without 
a lantern.” 

“Excuse me, monsieur, but this edict cannot apply to 
me, who do not belong to Nérac.” 

“But you are at Nérac. Inhabitant means living at; 
now you cannot deny that you live at Nérac, since I see you 
here.” 

“You are logical, monsieur. Unluckily, I am in a 
hurry; make an exception to your rule, and let me pass, I 
beg.” 

“You will lose yourself, M. Chicot; Nérac is a strange 
town. Allow three of my men to conduct you to the 
palace.” 

“ But I am not going there, I tell you.” 

“ Where are you going, then?” 

“T cannot sleep well at night, and then I always walk. 
Nérac is a charming city, and I wish to see it.” 
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“ My men shall conduct you where you please.” 

“ Oh, monsieur, I would rather go alone.” 

“You will be assassinated.” 

“T have my sword.” 

“ Ah, true; then you will be arrested for bearing arms.” 

Chicot, driven to despair, drew the officer aside, and 
said: 

“Come, monsieur, you are young; you know what love 
is—an imperious tyrant.” 

* Doubtless, M. Chicet.” 

“Well, cornet, I have a certain lady to visit.” 

** Where ? ” 

“Tn a certain place.” 

“Young? ” 

* Twenty-three years old.” 

“ Beautiful ? ” 

“ As the graces.” 

“T felicitate you, M. Chicot.” 

“ Then you will let me pass?” | 

“It seems I must.” 

“ And alone; I cannot compromise——” 

“ Of course not; pass on, M. Chicot.” 

“You are a gallant man, cornet. But how did you 
know me?” 

“T saw you at the palace with the king. Apropos, which 
way are you going?” 

“Toward the Porte of Agen. Am I not in the right 
road ? ” 
\ “Yes, go straight on; I wish you success.” 
. “Thank you;” and Chicot went on. But before he 
had taken a hundred steps he met the watch. 

“ Peste! this town is well guarded,” thought Chicot. 

“You cannot pass!” cried the provost, in a voice of 
thunder. 

“ But, monsieur, I want 

“ Ah, M. Chicot, is it you? In the streets in this cold?” 
asked the officer. 

“ Ah, decidedly! It must be a bet,” thought Chicot; 
and, bowing, he tried to pass on. 

#1 Chicot, take care!” said the provost. 
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“ Take care of what?” 

“ You are going wrong ; you are going toward the gates.” 

« Just so.” 

“Then I arrest you.” 

“ Not so, monsieur; you would be very wrong.” 

“ However: a4 

“ Approach, monsieur, that your soldiers may not hear.” 

The man approached. 

“The king has given me a commission for the lieuten- 
ant of the Porte of Agen.” 

ce Ah ! 2? 

“That astonishes you? ” 

(79 Veo? 

“Tt ought not, since you know me.” 

“1 know you from having seen you at the palace with 
the king.” 

Chicot stamped his foot impatiently. “That should 
prove to you that I possess the king’s confidence.” 

“ Doubtless; go on, M. Chicot, and execute your com- 
mission.” 

“ Come,” thought Chicot, “I advance slowly, but I do 
advance. Ventre de biche! here is a gate; it must be that 
of Agen; in five minutes I shall be out.* 

He arrived at the gate, which was guarded by a sentinel 
walking up and down, his musket on his shoulder. 

“My friend, will you open the gate aor me?” said 
Chicot. 

“T cannot, M. Chicot,” replied the man, “being only a 
private soldier.” 

“You also know me?” cried Chicot in a rage. 

“T have that honor; I was on guard at the palace this 
morning, and saw you talking with the king.” 

“Well! my friend, the king has given me a very urgent 
message to convey to Agen; open the postern for me.” 

““T would with pleasure, but I have not the keys.” 

“And who has them ? ” 

“The officer for the night.” 

Chicot sighed. 

* And where is he?” 

The soldier rang a bell to wake his officer. 
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“What is it!” said he, passing his head through a 
window. 

“Lieutenant, it is a gentleman who wants the gate 
opened.” 

“Ah! M. Chicot,” cried the officer, “I will be down in 
a moment.” 

“What! does every one know me?” cried Chicot. 
“ Nérac seems a lantern, and I the candle.” 

“ Hixcuse me, monsieur,” said the officer, approaching, 
“but I was asleep.” 

“Oh! monsieur, that is what night is made for; will you 
be good enough to open the door? Unluckily, I cannot 
sleep, for the king, whom you doubtless also saw me talk- 
ing to x 

“Yes, I did, monsieur.” 

“Of course!” growled Chicot. “ Well! the king has 
sent me on a commission to Agen; this is the right gate is 
it not?” 

“Yes, M. Chicot.” 

“Will you please to have it jteted Ge 

“Of course. Anthenas, open the gate quickly for M. 
Chicot.” 

Chicot began to breathe; the door creaked on its hinges, 
and opened, and Chicot saw liberty through it. 

“ Adieu! monsieur,” said he, advancing. 

“ Adieu! M. Chicot, a pleasant journey.—But stay, one 
moment; I have forgotten to ask for your pass,” cried he, 
seizing Chicot by the sleeve to stop him. 

“How! my pass?” 

“ Certainly, M. Chicot; you know what a pass is? You 
understand that no one can leave a town like Nérac with- 
out a pass, particularly when the king is in it.” 

“ And who must sign this pass? ” 

“The king himself; so if he sent you he cannot have 
forgotten to give you a pass.” 

Ah! you doubt that the king sent me?” cried Chicot. 
with flashing eyes, for he saw himself on the point of 
failing, and ‘had a great mind to kill the officer and sen- 
tinel, and rush through the gate. 
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“1 doubt nothing you tell me, but reflect that if the 
king gave you this commission a 

“In person, monsieur.” 

“ All the more reason, then: if he knows you are going 
out, I shall have to give up your pass to-morrow morning 
to the governor.” 

“ And who is he?” 

“M. de Mornay, who does not jest with disobedience, 
M. Chicot.” 

Chicot put his hand to his sword, but another look 
showed him that the outside of the gate was defended by a 
guard who would have prevented his passing if he had 
killed the officer and sentinel. 

“Well!” said Chicot to himself, with a sigh; “I have 
lost my game,” and he turned back. 

“ Shall I give you an escort, M. Chicot ?” said the officer. 

“No, thank you.” 

Chicot retraced his steps, but he was not at the end of 
his griefs. He met the chief of the watch, who said, 
“What! have you finished your commission already, M. 
Chicot? Peste! how quick you are!” 

A little further on the cornet cried to him, “ Well, M. 
Chicot, what of the lady; are you content with Nérac? ” 

Finally, the soldier in the courtyard said, “‘ Cordieu! M. 
Chicot, the tailor has not done his work well; you seem 
more torn than when you went out.” 

Chicot did not feel inclined to climb back through the 
‘window ; but by chance, or rather by charity, the door was 
opened, and he returned into the palace. Here he saw the 
!page, who said, “ Dear M. Chicot, shall I give you the key 
ito all this?” 

“Yes, serpent,’ murmured Chicot. 

“Well! the king loves you so much, he did not wish to 
lose you.” 

“ And you knew, and never told me? ” 

“Oh! M. Chicot, impossible! It was a state secret.” 

* But I paid you, knave.” 

“Oh! dear M. Chicot, the secret was worth more than 
ten pistoles.” 

Chicot returned to his room in a rage. 
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CHAPTER LII. 
HOW THEY HUNTED THE WOLF IN NAVARRE. 


WHEN Marguerite left the king, she went at once to the 
apartments of the maids of hcnor, and performed her 
promise with regard to Fosseuse. When she returned, 
the king thanked her warmly, and then went up to Chicot’s 
room, where he found him still asleep. ‘Henri shook him 
to wake him. ‘“ Come, compére,” said he, “get up, it is 
two in the morning.” 

“Ah! you make me a prisoner,” cried Chicot; “I, an 
ambassador. Sire, you violate the rights of nations.” 

Henri began to laugh, and Chicot could not help joining 
him. 

“You are mad,” said Henri. “ Why the devil did you 
want to go away from here; have you not been well 
treated ? ” 

“Too well, ventre de biche! too well. It seems to me as 
if I were here like a goose being fattened. very one says 
to me, ‘ Pretty little Chicot, how gentle he is!’ but they 
clip my wings, and shut the doors on me.” 

“Oh! reassure yourself, Chicot; you are not fat 
enough for my table.” 

“ Sire, you seem very gay this morning; what is it?” 

“JT am always gay when I am setting off for the chase. 
Come, out of bed, compére.” 

“You want me, sire?” 

“Yes; you shall be my historian.” 

“™o count the shots?” 

“ Just so.” 

Chicot dressed murmuringly, while the king remained 
in the antechamber. 

“ My horse,” cried Henri: “and tell M. de Mornay that 
T am ready.” 

“What; is M. de Mornay chief huntsman?” asked 
Chicot. ; 
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“M. de Mornay is everything here,” replied Henri. 
“Tam so poor, that I can afford but one man.” 

“Yes; but he is a good one.” 

Chicot found the preparations much less sumptuous 
than those of Henri III. A dozen or fifteen gentlemen 
only, among whom he recognized the Vicomte de Turenne, 
formed the whole suite. And as they were none of them 
rich, they all wore, instead of the usual hunting dress, 
their helmets and cuirasses, which made Chicot ask if the 
wolves in Gascony used muskets and artillery. 

“No,” said Henri; “ but they are fierce beasts, who have 
claws and teeth, and draw hunters into places where they 
are likely to tear their clothes on the thorns, if they wear 
silk and velvet, or even cloth and buff, but not if they wear 
cuirasses.” 

“That is a reason, but not a good one, sire.” 

“What would you have? I have no other.” 

“Then I must be content with this.” 

“You had better.” 

“So be it.” 

“You are angry at being disturbed for this chase.” 

“Ma foi! yes.” 

“So you find fault?” 

“Ts it forbidden?” 

| Ob nec 

* You understand, sire, I am no hunter, and have noth- 
ing to do, so I must amuse myself, while you are thinking 
of all the wolves that a dozen men are going to kill.” 

“ Ah, yes, laugh away, Chicot; first it was the clothes, 
now the number of wolves.” 

*“Ohasized!” 

“But I must say you are not indulgent, for Béarn is 
not as large as France; so the king goes there with two 
hundred huntsmen, I with a dozen, as you see.” 

“Yes, sire.” 

“But,” said Henri, “sometimes the country gentlemen, 
hearing IT am going, quit their chateaux and join me, 
which sometimes makes up a good escort for me.” 

When they had ridden about half an hour— 
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“ Look,” said Henri to Chicot, “are not those cavaliers 
that I see there?” 

Chicct looked and said, “ Yes, sire, cavaliers, but not 
huntsmen.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because they are armed like Amadis or Rolando,” 
replied Chicot. 

“Ah! what matters the dress, my dear Chicot? you sco 
we are not particular as to that.” 

“ But I see at least 200 men there.” 

“ Ah! that is a good number.” 

Chicot began to feel very curious. He had really 
named too low a number, for the group before them con- 
sisted of 200 men, who came silently and joined their 
party; each man was well armed and mounted, and they 
were led by a gentleman who came and kissed Henri’s hand 
with much devotion. 

They passed the river Gers, and then came on a second 
troop of 100 men; the chief approached, and seemed to 
be making excuses for not bringing more men. Henri 
gave him his hand. They went on till they came to the 
Garonne; this they also passed, and about half a league on 
the other side, 300 cavaliers, hidden in a pine forest, sud- 
denly came in sight. 

“Oh! monseigneur,” said Chicot, “are not these enc- 
mies who have heard of your chase, and wish to oppose 
ne 

“ No, my son, you are wrong; they are friends from Puz- 
mirol.” 

“ Mordieu! sire, you will have more men in your escort 
than trees in your forest.” 

“ Chicot, I really believe the news of your arrival must 
have spread through the. country, and all these people 
have come to welcome the ambassador from France.” 

Chicot saw he was being laughed at, and felt rather 
offended. 

The day finished at Muroy, where the gentlemen of the 
country gave a grand supper to the king, of which Chicot 
took his part enthusiastically, as it had not been deemed 
necessary to stop on the road for anything so unimportant 
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as dinner, and he had eaten nothing since he had !eft 
Neérac. 

Henri had the best house in the town, half the troop 
slept within doors, the other half in the street where 
the king was. 

“When are we to begin the hunt?” asked Chicot of 
Henri, as he was undressing. 

“ We are not yet in the territory of the wolves, my dear 
Chicot.” 

“ And when shall we be?” 

** Curious ! ” 

“Not so, sire; but you understand, one likes to know 
where one is going.” 

“ You will know to-morrow; meanwhile, lie down there 
on those cushions on my left; here is Mornay snoring 
already at my right.” 

“ Peste!” said Chicot, “he makes more noise asleep 
than awake.” 

“It is true he is not very talkative; but see him at the 
chase.” 

Day had partly appeared, when a great noise of horses 
awoke Chicot. They dressed, drank some spiced wine, 
and took other refreshment, and then Henri cried: 

- “To horse! gentlemen, we have a long day’s work before 
us.” 

Chicot saw with astonishment that 500 cavaliers had 
swelled the train during the night. | 

“Sire!” cried he, “ you have an army.” 

“ Wait!” replied Henri. 

At Lauzerte, 600 more men came and ranged them- 
selves behind the cavaliers. 

“ Foot soldiers!” cried Chicot. 

“Nothing but beaters,” said the king. 

Chicot frowned and spoke no more. Twenty times his 
eyes turned toward the country, and the idea of flight 
presented itself to him. But Chicot had his guard of 
honor, doubtless as ambassador of the King of France, 
and so well was he recommended to this guard, that he 
could not make a movement that was not repeated by ten 
men. 
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This annoyed him, and he said so to the king. 

“Diable!” said Henri, “it is your own fault; you 
tried to run away from Nérac, and I am afraid you will 
try it again.” 

“Sir, if I give my word as a gentleman not to do so?” 

“That will do.” 

“ Besides, I should be wrong to do so.” 

* How so?” 

“Yes; for if I stay, I believe I shall see curious things.” 

“T am of your opinion, my dear Chicot.” 

At this moment they were going through the town of 
Monteug, and four field-pieces took their place in the 
army. 

“JT return to my first idea,” said Chicot, “that the 
wolves in this country are different from others, and are 
differently treated; with artillery, for instance.” 

“Ah!” said Henri, “it is a mania of the people of 
Monteug. Since I gave them these four pieces they take 
them about everywhere.” . 

“ Well, sire, shall we arrive to-day?” 

“No, to-morrow.” 

“ To-morrow morning or evening?” 

* Morning.” 

“Then,” said Chicot, “it is at Cahors we are to hunt, 
is it not, sire?” 

“On that side,” replied Henri. 

*“ But, sire, you who have infantry, cavalry, and artillery 
to hunt wolves with, should also have taken the royal 
standard, and then the honor to the wolves would have 
been complete.” 

“We have not forgotten it, Chicot, ventre St. Gris! 
only it is left in the case for fear of dirtying it. But if 
you wish to see it, and know under whose banner you 
march, you shall see it.” 

** No, no, it is useless; leave it where it is.” 

“Well, be easy, you will see it before long.” 

They passed the second night at Catus. Troops kept 
arriving all night. 

“Tt is lucky we are not going on to Paris,” said Chicot, 
“we should arrive with 100,000 men.” 
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The next morning, by eight o’clock, they were before 
Cahors, with 1,000 foot soldiers and 2,000 horse. 

They found the city in a state of defense, M. de Vesin 
having heard rumors of the advance. 

“ Ah!” said the king, “he is warned; that is very annoy- 
ing.” 

% We must lay siege in due form, sire,” said Mornay; 
“we expect still about 2,000 men, and that is enough.” 

“Let us assemble the council and begin the trenches.” 

Chicot listened to all this in amazement. The pensive 
air of Henri alone reassured him, for it confirmed his 
suspicions that he was no warrior. He let every one speak, 
and said nothing. All at once he raised his head, and said 
in a commanding tone: 

“ Gentlemen, this is what we must do. We have 3,000 
men, and you say you expect 2,000 more, Mornay?” 

“ Yes, sire.” 

“That will make 5,000. In a regular siege we should 
lose 1,000 or 1,500 men in two months, their death would 
discourage the others, and we should lose 1,000 more in 
retreating. Let us sacrifice 500 men at once, and take 
Cahors by assault.” 

“ What do you mean, sire?” said Mornay. 

“My dear friend, we will go straight to the nearest 
gate. We shall find a fosse in our way, which we will cover 
with fascines: we may leave 200 men on the road, but we 
shall reach the gate.” 

* After, sire?” 

“Then we will break it down with petards and go in. 
It will not be difficult.” 

Chicot looked at Henri, astonished. 

“Oh!” growled he, “perhaps he is a coward and a 
boaster.”” 

“Let us not lose time, gentlemen,” cried Henri. “ For- 
ward, and let all who love me follow.” 

Chicot approached Mornay. , 

“Well! M. le Comte,” said he, “do you all want to be 
cut to pieces? ” 

“Oh! we take our chance.” 

“But the king will get killed.” 
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“Bah! he has a good cuirass.” 

“ But he will not be foolish enough to fight himself, I 
suppose ? ” 

Mornay shrugged his shoulders and turned on his heel. 

“ After all, I like him better asleep than awake; he is 
more polite snoring than speaking,” said Chicot. 


CHAPTER LIII. 
HOW HENRY OF NAVARRE BEHAVED IN BATTLE. 


Tue little army advanced near the town, then they 
breakfasted. The repast over, two hours were given for 
the officers and men to rest. Henri was very pale, and 
his hands trembled visibly, when at three o’clock in the 
afternoon the officers appeared under his tent. 

“ Gentlemen,” said he, “we are here to take Cahors; 
therefore we must take it—by force. Do you understand ? 
M. de Biron, who has sworn to hang every Huguenot, is 
only forty-five leagues from here, and doubtless a messen- 
ger is already despatched to him by M. de Vesin. In four 
or five days he will be on us, and as he has 10,000 men 
with him, we should be taken between the city and him. 
Let us, then, take Cahors before he comes, that we may 
receive him well. Come, gentlemen, I will put myself at 
your head, and let the blows fall as thick as hail.” 

The men replied to this speech by enthusiastic cries. 

“Well said,” said Chicot to himself. “It was lucky he 
had not to speak with his hands, though, or he would have 
stammered finely. Let us see him at the work.” 

As they were setting off, the king said to Chicot: 

“ Pardon me, friend Chicot, I deceived you by talking of 
wolves, hunting, and such things, but you see Henri will 
not pay me his sister’s dowry, and Margot cries out for 
her dear Cahors. One must do what one’s wife wants, 
for peace’s sake; therefore I am going to try and take 
Cahors.” 

“Why did she not ask you for the moon, sire, as you are 
such a complaisant husband ? ” 
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“T would have tried for it, Chicot, I love my dear Mar- 
got so much!” 

“ You will have quite enough to do with Cahors, and we 
shall see how you will get out of it.” 

“ Ah! yes, the moment is critical and very disagreeable. 
Ah! I am not brave, and my nature revolts at every can- 
nonade. Chicot, my friend, do not laugh too much at the 
poor Béarnais, your compatriot and friend. If I am 
afraid and you find it out, tell no one.” 

“Tf you are afraid?” 

({? Yes. 

“ Are you, then, afraid of being afraid?” 

ce ii am.” 

“ But then, ventre de biche, why the devil do you under- 
take such a thing?” 

“T must.” 

“M. de Vesin is a terrible person.” 

“J know it well.” 

“Who gives quarter to no one.” 

“You think so, Chicot?” 

“J am sure of it; red plume or white, he will not care, 
but cry, Fire!” 

“You say that for my white feather, Chicot.” 

“Yes, sire, and as you are the only one who wears 
that color ‘ 

ce Well! ! > 

“T would take it off.” 

“ But I put it on that I might be ae tr 3 

“Then you will keep it?” 

“Yes, decidedly.” And Henri trembled again as he 
said it. 

“ Come, sire,” said Chicot, who did not understand this 
difference between words and gestures, “ there is still time; 
do not commit a folly; you cannot mount on horseback in 
that state.” 

“Am I, then, very pale, Chicot?” 

“As pale as death, sire.” 

“ Good.” 

“ Tow good? ” 

At this moment the noise of cannon and a furious fire 
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of musketry was heard; it was M. de Vesin’s reply to the 
summons to surrender given by Mornay. 

“Hem!” said Chicot, “ what do you think of this music, 
sire?” 

“Tt makes me cold in the marrow of my bones,” replied 
Henri. “ Here, my horse! my horse!” cried he. 

Chicot looked and listened, unable to understand him. 
Henri mounted, and then said,— 

“Come, Chicot, get on horseback too; you are not a war- 
rior, either, are you?” 

FONG sire.” 

“ Well, come, we will be afraid together; come and see, 
my friend. A good horse here, for M. Chicot.” 

Henri set off at full gallop, and Chicot followed him. 
On arriving in front of his little army, Henri raised his 
visor, and cried,— 

* Out with the banner! out with the new banner! ” 

They drew forth the banner, which had the double 
scutcheon of Navarre and Bourbon; it was white, and had 
chains of gold on one side, and fleur-de-lis on the other. 

Again the cannon from Cahors were fired, and the balls 
tore through a file of infantry near the king. 

“Ventre St. Gris! did you see, Chicot?” said the king, 
whose teeth chattered. 

“He will be ill,” thought Chicot. 

“ Cursed body,” murmured Henri, “ah! you fear, you 
tremble; wait till you have something to tremble for.” 
And striking his spurs into his horse, he rushed onward 
before cavalry, infantry, and artillery, and arrived at a 
hundred feet from the place, red with the fire of the bat- 
teries which thundered from above. There, he kept his 
horse immovable for ten minutes, his face turned toward 
the gate of the city, and crying, “ The fascines! ventre St. 
Gris! the fascines!” 

Mornay had followed him, sword in hand, and then 
came Chicot ; behind them the young Huguenot gentlemen, 
erying, “ Vive Navarre!” and each with a fascine, which 
he threw in, and the fosse was soon filled. Then came the 
artillery, and with the loss of thirty men sneceeded in plac- 
ing their petards under the gate. The shot whistled like a 
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whirlwind of iron round Henri’s head, and twenty men 
fell in an instant before his eyes. “ Forward!” cried he, 
and rushed on through the midst of the fire, and arrived 
just as the soldiers had fired the first petard. ‘The gate 
was broken in two places; the second petard was lighted, 
and a new opening was made in the wood; but twenty 
arquebuses immediately passed through, vomiting balls on 
the soldiers and officers, and the men fell like mowed grass. 

“ Sire,” cried Chicot, “in Heaven’s name retire!” 

Mornay said nothing; he was proud of his pupil, but 
from time to time he tried to place himself before him. 
Once Henri felt the damp on his brow, and a cloud passed 
over his eyes. 

“ Ah, cursed nature,” cried he, “ you shall not conquer 
me!” Then, jumping off his horse, ‘An ax!” cried he, 
and with a vigorous arm he struck down wood and iron. 
At last a beam gave way, and a part of the gate and a por- 
tion of the wall fell, and one hundred men rushed to the 
breach, crying, “ Navarre! Navarre! Cahors is ours!” 

Chicot had not quitted the king; he was with him under 
the gate when he entered, one of the first, but at each 
discharge he saw him shudder and lower his head. 

“Ventre St. Gris! did you ever see such a coward, 
Chicot?” said he. 

“No, sire, I have never seen a coward like you.” 

The soldiers of M. de Vesin now tried to dislodge Henri 
and his advanced guards, who received them sword in 
hand; but the besieged were the strongest, and succeeded 
in forcing Henri and his troops back beyond the fosse. 

“Ventre St. Gris!” cried the king, “I believe my flag 
retreats; I must carry it myself.” And snatching it from 
the hands of those who held it, he was the first to rush 
forward again, half enveloped in its folds. The balls 
whistled round him, and pierced the flag with a hollow 
sound. A long hand-to-hand fight ensued, above all the 
uproar of which M. de Vesin’s voice was heard crying. 
“ Barricade the streets! let trenches be dug! and the houses 
garrisoned ! 

“ Oh!” cried M. de Turenne, “the siege of the city is 
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over, Vesin.” And as he spoke he fired at him and 
wounded him in the arm. 

* You are wrong, Turenne,” cried M. de Vesin, “there 
are twenty sieges in Cahors; so if one is over, there are 
nineteen to come.” 

M. de Vesin defended himself during five days and 
nights from street to street and from house to house. 
Luckily for the rising fortunes of Henri of Navarre, he 
had counted too much on the walls and garrison of Cahors, 
and had neglected to send to M. de Biron. 

During these five days and nights, Henri commanded 
like a captain and fought like a soldier, slept with his head 
on a stone, and awoke sword in hand. Kach day they con- 
quered a street or a square, which each night the garrison 
tried to retake. On the fourth night the enemy seemed 
willing to give some rest to the Protestant army. Then it 
was Henri who attacked in his turn. He forced an in- 
trenched position, but it cost him seven hundred men. M. 
de Turenne and nearly all the officers were wounded, but 
the king remained untouched. To the fear that he had 
felt at first, and which he had so heroically vanquished, 
succeeded a. feverish restlessness, a rash audacity. All 
the fastenings of his armor were broken, as much by his 
own efforts as by the blows of the enemy. He struck 
so vigorously that he always killed his man. When this 
last post was forced, the king entered into the enclosure, 
followed by the eternal Chicot, who, silent and sad, had 
for five days seen growing at his side the phantom of a 
monarchy destined to destroy that of the Valois. 

“ Well, Chicot, of what are you thinking?” said Henri 
to him. 

“ Sire, that you are a real king.” 

“ And I, sire, that you are too imprudent,” said Mornay, 
“to put up your vizor when they are firing at you from 
all sides.” 

As he spoke a dozen arquebuses were fired at them; one 
ball struck off a plume from Henri’s helmet, his horse was 
killed by another, and Mornay’s had his leg broken. The 
king fell, and there might have finished his career; but 
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Chicot, whirling his sword round to keep off the nearest, 
helped Henri up and gave him his own horse, saying, 
“ Sire, you will testify to the King of France that, if I 
drew the sword against him, I killed no one.” 

“Ventre St. Gris! you must be mine, Chicot!” cried 
Henri. “ You shall live and die with me.” 

“Sire, I have but one service to follow—that of my 
king. His star diminishes, but I shall be faithful to his 
adverse fortunes. Let me serve and love him as long as I 
live, sire. I shall soon be alone with him; do not envy 
him his last servant.” 

“ Chicot, you will be always dear to me, and, after Henri 
of France, you will have Henri of Navarre for a friend.” 

“ Yes, sire,” said Chicot simply, kissing his hand. 

The siege was soon over after this. M. de Vesin was 
taken, and the garrison surrendered. 

Then Henri dictated to Mornay a letter, which Chicot 
was to carry to the King of France. It was written in 
bad Latin, and finished with these words: 

“Quod mihi dixisti profuit multum. Cognosco meos 
devotos; nosce tuos. Chicotos cetera expedit.” 

Which means, “ What you told me was very useful. I 
know my faithful followers; know yours. Chicot will tell 
you the rest.” 

“ And now, friend Chicot,” said Henri, “embrace me; 
but take care not to soil yourself, for, mordieu, I am as 
bloody as a butcher. Take my ring, and adieu, Chicot; I 
keep you no longer, gallop to France, and tell all you have 
seen. 


CHAPTER LIV. 


WHAT WAS PASSING AT THE LOUVRE ABOUT THE TIME 
CHICOT ENTERED NERAC. 


Tue necessity of following Chicot to the end of his 
mission has kept us a long time away from the Louvre. 
The king, after having passed so bravely through his ad- 
venturous return from Vincennes, experienced that re- 
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trospective emotion which sometimes is felt by the 
bravest heart after the danger is over. He entered the 
Louvre without saying anything, made his prayers longer 
than usual, forgetting to thank the officers and guards 
who had served him so well. Then he went to bed, aston- 
ishing his valets by the rapidity of his toilet; and D’Epe: 
non, who remained in his room to the last, expecting 
thanks at least, went away in a very bad humor. 

At two o’clock every one slept in the Louvre. The 
next day, Henri took four bouillons in bed instead of two, 
and then sent for MM. de Villeguie and D’O to come to his 
room, to speak about a new financial edict. The queen 
received the order to dine alone, but it was added that in 
the evening the king would receive. All day he played 
with Love, saying, every time that the animal showed his 
white teeth, “ Ah, rebel! you want to bite me also; you 
attack your king also; but you are conquered, M. Love— 
conquered, wretched leaguer—conquered.” His secre- 
taries of state were somewhat astonished at all this, par- 
ticularly as he said nothing else, and signed everything 
without looking at it. At three o’clock in the afternoon 
he asked for D’Epernon. 'They replied that he was re- 
viewing the light horse; then he inquired for De Loignac, 
but he also was absent. He asked for lunch, and, while he 
ate, had an edifying discourse read to him, which he inter- 
rupted by saying to the reader, “ Was it not Plutarch who 
wrote the life of Sylla?” 

“Yes, sire,’ said the reader, much astonished at being 
interrupted in his pious reading by this profane question. 

“Do you remember that passage where the historian 
recounts how the dictator avoided death. 

The reader hesitated. 

“Not precisely, sire; it is a long time since J read 
Plutarch.” 

At this moment, the Cardinal de Joyeuse was announced. 

“ Ah! here is a learned man, he will tell me at once!” 
cried the king. 

“ Sire,” said the cardinal, “am I lucky enough to ar- 
rive apropos—it is a rare thing in this world.” 
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“Ma foi, yes; you heard my question?” 

“Your majesty asked, I think, in what manner, and 
when, Sylla narrowly escaped death?” 

“ Just so—can you answer me, cardinal?” 

“ Nothing more easy, sire.” 

“So much the better.” 

“ Sylla, who had killed so many men, never risked his 
life but in combats; did your majesty mean in one of 
those? ” 

“Yes; in one in which I think I recollect he was very 
near death. Open a Plutarch, cardinal; there should be 
one there translated by Amyot, and read me the passage 
where he escaped the javelins of his enemies, thanks to the 
swiftness of his white horse.” 

“Sire, there is no need of opening Plutarch; the event 
took place in the combat with Telescrius the Samnite, and 
Lamponius the Lucanian.” 

“You are so learned, my dear cardinal.” 

“ Your majesty is too good.” 

“ Now explain to me how this Roman lion, who was so 
cruel, was never annoyed by his enemies.” 

“ Sire, I will reply to your majesty in the words of this 
same Plutarch.” 

“Go on, Joyeuse.” 

“ Carbon, the enemy of Sylla, said often, I have to fight 
at once a lion and a fox who inhabit the soul of Sylla, but 
it is the fox who gives me most trouble.” 

* Ah! it was the fox?” 

“Plutarch says so, sire.” 

“And he is right, cardinal. But apropos of combats, 
have you any news of your brother?” 

“Of which brother, sire? I have two.” 

“ Of the Due d’Arques, my friend.” 

“Not yet, sire.” 

“Tf M. d@ Anjou, who always plays the fox, will only 
play the lion a little for once.” . 

The cardinal did not reply, so Henri, signing to him ic 
remain, dressed himself sumptuously, and passed into the 
room where the court waited for him. He entered, look- 
ing full of good humor, kissed the hands of his wife and 
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mother, paid all sorts of compliments to the ladies, and 
even offered them sweetmeats. 

“We are unquiet about your health, my son,” said 
Catherine. 

“You were wrong, madame; I have never been better.” 

“And to what happy influence do you owe this amelio- 
ration, my son? ” 

“To having laughed much, madame.” 

Every one looked astonished. 

“Laughed! you can laugh much, my son; then you 
are very happy?” 

“Tt is true, madame.” 

* And about what were you so much amused ? ” 

“T must tell you, mother, that yesterday I went to Vin- 
cennes.” 

“T know it.” 

“Oh! you knew it; well, my people told me, before 
my return, of an enemy’ s army whose muskets shone on 
the road.” 

*“ An enemy’s army on the road to Vincennes ?” 

“Yes, mother.” 

“And where?” 

“Tn front of the Jacobins, near the house of our good 
cousin.” 

“Near Madame de Montpensier’s? ” 

“Precisely so, near Bel-Esbat. I approached, bravely 
to give battle, and I perceived ——” 

* What, sire?” cried the queen, in alarm. 

“Reassure yourself, madame. I perceived an entire 
priory of good monks, who presented arms to me with 
acclamations.” 

Kvery one laughed, and the king continued: 

“ Yes, you are right to laugh; I have in France more 
than ten thousand monks, of whom I can make, if nec- 
essary, ten thousand musquetaires; then I will create a 
trand-Master of the Tonsured Musketeers, and give the 
place to you, cardinal.” 

“Sire, I accept.” 

The ladies now, according to etiquette, rose, and, bow- 
ing to the king, retired. The queen followed with her 
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ladies of honor. The queen-mother remained; the king’s 
gaiety was a mystery that she wished to fathom. 

“ Cardinal,” said the king, “ what has become of your 
brother, Du Bouchage? ” 

“T do not know, sire.” 

“ How! you do not know?” 

“No; I never see him now.” 

A grave, sad voice from the end of the room said, “ Here 
I am, sire.” 

“ Ah! it is he,” cried Henri, “ Approach, comte; ap- 
proach.” 

The young man obeyed. 

“Mon Dieu!” cried the king, “he is no longer a man, 
but a shade.” 

“Sire, he works hard,” said the cardinal, stupefied 
himself at the change in his brother during the last week. 
He was as pale as wax, and looked thin and wan. 

“Come here, young man,” said the king. “ Thanks, 
cardinal, for your quotation from Plutarch; in a similar 
ease I shall apply to you again.” 

The cardinal saw that Henri wished to be left alone 
with his brother, and took his leave. 

There only remained the queen-mother, D’Epernon, and 
Du Bouchage. The king beckoned to the latter, and said: 

“Why do you hide thus behind the ladies; do you not 
know it gives me pleasure to see you?” 

“Your kind words do me honor, sire,” said the young 
man, bowing. 

“Then how is it that we never see you here now?” 

“Tf your majesty has not seen me, it is because you have 
not deigned to cast an eye on the corner of the room. I 
am here every day regularly ; I never have failed, and never 
will, as long as I can stand upright; it is a sacred duty 
to me.” 

“And is it that that makes you so sad?” 

“Oh! your majesty cannot think so?” 

“No, for you and your brother love me, and I love you. 
Apropos, do you know that poor Anne has written to me 
from Dieppe? ” 

“T did not, sire.” 
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“ Yes; but you know he did not like going? ” 

“ He confided to me his regrets at leaving Paris.” 

“Yes; but do you know what he said? That there 
existed a man who would have regretted Paris much more; 
and that if I gave you this order you would die.” 

“ Perhaps, sire.” 

“He said yet more, for your brother talks fast when 
he is not sulky; he said that if I had given such an order 
you would have disobeyed it.” 

“Your majesty was right to place my death before my 
disobedience; it would have been a greater grief to me 
to disobey than to die, and yet I should have disobeyed.” 

“You are a little mad, I think, my poor comte,” said 
Henri. 

“T am quite so, I believe.” 

“Then the case is serious.” 

Joyeuse sighed. 

“ What is it? tell me.” 

Joyeuse tried to smile. “A great king like you, sire, 
would not care for such confidences.” 

“Yes, Henri, yes; tell me. It will amuse me,” said the 
king. 

“Sire, you deceive yourself; there is nothing in my 
grief that could amuse a noble heart like yours.” 

The king took the young man’s hand. “ Do not be an- 
gry, Du Bouchage,” said he; “you know that your king 
also has known the griefs of an unrequited love.” 

“T know it, sire, formerly.” 

“Therefore, I feel for your sufferings.” 

“ Your majesty is too good.” 

“Not so; but when I suffer what you suffer, no one 
could aid me, because no one was more powerful than my- 
self, whereas I can aid you.” 

“ Sire.” 

“ And, consequently, hope soon for an end of your sor- 
rows.” 

The young man shook his head. 

“Du Bouchage, you shall be happy, or I am no longer 
King of France!” cried Henri, 
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“Happy! alas, sire, it is impossible,” said the young 
man with a bitter smile. 

“ And why so?” 

“‘ Because my happiness is not of this world.” 

“ Henri, your brother, when he went, recommended you 
to my friendship. I wish, since you consult neither the 
experience of your father, nor the wisdom of your brother 
the cardinal, to be an elder brother to you. Come, be 
confiding, and tell me all. I assure you, Du Bouchage, 
that for everything except death my power and love shall 
find you a remedy.” 

“ Sire,” replied the young man, falling at the king’s 
feet, “do not confound me by the expression of a goodness 
to which I cannot reply. My misfortune is without 
remedy, for it is that which makes my only happiness.” 

“Du Bouchage, you are mad; you will kill yourself with 
fancies.” 

“JT know it well, sire.” 

“ But,” cried the king, impatiently, “is it a marriage 
you wish for?” 

“Sire, my wish is to inspire love. You see that the 
whole world is powerless to aid me in this; I alone can ob- 
tain it for myself.” 

“Then why despair?” 

“Because I feel that I shall never inspire it.” 

“Try, try, my child; you are young and rich. Where 
is the woman that can resist at once beauty, youth, and 
wealth? There are none, Du Bouchage.” 

“Sire, your goodness is great.” 

“Tf you wish to be discreet, and tell me nothing, do so; 
I will find out, and then act. You know what I have done 
for your brother, I will do as much for you; a hundred 
thousand crowns shall not stop me.” 

DuBouchage seized the king’s hand, and pressed his lips 
to it. 

“May your majesty ask one day for my blood, and I 
will shed it to the last drop to show you how grateful I 
am for the protection that I refuse!” 

Henri ITT. turned on his heel angrily. 

“Really,” said he, “these Joyeuses are more obstinate 
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than a Valois. Here is one who will bring me every day 
his long face and eyes circled with black; that will be de- 
lightful.” 

“Qh! sire, I will smile so, when I am here, that every 
one shall think me the happiest of men.” 

“ Yes, but I shall know the contrary, and that will 
sadden me.” 

“Does your majesty permit me to retire?” asked Dn 
Bouchage. 

“Go, my child, and try to be a man.” 

When he was gone the king approached D’Epernon, 
and said,— 

“ Lavalette, have money distributed this evening to 
the Forty-five, and give them holiday for a night and a day 
to amuse themselves. By the mass! they saved me like 
Sylla’s white horse.” 

“ Saved?” said Catherine. 

** Yes, mother.” 

“From what?” 

“Ah! ask D’Epernon.” 

“1 ask you, my son.” 

“ Well, madame, our dear cousin, the sister of your good 
friend M. de Guise—oh! do not deny it; you know he is 
your good friend—laid an ambush for me.” 

“ An ambush! ” 

“Yes, madame, and I narrowly escaped imprisonment or 
assassination.” 

“ By M. de Guise?” 

“You do not believe it?” 

*“T confess I do not.” 

“D’Epernon, my friend, relate the adventure to my 
mother. If I go on speaking, and she goes on shrugging 
her shoulders, I shall get angry, and that does not suit my 
health. Adieu, madame; cherish M. de Guise as much 
as you please, but I would advise them not to forget Sal- 
céde.” 
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CHAPTER LV. 
RED PLUME AND WHITE PLUME. 


Ir was eight in the evening, and the house of Robert 
Briquet, solitary and sad-looking, formed a worthy com- 
panion to that mysterious house of which we have already 
spoken to our readers. One might have thought that these 
two houses were yawning in each other’s face. Not far 
from there the noise of brass was heard, mingled with 
confused voices, vague murmurs, and squeaks. 

It was probably this noise that attracted a young and 
handsome cavalier, with a violet cap, red plume, and 
gray mantle, who, after stopping for some minutes to hear 
this noise, went on slowly and pensively toward the house 
of Robert Briquet. Now this noise of brass was that of 
saucepans; these vague murmurs, those of pots boiling 
on fires and spits turned by dogs; those cries, those of M. 
Fournichon, host of the “ Brave Chevalier,’ and of Ma- 
dame Fournichon, who was preparing her rooms. When 
the young man with the violet hat had well looked at the 
fire, inhaled the smell of the fowls, and peeped through 
the curtains, he went away, then returned to recommence 
his examinations. He continued to walk up and down, 
but never passed Robert Briquet’s house, which seemed to 
be the limit of his walk. Each time that he arrived at this 
limit he found there, like a sentinel, a young man about 
his own age, with a black cap, a white plume, and a violet 
cloak, who, with frowning brow and his hand on his sword, 
seemed to say, “ Thou shalt go no further.” But the other 
took twenty turns without observing this, so preoccupied 
was he. Certainly he saw a man walking up and down 
like himself; but, as he was too well dressed to be a robber, 
he never thought of disquieting himself about him. But 
the other, on the contrary, looked more and more black 
at each return of the red plume, till at last it attracted his 
attention, and he began to think that his presence there 
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must be annoying to the other; and wondering for what 
reason, he looked first at Briquet’s house, then at the one 
opposite, and, seeing nothing, turned round and recom- 
menced his walk from west to east, while the other walked - 
from east to west. This continued for about five minutes, 
until, as they once again came face to face, the young 
man in the white plume walked straight up against the 
other, who, taken unawares, with difficulty saved himself 
from falling. 

“Monsieur,” cried he, “are you mad, or do you mean 
to insult me?” 

“Monsieur, I wish to make you understand that you 
annoy me much. It seems to me that you might have 
see. that without my telling you.” 

** Not at all, monsieur; I never see what I do not wish 
to see.” 

““ There are, however, certain things which would attract 
your attention, I hope, if they shone before your eyes;” 
and he drew his sword as he spoke, which glittered in the 
moonlight. 

The red plume said quietly, “One would think, mon- 
sieur, that you had never drawn a sword before, you are in 
such a hurry to attack one who does not attack you.” 

“But who will defend himself, I hope.” 

“Why so?” replied the other, smiling. “And what 
right have you to prevent me from walking in the street? ” 

“Why do you walk in this street ? ” 

“Parbleu! because it pleases me.” 

“Ah! it pleases you.” 

“Doubtless; are you not also walking here? Have 
you a license from the king to keep to yourself the Rue de 
Bussy ?” 

“What is that to you?” 

“A great deal, for I am a faithful subject of the king’s 
and would not disobey him.” 

“ Ah! you laugh!” 

“ And you threaten.” 

“Heaven and earth! I tell you, you annoy me, mon- 
sieur, and that if you do not go away willingly I will make 
you.” 
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“Oh! oh! we shall see that.” 

“Yes, we shall see.” 

“Monsieur, I have particular business here. Now, if 
you will have it, I will cross swords with you, but I will 
not go away.” 

“ Monsieur, I am Comte Henri du Bouchage, brother of 
the Duc de Joyeuse. Once more, will you yield me the 
place, and go away?” 

“Monsieur,” replied the other, “I am the Vicomte Er- 
nanton de Carmainges. You do not annoy me at all, and 
I do not ask you to go away.” 

Du Bouchage reflected a moment, and then put his 
sword back in its sheath. 

“ Excuse me, monsieur,’ 
ing in love.” 

“And I also am in love, but I do not think myself 
mad for that.” 

Henri grew pale. 

“You are in love!” said he. 

“Yes, monsieur.” 

“ And you confess it?” 

“Ts it a crime?” 

“ But with some one in this street?” 

“Yes, for the present.” 

“Tn heaven’s name tell me who it is!” 

“ Ah! M. du Bouchage, you have not reflected on what 
you are asking me; you know a gentleman ‘cannot reveal 
a secret, of which only half belongs to him.” 

“Tt is true; pardon, M. de Carmainges; but, in truth, 
there is no one so unhappy as I am under heaven.” 

There was so much real grief and eloquent despair in 
these words, that Ernanton was profoundly touched. 

“Oh! mon Dieu! I understand,” said he ; “ you fear that 
we are rivals.” 

ce I do.” 

“ Well; monsieur, I will be frank.” 

Joyeuse grew pale again. 

“T,.” continued Ernanton, “ have a rendezvous.” 

“A rendezvous ? ” 

“ Yes.” 


b 


said he; “1 am half mad, be- 
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“Tn this street?” 

“ee Yes.” 

* Written ? ” 

“Yes; in very good writing.” 

“A woman’s?” 

“No; a man’s.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“What I say. I have an invitation to a rendezvous 
with a woman, written by a man; it seems she has a 
secretary.” 

* Ah! go on, monsieur.” 

“T cannot refuse you, monsieur. I will tell you the 
tenor of the note.” 

“T listen.” 

* You will see if it is like yours.” 

“Oh! monsieur, I have no rendezvous—no note.” 

iErnanton then drew out a little paper. “Here is the 
note, monsieur,” said he; “it would be difficult to read it 
to you by this obscure light; but it is short, and I know 
it by heart, if you will trust to me.” 

“Oh! entirely.” 

“This is it then: ‘ M. Ernanton, my secretary is charged 
by me to tell you that I have a great desire to talk with 
you for an hour; your merit has touched me.’ I pass over 
another phrase still more flattering.” 

“Then you are waited for?” 

“No; I wait, as you see.” 

“ Are they to open the door to you?” 

“No; to whistle three times from the window.” 

Henri, trembling all over, placed one hand on Ernanton’s 
arm, and with the other pointed to the opposite house. 

“From there?” 

“Oh! no; from there,” said Ernanton, pointing to the 
“ Brave Chevalier.” 

Henri uttered a ery of joy. “Oh! a thousand thanks, 
monsieur,” said he; “pardon my incivility—my folly. 
Alas! you know, for a man who really loves, there exists 
but one woman, and, seeing you always return to this house, 
I believe that it was here you were waited for.” 
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“T have nothing to pardon, monsieur; for really I half 
thought you had come on the same errand as myself.” 

“And you had the incredible patience to say nothing! 
Ah! you do not love, you do not love.” 

“Ma foi I have no great rights as yet; and these great 
ladies are so capricious, and would, perhaps, enjoy playing 
me a trick.” 

“Oh! M. de Carmainges, you do not love as I do; and 
yet a9 

“Yet what?” 

“You are more happy.” 

“ Ah! are they cruel in that house?” 

“'M. de Carmainges, for three months I have loved like 
a madman her who lives there, and I have not yet had the 
happiness of hearing the sound of her voice.” 

“ Diable! you are not far advanced. But stay.” 

“What is it?” 

“Did not some one whistle?” 

“Indeed, I think I heard something.” 

A second whistle was now distinctly heard. 

“ M. le Comte,” said Ernanton, “ you will excuse me for 
taking leave, but I believe that is my signal.” 

A third whistle sounded. 

“Go, monsieur,” said Joyeuse ; “ and good luck to you.” 

Ernanton made off quickly, while Joyeuse began to walk 
back more gloomily than ever. 

* Now for my accustomed task,” said he; “ let me knock 
as usual at this cursed door which never opens to me,” 


CHAPTER LVI, 
THE DOOR OPENS. 


‘ON arriving at the door of the house, poor Henri was 
seized by his usual hesitation. 

“ Courage,” said he to himself. 

But, before knocking, he looked once more behind him, 
and saw the bright light shining through the windows of 
the hotel. 
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“There,” said he, “enter for love and joy, people who 
are invited almost without desiring; why have I not a 
tranquil and careless heart? Perhaps I might enter there 
also, instead of vainly trying here.” 

Ten o’clock struck. Henri lifted the knocker, and 
struck once, then again. 

“There,” said he, listening, “there is the inner door 
opening, the stairs creaking, the sound of steps approach- 
ing, always the same thing.” 

And he knocked again. 

“There,” said he, “he peeps through the trellis-work, 
sees my pale face, and goes away, always without opening. 
Adieu, cruel house, until to-morrow.” 

And he turned to go; but scarcely had he taken two 
steps, when the key turned in the lock, and, to his profound 
surprise, the door opened, and a man stood bowing on the 
threshold. It was the same whom he had seen before. 

“Good evening, monsieur,” said he, in a harsh voice, 
but whose sound appeared to Du Bouchage sweeter than 
the song of birds. 

Henri joined his hands and trembled so, that the servant 
put out a hand to save him falling, with a visible ex- 
pression of respectful pity. 

“ Come, monsieur,” said he, “ here I am; explain to me, 
I beg, what you want.” 

“7 have loved so much,” replied the young man; “my 
heart has beat so fast, that I hardly know if it still beats.” 

“ Will it please you, monsieur, to sit down and talk to 
me?” 

“Oh yes!” 

“ Speak then, monsieur, and tell me what you desire.” 

“My friend, you already know. Many times, you know, 
I have waited for you and surprised you at the turn of a 
street, and have offered you gold enough to enrich you, had 

you been the greediest of men; at other times I have 
threatened you, but you have never listened to me, and 
have always seen me suffer without seeming to pity me. 
To-day you tell me to speak—to express my wishes; what 
then has happened, mon Dieu? ” 

The servant sighed. He had evidently a pitying neart 
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under a rough covering. Henri heard this sigh, and it 
encouraged him. 

“You know,” continued he, “that I love, and how I 
love; you have seen me pursue a woman and discover her, 
in spite of her efforts to fly me; but never in my greatest 
grief has a bitter word escaped me, or have I given heed to 
those violent thoughts which are born of despair and the 
fire of youth.” 

“Tt is true, monsieur; and in this my mistress renders 
you full justice.” 

“Could I not,’ continued Henri, “when you refused 
me admittance, have forced the door, as is done every day 
by some lad, tipsy, or in love? Then, if but for a minute, 
I should have seen this inexorable woman, and have 
spoken to her.” 

“Tt is true.” 

“ And,” continued the young count, sadly, “ I am some- 
thing in this world; my name is great as well as my for- 
tune, the king himself protects me; just now he begged 
me to confide to him my griefs and to apply to him for 
aid.” 

“ Ah!” said the servant, anxiously. 

“T would not do it,” continued Joyeuse; “no, no, I 
refused all, to come and pray at this door with clasped 
hands—a door which never yet opened to me.” 

“M. le Comte, you have indeed a noble heart, and worthy 
to be loved.” 

“Well, then, he whom you call worthy, to what do you 
condemn him? Every morning my page brings a letter; it 
is refused. Every evening I knock myself at the door, and 
I am disregarded. You let me suffer, despair, die in 
the street, without having the compassion for me that you 
would have for a dog that howled. Ah! this woman has 
no woman’s heart, she does not love me. Well! one can 
no more tell one’s heart to love than not to love. But 
you may pity the unfortunate who suffers, and give him a 
word of consolation—reach out your hand to save him from 
falling; but, no, this woman cares not for my sufferings. 
Why does she not kill me, either with a refusal from her 


THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 955 


mouth, or some blow from a poniard? Dead, I should 
suffer no more.” 

“M. le Comte,” replied the man, “the lady whom you 
accuse is, believe me, far from having the hard, insensible 
heart. you think; she has seen you, and understood what 
you suffer, and feels for you the warmest sympathy.” 

“Oh! compassion, compassion!” cried the young man; 
“but may that heart of which you boast some day know 
love—love such as I feel, and may they offer her compas- 
sion in exchange; I shall be well avenged.” 

““M. le Comte, not to reply to love is no reason for 
never having loved. This woman has perhaps felt the pas- 
sion more than ever you will—has perhaps loved as you 
can never love.” 

“When one loves lke that, one loves forever,” cried 
Henri, raising his eyes to heaven. 

“ Did I tell you that she loved no more?” 

Henri uttered a doleful ery. 

*< She loves!” eried he. “Ah! mon Dieu!” 

“ Yes, she loves; but be not jealous of the man she loves, 
M. le Comte, for he is no more of ihis world. My mis- 
tress is a widow.” 

These words restored hope and life to the young man. 

“Oh!” cried he, “she is a widyw, and recently; the 
source of her tears will dry up in time. She is a widow, 
then she loves no one, or only a shadow—a name. Ah! 
she will love me. Oh! mon Dieu, all great griefs are 
calmed by time. When the widow of Mausole, who had 
sworn an eternal grief at her husband’s tomb, had ex- 
hausted her tears, she was cured. Regrets are a malady, 
from which every one who survives comes out as strong as 
before.” 

The servant shook his head. 

* This lady, M. le Comte, has also sworn eternal fidelity 
to death; but I know her, and she will keep her word better 
than the forgetful woman of whom you speak.” 

“JT will wait ten years, if necessary; since she lives, I 
may hope.” 

“Oh! young man, do not reckon thus. She has lived. 
you say; yes, so she has, not a month, or a year, but seven 
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years. You hope that she will console herself; never, M. 
le Comte, never. I swear it to you—I, who was but the 
servant of him who is dead, and yet I shall never be con- 
soled.” 

“ This man so much regretted, this husband. 5) 

“Tt was not her husband, it was her lover, M. le Comte, 
and a woman like her whom you unluckily love has but 
one lover in her life.” 

“My friend,” cried Joyeuse, “intercede for me.” 

“T! Listen, M. le Comte. Had I believed you capable 
of using violence toward my mistress, I would have killed 
you long ago with my own hand. If, on the contrary, I 
could have believed that she would love you, I think I 
should have killed her. Now, M. le Comte, I have said 
what I wished to say; do not seek to make me say more, 
for, on my honor—and although not a nobleman, my honor 
is worth something—I have told you all I can.” 

Henri rose. 

“T thank you,” said he, “ for having had compassion on 
my misfortunes; now I have decided.” 

“Then you will be calmer for the future. M. le Comte, 
you will go away, and leave us to ourselves? ” 

* Yes, be easy; I will go away, and forever.” 

“You mean to die?” 

“Why not? I cannot live without her.” 

“M. le Comte, believe me, it is bad to die by your own 
hand.” ; 

“Therefore I shall not choose that death; but there is, 
for a young man like me, a death which has always been 
reckoned the best—that received in defending your king 
and country.” 

“Tf you suffer beyond your strength, if you owe nothing 
to those who survive you, if death on the field of battle is 
offered to you, die, M. le Comte; I should have done so 
long ago, had I not been condemned to live.” 

“ Adieu, and thank you,” replied Joyeuse. ° 

“ Au revoir in another world.” 

And he went away rapidly, throwing a heavy purse of 
gold at the feet of the servant. 
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CHAPTER LVII. 
HOW A GREAT LADY LOVED IN THE YEAR 1586. 


THE whistles which Ernanton had heard were really 
his signal. Thus, when the young man reached the door, 
he found Dame Fournichon on the threshold waiting for 
her customers with a smile, which made her resemble a 
mythological goddess painted by a Flemish painter, and 
in her large white hands she held a golden crown, which 
another hand, whiter and more delicate, had slipped in, in 
passing. 

She stood before the door, so as to bar Ernanton’s pas- 
sage. 

“What do you want?” said she to him. 

“Were not three whistles given from one of those win- 
dows just now?” ; 

(<4 Weck: 

“Well, they were to summon me.” 

(<9 You? bb) 

66 Yies?” 

“ On your honor?” 

“As a gentleman, Dame Fournichon.” 

“Enter, then, monsieur, enter.” 

And happy at having a client after her own heart, fit 
for the “ Rose-tree of love,” the hostess conducted Ernan- 
ton up the stairs herself. A little door, vulgarly painted, 
gave access to a sort of antechamber, which led to a room, 
furnished, decorated, and carpeted with rather more lux- 
ury than might have been expected in this remote corner 
of Paris; but this was Madame Fournichon’s favorite room, 
and she had exerted all her taste to embellish it. 

When the young man entered the antechamber, he smelt 
a strong aromatic odor, the work, doubtless, of some sus- 
ceptible person, who had thus tried to overcome the smell 
of cooking exhaled from the kitchen. 

Ernanton, after opening the door, stopped for an instant 
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to contemplate one of those elegant female figures which 
must always command attention, if not love. Reposing on 
cushions enveloped in silk and velvet, this lady was oc- 
cupied in burning in the candle the end of a little stick 
of aloes, over which she bent so as to inhale the full per- 
fume. By the manner in which she threw the branch in 
the fire, and pulled her hood over her masked face, Ernan- 
ton perceived that she had heard him enter, but she did not 
turn. 

“Madame,” said the young man, “you sent for your 
humble servant—here he is.” 

“ Ah! very well,” said the lady; “sit down, I beg, M. 
Ernanton.” 

“ Pardon, madame, but before anything I must thank 
you for the honor that you do me.” 

“ Ah! that is civil, and you are right; but I presume you 
do not know whom you are thanking, M. de Carmainges.” 

“Madame, you have your face hidden by a mask and 
your hands by gloves; I cannot then recognize you—I can 
but guess.” 

“And you guess who I am?” 

“Her whom my heart desires, whom my imagination 
paints, young, beautiful, powerful, and rich; too rich and 
too powerful for me to be able to believe that what has 
happened to me is real, and that I am not dreaming.” 

“Had you any trouble to enter here?” asked the lady, 
without replying directly to the words which had escaped 
from the full heart of Ernanton. 

“No, madame; the admittance was easier than I could 
have thought.” 

“Yes, all is easy for a man; it is so different for a 
woman. What were you saying before, monsieur?”’ added 
she, carelessly, and pulling off her glove to show a beau- 
tiful hand, at once plump and taper. 

“T said, madame, that without having seen your face, 
I know who you are, and without fear of making a mis- 
take, may say that I love you.” 

“Then you are sure that I am her whom you expected 
to find here?” 

“ My heart tells me so.” 
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“Then you know me? ” 

(<9 Yes!’ 

“Really! you, a provincial, onl, just arrived, you al- 
ready know the women of Paris?” 

“Tn all Paris, madame, I know but one.” 

“And that is me?” 

“T believe so.” 

“By what do you recognize me?” 

“ By your voice, your grace, and your beauty.” 

“ My voice, ‘perhaps; I cannot disguise it. My grace; 
I may appropriate the compliment; but as for my beauty, 
it is veiled.” 

“Tt was less so, madame, on the day when, to bring you 
into Paris, I held you so near to me, that your breast 
touched my shoulders, and I felt your breath on my neck.” 

“Then, on the receipt of my letter, you guessed that it 
came from me?” 

“Oh! no, madame, not for a moment; I believed I was 
the subject of some joke, or the victim of some error, and it 
is only during the last few minutes that, seeing you, 
touching you ” and he tried to take her hand, but she 
withdrew it. 

“ Enough! ” said the lady ; “ the fact is, that I have com- 
mitted a great folly.” 

“Tn what, madame? ” 

“Tn what? You say that you know me, and then ask.” 

“Oh! it is true, madame, that I am very insignificant 
and obscure near your highness.” 

“Mon Dieu! monsieur, pray be silent. Have you no 
sense?” 

“ What have I done?” cried Ernanton, frightened. 

“ You see me in a mask, and if I wear one, it is for 
disguise, and yet you call me your highness.” 

“ Ah! pardon me, madame,” said Ernanton, “ but I be- 
lieved in the discretion of these walls.” 

“Tt appears you are credulous.” 

“ Alas! madame, I am in love.” 

“ And you are convinced that I reciprocate this love? ” 

Ernanton rose piqued. 

“ No, madame,” replied he. 
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“Then what do you believe?” 

“7 believe that you have something important to say to 
me, and that, not wishing to receive me at your Hétel, 
or at Bel-Esbat, you preferred this isolated spot.” 

“You thought that?” 

“ee Yeo? 

“ And what do you think I could have to say to you?” 
asked the lady, rather anxiously. 

“How can I tell? Perhaps something about M. de 
Mayenne.” 

“ Had you not already told me all you knew of him?” 

“ Perhaps, then, some question about last night’s event.” 

“ What event? of what do you speak?” asked the lady, 
visibly agitated. ; 

“Of the panic experienced by M. d’Epernon and the 
arrest of the Lorraine gentlemen.” 

“They arrested them?” 

“ Yes, those who were found on the road to Vincennes.” 

“Which is also the road to Soissons, where M. de Guise 
holds his garrison. Ah! M. Ernanton, you, who belong to 
the court, can tell me why they arrested these gentlemen.” 

“T belong to the court?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“You know that, madame?” 

“Ah! to find out your address we were forced to make 
inquiries. But what resulted from all this?” 

“Nothing, madame, to my knowledge.” 

“Then why did you think I should wish to speak of it?” 

“T am wrong again, madame.” 

“From what place are you, monsieur?” 

“From Agen.” 

“What, you are a Gascon! and yet are not vain enough 
to suppose that when I saw you at the Porte St. Antoine, 
on the day of Salcéde’s execution, I liked your looks.” 

Ernanton reddened, and looked confused. . 

The lady went on. “That I met you in the street, and 
found you handsome.” 

Ernanton grew scarlet. 

“That, afterward, when you brought me a message from 
my brother, I liked you.” 
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“Madame, I never thought so, I protest.” 

“Then you were wrong,” said the lady, turning on him 
two eyes which flashed through her mask. 

Ernanton clasped his hands, 

“Madame, are you mocking me?” cried he. 

“Ma foi! no. The truth is, that you please me.” 

“Mon Dieu!” 

“But you yourself dared to declare your love to me.” 

“ But then I did not know who you were, madame; and 
now that I do know, I humbly ask for pardon.” 

“Oh!” cried the lady, “say all you think, or I shall re- 
gret having come.” 

Ernanton fell on his knees. 

“ Speak, madame, speak, that I may be sure this is not 
all a dream, and perhaps I shall dare to answer.” 

“So be it. Here are my projects for you,” said the lady, 
gently pushing Ernanton back, while she arranged the folds 
of her dress; “I fancy you, but I do not yet know you. I 
am not in the habit of resisting my fancies; but I never 
commit follies. Had we been equals, I should have re- 
ceived you at my house, and studied you before I hinted at 
my feelings; but as that was impossible, I was driven to this 
interview; now you know what to do; be worthy of me, 
it is all I ask.” 

Ernanton exhausted himself in protestations. 

“Oh! Jess warmth, M. de Carmainges, I beg; it is not 
worth while,” replied she, carelessly. “ Perhaps it was 
only your name that pleased me; perhaps it is a caprice, 
and will pass away. However, do not think yourself too 
far from perfection, and begin to despair. I hate perfect. 
people, but I adore devoted ones; remember that.” 

Ernanton was beside himself. This haughty language 
and proud superiority, yet this frank declaration and 
abandon, terrified and yet delighted him. He seated him- 
self near the proud and beautiful lady, and then tried to 
pass his arm behind the cushions on which she reclined. 

“ Monsieur,” said she; “it appears you have heard, but 
not understood me. No familiarity, if you please; let 
us each remain in our places. Some day I shall give you 
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the right to call me yours; but this right you have not 
yet.” 

Ernanton rose, pale and angry. 

“ Excuse me, madame,” said he, “it seems { commit 
nothing but follies here; I am not yet accustomed to the 
habits of Paris. Among us in the provinces, 200 leagues 
off, when a woman says ‘I love,’ she loves, and does not 
hold herself aloof, or take pretexts for humiliating the 
man at her feet. It is your custom as a Parisian, and 
your right as a princess. I accept it, therefore, only I 
have not been accustomed to it. The habit, doubtless, will 
come in time.” 

“Ah! you are angry, I believe,” said the duchess, 
haughtily. 

“T am, madame, but it is against myself; for I have for 
you, madame, not a passing caprice, but a real love. It is 
your heart I seek to obtain, and therefore I am angry with 
myself for having compromised the respect that I owe you, 
and which I will only change into love when you command 
me. From this moment, madame, I await your orders.” 

“Come, come, do not exaggerate, M. de Carmainges; 
now you are all ice, after being all flame.” 

“Tt seems to me, however, madame——” 

“A truce to politeness; I do not wish to play the prin- 
cess. Here is my hand, take it; it is that of a simple 
woman.” 

Ernanton took this beautiful hand respectfully. 

“Well, you do not kiss it!” eried the duchess; “ are you 
mad, or have you sworn to put me in a passion?” 

“ But just now: m 

“ Just now I drew it away, while now I give it to you.” 

Ernanton kissed the hand, which was then withdrawn. 

“ Another lesson,” said he. “ Assuredly you will end 
by killing my passion. I may adore you on my knees; but 
I should have neither love nor confidence for you.” 

“Oh! I do not wish that, for you would be a sad lover, 
and it is not so that I like them. No, remain natural, be 
yourself, M. Ernanton, and nothing else. I have caprices. 
Oh! mon Dieu, you told me I was beautiful, and all beau- 
tiful women have them. Do not fear me; and when I say 
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to the too impetuous Ernanton, ‘Calm yourself,’ let him 
consult my eyes and not my voice.” 

At these words she rose. 

It was time, for the young man seizea her in his arms, 
and his lips touched her mask; but through this mask her 
eyes darted such a flaming glance that he drew back. 

“Well,” said she, “we shall meet again. Decidedly 
you please me, M. de Carmainges.” 

Ernanton bowed. 

“When are you free?” asked she. 

“ Alas! very rarely, madame,” 

“ Ah! your service is fatiguing, is it not?” 

“ What service?” 

“That which you perform near the king. Are you not 
some kind of guard to his majesty? ” 

“1 form part of a body of gentlemen, madame.” 

“That is what I mean. They are all Gascons, are they 
not?” 

“Yes, madame.” 

“ How many are there? I forget. 7 

“ Forty-five.” 

“ What a singular number! ” 

“T believe it was chance.” 

“ And these forty-five gentlemen never quit the king, 
you say?” 

“T did not say so, madame.” 

“Ah! I thought you did; at least, you said you had 
very little liberty.” 

“Tt is true, I have very little; because by day we are on 
service near the king, and at night we stay at the Louvre.” 

“Tn the evening?” 

“ce Wiese 

“ very evening?” 

“ Nearly.” 

“ What would have happened then this evening, if your 
duty had kept you? I, who waited for you, and should 
have been ignorant of the cause of your absence, should 
have thought my advances despised.” 

“Ah! madame, to see you I will risk all, I swear to 
you.” 
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~ “Tt would be useless and absurd; I do not wish it.” 

“ But then o 

“Do your duty; I will arrange, who am free and mis- 
tress of my time.” 

“ What goodness, madame! ” 

“ But you have not explained to me,” said the duchess, 
with her insinuating smile, “ how you happened to be free 
this evening, and how you came.” 

“This evening, madame, I was thinking of asking per- 
mission of De Loignac, our captain, who is very kind to 
me, when the order came to give a night’s holiday to the 
Forty-five.” 

“And on what account was this leave given?” 

“ As recompense, I believe, madame, for a somewhat 
fatiguing service yesterday at Vincennes.” 

“ Ah! very well.” 

“Therefore to this cireumstance I owe the pleasure of 
seeing you to-night at my ease.” 

“Well! listen, Carmainges,’ said the duchess, with a 
gentle familiarity which filled the heart of the young man 
with joy; “this is what you must do, whenever you think 
you shall be at liberty—send a note here to the hostess, 
and every day I will send a man to inquire.” 

“Oh! mon Dieu! madame, you are too good!” 

“ What is that noise?” said the duchess, laying her hand 
on his arm. 

Indeed, a noise of spurs, of voices, of doors shutting, 
and joyous exclamations, came from the room below, like 
the echo of an invasion. Ernanton looked out. 

“It is my companions,” said he, “ who have come here 
to spend their holiday.” 

“ But by what chance? just where we are.” 

“ Because it is just here, madame, that we each had a 
rendezvous on our arrival, and on the happy day of their 
entry in Paris my friends conceived an affection for the 
wine and the cooking of M. Fournichon. But you, how 
did you come to choose this place? ” 

“T chose, and you will easily understand that, the most 
deserted part of Paris, a place near the river, where no one 
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was likely to recognize me, or suspect that I could come; 
but, mon Dieu! how noisy your companions are.” 

Indeed, the noise was becoming a perfect storm, but all 
at once they heard a sound of footsteps on the little stair- 
ease which led to their room, and Madame Fournichon’s 
voice, crying, from below, “ M. de St. Maline, M. de St. 
Maline!” 

“ Well!” replied the young man. 

“ Do not go up there, I beg!” 

“ And why not, dear Madame Fournichon ? is not all the 
house ours to-night? ” 

“* Not the turrets.” 

“ Bah! they are part of the house,” cried five or six 
voices. 

“No, they are not; they are private, do not disturb my 
lodgers.” i 

“Do not disturb me, Madame Fournichon,” replied St. 
Maline. 

“ For pity’s sake?” cried Madame Fournichon. 

“ Madame,” replied he, “it is midnight, and at nine all 
fires ought to be extinguished; there is a fire now in your 
turret, and I must see what disobedient subject is trans- 
gressing the king’s edicts.” 

And St. Maline continued to advance, followed by 
several others. 

“Mon Dieu! M. de Carmainges,” cried the duchess, 
“will those people dare to enter here? ” 

“Tam here, madame; have no fear.” 

“Oh! they are forcing the doors,” cried she. 

Indeed, St. Maline rushed so furiously against the door, 
that, being very slight, it was at once broken open. 
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CHAPTER LVIII. 


HOW ST. MALINE ENTERED INTO THE TURRET, AND WHAT 
FOLLOWED. 


ERNANTON’S first thought when he saw the door of the 
antechamber fly open was to blow out the light. 

“M. de St. Maline,” cried the hostess, “ I warn you that 
the persons whom you are troubling are your friends.” 

“Well! all the more reason to present our compliments 
to them,” cried Perducas de Pincornay, in a tipsy voice. 

“ And what friends are they? We will see!” cried St. 
Maline. 

The good hostess, hoping to prevent a collision, glided 
among them, and whispered Ernanton’s name in St. Ma- 
line’s ear. 

“Ernanton!” cried St. Maline, aloud, for whom this 
revelation was oil instead of water thrown on the fire, 
“that is not possible.” 

“ And why so?” 

“Oh! because Ernanton is a model of chastity, and a 
mélange of all the virtues. No, you must be wrong, 
Madame Fournichon; it cannot be Ernanton who is shut 
in there.” 

And he approached the second door, to treat it as he had 
done the first, when it was opened and Ernanton appeared 
on the threshold, with a face which did not announce that 
patience was one of the virtues which, according to St. 
Maline, he possessed. 

“ By what right has M. de St. Maline broken down one 
door, and intends to break a second?” said he. 

“Ah! it is here, really; it is Ernanton!” cried St. 
Maline. “TI recognize his voice; but as to his person, 
devil take me if I can see it in this darkness.” * 

“You do not reply to my question, monsieur,” said 
Ernanton. 

St. Maline began to laugh noisily, which reassured some 
of his comrades, who were thinking of retiring. 


THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 267 


*“T spoke; did you not hear me, M. de St. Maline?” 
said Ernanton. 

“Yes, monsieur, perfectly.” 

“Then what have you to say?” 

5 “We wished to know, my dear friend, if it was you up 
ere.” 

“Well, monsieur, now you know it, leave me in peace.” 

“Cap de Bois! have you become a hermit? ” 

“As for that, monsieur, permit me to leave you in 
doubt.” 

“ Ah! bah!” cried St. Maline, trying to enter, “are you 
really alone? you have no light.” 

“Gentlemen!” said Ernanton, “I know that you are 
half drunk, and I forgive you; but there is a limit even 
to the patience that one owes to men beside themselves; 
your joke is over, do me the favor to retire.” 

“Oh! oh! retire! how you speak!” said St. Maline. 

“T speak so as you may not be deceived in my wishes, 
and I repeat, gentlemen, retire, I beg.” 

“ Not before we have been admitted to the honor of 
saluting the person for whom you desert our company. 
M. de Montcrabeau,” continued he, “go down and come 
back with a light.” 

“ M. de Montcrabeau,” cried Ernanton, “if you do that, 
remember it will be a personal offense to me.” 

Montcrabeau hesitated. 

“ Good,” replied St. Maline, “we have our oath, and M. 
de Carmainges is so strict that he will not infringe dis- 
cipline; we cannot draw our swords against each other; 
therefore, a light, Montcrabeau, a light! ” 

Montcrabeau descended, and in five minutes returned 
with a light, which he offered to St. Maline. 

“ No, no,” said he; “keep it; I may, perhaps, want both 
hands.” 

And he made a step forward. 

“T take you all to witness,” cried Ernanton, “that I am 
insulted without reason, and that in consequence,”—and 
he drew his sword,—* I will bury this sword in the breast 
of the first man who advances.” 

St. Maline, furious, was about to draw his sword also; 
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but before he had time to do so, the point of Ernanton’s 
was on his breast, and as he advanced a step, without Er- 
nanton’s moving his arm, St. Maline felt the iron on his 
flesh, and drew back, furious, but Ernanton followed him, 
keeping the sword against his breast. St. Maline grew 
pale; if Ernanton had wished it, he could have pinned him 
to the wall, but he slowly withdrew his sword. 

“You merit two deaths for your insolence,” said he, 
“but the oath of which you spoke restrains me, and I will 
touch you no more; let me pass. Come, madame, I answer 
for your free passage.” 

Then appeared a woman, whose head was covered by a 
hood, and her face by a mask, and who took Ernanton’s 
arm, tremblingly. St. Maline stcod by, stifling with rage 
at his merited punishment. He drew his dagger as Ernan- 
ton passed by him. Did he mean to strike Ernanton, or 
only to do what he did? No one knew, but as they passed, 
his dagger cut through the silken hood of the duchess and 
severed the string of her mask, which fell to the ground. 
This movement was so rapid that in the half light no one 
saw or could prevent it. The duchess uttered a cry; St. 
Maline picked up the mask and returned it to her, looking 
now full in her uncovered face. 

“ Ah!” cried he, in an insolent tone, “it is the beautiful 
lady of the litter. Ernanton, you get on fast.” 

Ernanton stopped and half drew his sword again; but 
the duchess drew him on, saying, “ Come on, I beg you, M. 
Ernanton.” 

“We shall meet again, M. de St. Maline,” said Ernan- 
ton, “and you shall pay for this, with the rest.” 

And he went on without meeting with any further op- 
position, and conducted the duchess to her litter, which 
was guarded by two servants. Arrived there and feeling 
herself in safety, she pressed Ernanton’s hand, and said, 
“M. Ernanton, after what has just passed, after the insult 
which, in spite of your courage, you could not defend me 
from, and which might probably be renewed, we can come 
here no more; seek, I beg of you, some house in the neigh- 
borhood to sell or to let; before long you shall hear from 
me,” 
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“ Must I now take leave of you, madame?” said Ernan- 
ton, bowing in token of obedience to the flattering orders 
he had just received. 

“Not yet, M. de Carmainges; follow my litter as far as 
the new bridge, lest that wretch who recognized in me the 
lady of the litter, but did not know me for what I am, 
should follow to find out my residence.” 

Ernanton obeyed, but no one watched them. When they 
arrived at the Pont Neuf, which then merited the name, as 
it was scarcely seven years since Ducerceau had built it, 
the duchess gave her hand to Ernanton, saying, “ Now go, 
monsieur.” 

“May I dare to ask when I shall see you again, ma- 
dame?” 

“That depends on the length of time which you take in 
executing my commission, and your haste will be a proof 
to me of your desire to see me again.” 

“Oh, madame, I shall not be idle.” 

“Well, then, go, Ernanton.” | . 

“Tt is strange,’ thought the young man, as he retraced 
his steps; “I cannot doubt that she likes me, and yet she 
does not seem the least anxious as to whether or not I get 
killed by that brute of a St. Maline. But, poor woman, 
she was in great trouble, and the fear of being compro- 
mised is, particularly with princesses, the strongest of all 
sentiments.” 

Ernanton, however, could not forget the insult he had 
received, and he returned straight to the hotel. He was 
naturally decided to infringe all orders and oaths, and to 
finish with St. Maline; he felt in the humor to fight ten 
men, if necessary. This resolution sparkled in his eyes 
when he reached the door of the “ Brave Chevalier.” Ma- 
dame Fournichon, who expected his return with anxiety, 
was standing trembling in the doorway. At the sight of 
Ernanton she wiped her eyes, as if she had been crying, 
and throwing her arms round the young man’s neck, 
begged for his pardon, in spite of her husband’s represen- 
tations that, as she had done no wrong, she had nothing to 
be pardoned for. Ernanton assured her that he did not 
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blame her at all—that it was only her wine that was in 
fault. 

While this passed at the door, all the rest were at table, 
where they were warmly discussing the previous quarrel. 
Many frankly blamed St. Maline; others abstained, seeing 
the frowning brow of their comrade. They did not attack 
with any less enthusiasm the supper of M. Fournichon, 
but they discussed as they ate. 

“ As for me,” said Hector de Bizan, “ I know that M. de 
St. Maline was wrong, and that had I been Ernanton de 
Carmainges, M. de St. Maline would be at this moment 
stretched on the ground instead of sitting here.” 

St. Maline looked at him furiously. 

“Oh, I mean what I say,” continued he; “and stay, 
there is some one at the door who appears to agree with 
me.” 

All turned at this, and saw Ernanton standing in the 
doorway, looking very pale. He descended» from the step, 
as the statue of the commander from his: pedestal, and 
walked straight up to St. Maline, firmly, but quietly. 

At this sight, several voices cried, “ Come here, Ernan- 
ton, come this side, Carmainges; there is room here.” 

“Thank you,” replied the young man; “ but it is near 
M. de St. Maline that I wish to sit.” 

St. Maline rose, and all eyes were fixed on him. But as 
he rose, his face changed its expression. 

““T will make room for you, monsieur,” said he, gently ; 
“and in doing so address to you my frank and sincere 
apologies for my stupid aggression just now; I was drunk; 
forgive me.” 

This declaration did not satisfy Ernanton ; but the cries 
of joy that proceeded from all the rest decided him to say 
no more, although a glance at St. Maline showed him that 
he was not to be trusted. St. Maline’s glass was ful, and 
he filled Ernanton’s. 

“ Peace! peace!” cried all the voices. 

Carmainges profited by the noise, and leaning toward 
St. Maline, with a smile on his lips, so that no one might 
suspect the sense of what he was saying, whispered: 

“M. de St. Maline, this is the second time that you have 
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insulted me without giving me satisfaction; take care, for 
at the third offense I will kill you like a dog.” 

And the two mortal enemies touched glasses as though 
they had been the best friends. 


CHAPTER LIX. 
WHAT WAS PASSING IN THE MYSTERIOUS HOUSE. 


WuiteE the hotel of the “ Brave Chevalier,” the abode, 
apparently, of the most perfect concord, with closed doors 
and open cellars, showed through the openings of the shut- 
ters the light of its candles and the mirth of its guests, an 
unaccustomed movement took place in that mysterious 
house of which our readers have as yet only seen the out- 
side. 

The servant was going from one room to another, carry- 
ing packages which he placed in a trunk. These prepara- 
tions over, he loaded a pistol, examined his poniard, then 
suspended it, by the aid of a ring, to the chain which 
served him for a belt, to which he attached besides a bunch 
of keys and a book of prayers bound in black leather. 

While he was thus occupied, a step, light as that of a 
shadow, came up the staircase, and a woman, pale and 
phantom-like under the folds of her white veil, appeared at 
the door, and a voice, sad and sweet as the song of a bird 
in the wood, said: 

“ Remy, are you ready?” 

“ Yes, madame, I only wait for your box.” 

“Do you think these boxes will go easily on our 
horses ? ” 

“ Oh! yes, madame, but if you have any fear, I can leave 
mine; I have all I want there.” 

¢ No, no, Remy, take all that you want for the journey. 
Oh! Remy ! I long to be with my father; I have sad pre- 
sentiments, and it seems an age since I saw him.” 

“ And yet, madame, it is but three months; not a longer 
interval than usual.” 
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“Remy, you are such a good doctor, and you yourself 
told me, the last time we quitted him, that he had not long 
to live.” 

“Yes, doubtless; but it was only a dread, not a predic- 
tion. Sometimes death seems to forget old men, and they 
live on as though by the habit of living; and often, besides, 
an old man is like a child, ill to-day, and well to-morrow.” 

“ Alas! Remy, like the child also, he is often well to-day 
and dead to-morrow.” 

Remy did not reply, for he had nothing really reassur- 
ing to say, and silence succeeded for some minutes. 

“ At what hour have you ordered the horses?” said the 
lady, at last. 

“ At two o’clock.” 

“And one has just struck.” 

“ Yes, madame.” 

“No one is watching outside? ” 

“No one.” 

“Not even that unhappy young man?” 

“ Not even he.” 

And Remy sighed. 

“You say that in a strange manner, Remy.” 

“ Because he also has made a resolution.” 

“ What is it?” 

“To see us no more; at least, not to try to see us any 
more.” 

“ And where is he going? ” 

“Where we are all going—to rest.” 

“God give it him eternally,” said the lady, in a cold 
voice, “ and yet 5 

“Yet what, madame?” 

“ Had he nothing to do here?” 

“He had to love if he had been loved.” 

“ A man of his name, rank, and age should think of his 
future.” 

“You, madame, are of an age, rank, and name little in- 
ferior to his, and you do not look forward to a future.” 

“Yes, Remy, I do,” cried she, with a sudden flashing of 
be eyes ; “ but listen ! i is that not the trot of a horse that I 

ear? 
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€Nesp I: think so.” 

“Can it be ours?” 

“Tt is possible; but it is an hour too soon.” 

“It stops at the door, Remy.” 

Remy ran down and arrived just as three hurried blows 
were struck on the door. 

“Who is there?” said he. 

“T!” replied a trembling voice, “I, Grandchamp, the 
baron’s valet.” 

“Ah! mon Dieu! Grandchamp, you at Paris! speak 
low! Whence do you come?” 

“From Méridor. Alas, dear M. Remy! ” 

“Well,” cried the lady from the top of the stairs, “ are 
they our horses, Remy ? ” 

“No, madame, it is not them. What is it, Grand- 
champ ? ” 

“You do not guess?” 

* Alas! I do; what will she do, poor lady.” 

“Remy,” cried she again, “you are talking to some 
one?” 

“ Yes, madame.” 

“JT thought I knew the voice.” 

“ Indeed, madame.” 

She now descended, saying: 

“Who is there? Grandchamp?” 

“Yes, madame, it is I,” replied the old man sadly, un- 
covering his white head. 

“Grandchamp! you! Oh! mon Dieu! my presenti- 
ments were right; my father is dead?” 

“ Indeed, madame, Méridor has no longer a master.” 

Pale, but motionless and firmly, the lady listened ; Remy 
went to her and took her hand softly. 

“‘ How did he die; tell me, my friend? ” said she. 

“ Madame, M. le Baron, who could no longer leave his 
armchair, was struck a week ago by an attack of apoplexy. 
He muttered your name for the last time, then ceased to 
speak, and soon was no more.’ 

Diana went up again without another word. Bena room 
was on the first story, and looked only into a courtyard. 
The furniture was somber, but rich, the hangings, in Arras 
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tapestry, represented the death of our Saviour, a prie-dieu 
and stool in carved oak, a bed with twisted columns, and 
tapestries like the walls, were the sole ornaments of the 
room. Not a flower, no gilding, but in a frame of black 
was contained a portrait of a man, before which the lady 
now knelt down, with dry eyes, but a sad heart. She 
fixed on this picture a long look of indescribable love. 
It represented a young man about twenty-eight, lying half 
naked on a bed; from his wounded breast the blood still 
flowed, his right hand hung mutilated, and yet it still held 
a broken sword. His eyes were closed as though he were 
about to die, paleness and suffering gave to his face that 
divine character which the faces of mortals assume only at 
the moment of quitting life for eternity. Under the por- 
trait, in letters red as blood, was written, “ Aut Cesar aut 
nihil.” The lady extended her arm, and spoke as though 
it could hear her. 

“T had begged thee to wait, although thy soul must have 
thirsted for vengeance; and as the dead see all, thou hast 
seen, my love, that I lived only not to kill my father, else 
I would have died after you; and then, you know, on your 
bleeding corpse I uttered a vow to give death for death, 
blood for blood, but I would not do it while the old man 
called me his innocent child. Thou hast waited, beloved, 
and now I am free; the last tie which bound me to earth 
is broken. I am all yours, and now I am free to come to 
you.” : 

“She rose on one knee, kissed the hand, and then went 
on: “TI can weep no more—my tears have dried up in 
weeping over your tomb. In a few months I shall rejoin 
you, and you then will reply to me, dear shade, to whom 
I have spoken so often without reply.” Diana then rose, 
and seating herself in her chair, muttered, “ Poor father! ” 
and then fell into a profound reverie. At last she called 
Remy. 

The faithful servant soon appeared. 

“ Here I am, madame.” 

“My worthy friend, my brother—you, the last person 
whe knows me on this earth—say adieu to me.” 

* Whey so, Medame? ” 
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“ Because the time has come for us to separate.” 

“Separate!” cried the young man. “What do you 
mean, madame?” 

“Yes, Remy. My project of vengeance seemed to me 
noble and pure while there remained an obstacle between 
me and it, and I only contemplated it from afar off; but 
now that I approach the execution of it—now that the ob- 
stacle has disappeared—I do not draw back, but I do not 
wish to drag with me into crime a generous and pure soul 
like yours; therefore you must quit me, my friend.” 

Remy listened to the words of Diana with a somber 
look. 

“ Madame,” replied he, “ do you think you are speaking 
to a trembling old man? Madame, I am but twenty-six; 
and snatched as I was from the tomb, if I still live, it is 
for the accomplishment of some terrible action—to play 
an active part in the work of Providence. Never, then, 
separate your thoughts from mine, since we both have the 
same thoughts, sinister as they may be. Where you go, I 
will go; what you do I will aid in; or if, in spite of my 
prayers, you persist in dismissing me——” 

“Oh!” murmured she, “dismiss you! What a word, 
Remy!” 

“ Tf you persist in that resolution,” continued the young 
man, “I know what I have to do, and all for me will end 
with two blows from a poniard—one in the heart of him 
whom you know, and the other in your own.” 

“Remy! Remy!” cried Diana, “do not say that. The 
life of him you threaten does not belong to you—it is mine 
—I have paid for it dearly enough. I swear to you, Remy, 
that on the day on which I knelt beside the dead body of 
him,”—and she pointed to the portrait—“on that day I 
approached my lips to that open wound, and the trembling 
lips seemed to say to me, ‘Avenge me, Diana !—avenge 
me ! 29) 

“ Madame 

“Therefore, I repeat, vengeance is for me, and not for 
you; besides, for whom and through whom did he die? 
By me and through me.” 

“TJ must obey you, madame, for I also was left for dead. 
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Who carried me away from the middle of the corpses with 
which that room was filled?—-You. Who cured me of my 
wounds?—You. Who concealed me?—You always. 
Order, then, and I will obey, provided that you do not 
order me to leave you.” 

“So be it, Remy; you are right; nothing ought to sepa- 
rate us more.” 

Remy pointed to the portrait. 

“ Now, madame,” said he, “he was killed by treason— 
it is by treason that he must be revenged. Ah! you do not 
know one thing—the hand of God is with us, for to-night I 
have found the secret of the ‘ Aqua tofana,’ that poison of 
the Medicis and of René the Florentine.” 

“ Really ? ” 

“ Come and see, madame.” 

“ But where is Grandchamp ? ” 

“The poor old man has come sixty leagues on horse- 
back; he is tired out, and has fallen asleep on my bed.” 

“ Come, then,” said Diana; and she followed Remy. 


CHAPTER LX. 
THE LABORATORY. 


Remy led the lady into a neighboring room; and push- 
ing a spring which was hidden under a board in the floor, 
and which opening disclosed a straight dark staircase, 
gave his hand to Diana to help her to descerd. Twenty 
steps of this staircase, or rather ladder, led into a dark 
and circular cave, whose only furniture was a stove with 
an immense hearth, a square table, two rush chairs, and a 
quantity of phials and iron boxes. In the stove a dying 
fire still gleamed, while a thick black smoke escaped 
through a pipe fastened into the wall. From a still placed 
on the hearth a few drops of a liquid, yellow as gold, was 
dropping into a thick white phial. Diana looked round 
her without astonishment or terror; the ordinary feelings, 
of life seemed to be unknown to her who lived only in the 
tomb. Remy lighted a lamp, and then approached a well 
hollowed out in the cave, attached a bucket to a long cord, 
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let it down into the well, and then drew it up full of a 
water as cold as ice and as clear as crystal. 

“ Approach, madame,” said he. 

Diana drew near. In the bucket he let fall a single drop 
of the liquid contained in the phial, and the entire mass 
of the water became instantaneously yellow; then the color 
evaporated, and the water in ten minutes became as clear 
as before. 

Remy looked at her. 

“Well?” said she. 

“Well, madame,” said he, “now dip in that water, 
which has neither smell nor color, a glove or a handker- 
chief; soak it in scented soap, pour some of it into the 
basin where you are about to wash your hands or face, 
and you will see, as was seen at the court of Charles IX., 
the flower kill by its perfume, the glove poison by its con- 
tact, the soap kill by its introduction into the pores of the 
skin. Pour a single drop of this pure oil on the wick of a 
lamp or candle, and for an hour the candle or lamp will 
exhale death, and burn at the same time like any other.” 

“You are sure of what you say, Remy? ” 

“All this I have tried. See these birds who can now 
neither drink nor eat; they have drunk of water like this. 
See this goat who has browsed on grass watered with this 
same water; he moves and totters; vainly now should we 
restore him to life and hberty; his life is forfeited, unless, 
indeed, nature should reveal to his instinct some of those 
antidotes to poison which animals know, although men do 
not.” 

“Can I see this phial, Remy?” 

“Yes, madame, presently.” 

Remy then separated it from the still with infinite care, 
then corked it with soft wax, tied the top up in cloth, and 
then presented it to Diana. 

She took it, and held it up to the light, and, after look- 
ing at it, said: 

“Tt will do; when the time arrives we will choose gloves, 
lamp, soap, or flowers, as convenient. Will the liquor 
keep in metal?” 

“Tt eats it away.” 
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“But then, perhaps, the bottle will break?” 

“T think not—see the thickness of the crystal; besides, 
we can shut it up in a covering of gold.” 

“ Listen, Remy! I hear horses; I think ours have ar- 
rived.” 

“ Probably, madame, it is about the time; but I will go 
and send them away.” 

“Why so?” 

“ Are they not useless? ” 

“Instead of going to Méridor, we will go into Flanders. 
Keep the horses.” 

“Ah! I understand!” and Remy’s eyes gave forth a 
flash of sinister joy. 

“ But Grandchamp ; what can we do with him?” said he. 

“He has need of repose. He shall remain here, and sell 
this house, which we require no longer. But restore to 
liberty that unhappy animal, whom you were forced to tor- 
ture. As you say, God may care for its recovery.” 

“This furnace, and these stills?” 

“ Leave them here.” 

“ But these powders, essences, and acids? ” 

“Throw them in the fire, Remy.” 

“ Go away then, or put on this glass mask.” 

Then, taking similar precautions for himself, he blew up 
the fire again, poured in the powder, which went off in 
brilliant sparks, some green and some yellow; and the es- 
sences, which, instead of being consumed, mounted like , 
serpents of fire into the pipe, with a noise like distant 
thunder. 

“Now,” said Remy, “if any one now discovers this cave, 
he will only think that an alchemist has been here, and 
though they still burn sorcerers, they respect alchemists.” 

“ And besides,” said the lady, “if they do burn us, pro- 
vided I have only finished my task, I should not mind 
that sort of death more than any other.” 

At this moment they heard knocking. 

“Here are our horses, madame,” said Remy; “go up 
quickly, and I will close the trap-door.” 

Diana obeyed, and found Grandchamp, whom the noise 
had awakened, at the door. 
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The old man was not a little surprised to hear of his 
mistress’s intended departure, who informed him of it 
without telling him where she was going. 

“ Grandchamp, my friend,” said she, “ Remy and I are 
going to accomplish a pilgrimage on which we have long 
determined; speak of this journey to none, and do not 
mention my name to any one.” 

“Oh! I promise you, madame,” replied the old servant ; 
“but we shall see you again?” 

“ Doubtless, Grandchamp; if not in this world, in the 
next. But, apropos, Grandchamp, this house is now use- 
less to us.” 

Diana drew from a drawer a bundle of papers. 

“ Here are the title deeds; let or sell this house; but if, 
in the course of a month, you do not find a purchaser, 
abandon it and return to Méridor.” 

* But if I find some one, how much am I to ask?” 

“What you please, Grandchamp.” 

“ Shall I take the money to Méridor? ” 

“ Keep it for yourself, my good Grandchamp.” 

“ What, madame, such a sum?” 

“ Yes, I owe it to you for your services; and I have my 
father’s debts to pay as well as my own. Now, adieu.” 

Then Diana went up-stairs, cut the picture from the 
frame, rolled it up, and placed it in her trunk. 

When Remy had tied the two trunks with leather 
thongs, and had glanced into the street to see that there 
were no lookers-on, he aided his mistress to mount. 

“T believe, madame,” said he, “that this is the last 
house in which we shall live so long.” 

“The last but one, Remy.” 

“ And what will be the other?” 

“The tomb, Remy.” 
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CHAPTER LXI. 


WHAT MONSEIGNEUR FRANCOIS, DUC D ANJOU, DUC DE 
BRABANT AND COMTE DE FLANDERS, WAS DOING IN 
FLANDERS. 


Our readers must now permit us to leave the king at the 
Louvre, Henri of Navarre at Cahors, Chicot on the road, 
and Diana in the street, to go to Flanders to find M. le Duc 
d’Anjou, recently named Duc de Brabant, and to whose aid 
we have seen sent the great admiral of France—Anne, Duc 
de Joyeuse. 

At eighty leagues from Paris, toward the north, the 
sound of French voices was heard, and the French banner 
floated over a French camp on the banks of the Scheldt. 
It was night; the fires, disposed in an immense circle, 
bordered the stream, and were reflected in its deep waters. 

From the top of the ramparts of the town the sentinels 
saw shining, by the bivouac fires, the muskets of the 
French army. This army was that of the Duc d’Anjou. 
What he had come to do there we must tell our readers; 
and although it may not be very amusing, yet we hope they 
will pardon it in consideration of the warning; so many 
people are dull without announcing it. 

Those of our readers who have read “ Chicot,” already 
know the Duc d’Anjou, that jealous, egotistical, ambitious 
prince, and who, born so near to the throne, had never been 
able to wait with resignation until death offered him a free 
passage to it. Thus he had desired the throne of Navarre 
under Charles IX., then that of Charles IX., himself, then 
that of his brother Henri III. For a time he had turned 
his eyes toward England, then governed by a woman, and 
to possess this throne he was ready to have married this 
woman, although she was Elizabeth, and was twenty years 
older than himself. In this plan destiny was beginning to 
smile on him, and he saw himself in the favor of a great 
queen, until then inaccessible to all human affections, Be- 
side this, a crown was offered to him in Flanders. 
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He had seen his brother Henri embarrassed in his 
quarrel with the Guises, but had soon discovered that they 
had no other aim than that of substituting themselves for 
the Valois. He had then separated himself from them, 
although not without danger; besides, Henri III., had at 
last opened his eyes, and the duke, exiled, or something 
like it, had retired to Amboise. 

It was then that the Flemings opened their arms to him. 
Tired of Spanish rule, decimated by the Duce d’Alva, 
deceived by the false peace of John of Austria, who had 
profited by it to retake Namur and Charlemont, the Flem- 
ings had called in William of Nassau, Prince of Orange, 
and had made him Governor-General of Brabant. A 
few words about this man, who held so great a place in 
history, but who will only be named here. 

William of Nassau was then about fifty. He was the son 
of William called the Old, and of Julienne de Stolberg, 
cousin of that René of Nassau killed at the siege of Dizier. 
He had from his youth been brought up in the principles 
of reform, and had a full consciousness of the greatness of 
his mission. This mission, which he believed he had re- 
ceived from heaven, and for which he died lke a martyr, 
was to found the Republic of Holland, in which he was suc- 
cessful. When very young he had been called by Charles 
V. to his court. Charles was a good judge of men, and 
often the old emperor, who supported the heaviest burden 
ever borne by an imperial hand, consulted the child on the 
most delicate matters connected with the politics of Hol- 
land. The young man was scarcely twenty-four when 
Charles confided to him, in the absence of the famous 
Philibert Emanuel of Savoy, the command of the army in 
Flanders. William showed himself worthy of this high 
confidence: he held in check the Duc de Nevers and Co- 
ligny, two of the greatest captains of the time, and under 
their eyes fortified Philipville and Charlemont. On the 
day when Charles V. abdicated, it was on William of 
Nassau that he leaned to descend the steps of the throne, 
and he it was who was charged to carry to Ferdinand the 
imperial throne which Charles had resigned. 

Then came Philippe II., and in spite of his father’s 
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recommendations to him to regard William as a brother, 
the latter soon found a great difference. This strength- 
ened in his mind the great idea of freeing Holland and 
Flanders, which he might never have endeavored to 
carry into effect if the old emperor, his friend, had re- 
mained on the throne. 

Holland, by his advice, demanded the dismissal of the 
foreign troops, and then began the bloody struggle of the 
Spaniards to retain the prey which was escaping from 
them, and then passed over this unhappy people the vice- 
royalty of Marguerite of Austria and the bloody consul- 
ship of the Duc d’Alva, and then was organised that 
struggle, at once political and religious, which began with 
the protest of the Hotel Culembourg, which demanded 
the abolition of the Inquisition in Holland, and when four 
hundred gentlemen, walking in pairs, carried to the foot 
of Marguerite’s throne the general desire of the people, 
as summed up in that protest. At the sight of these gen- 
tlemen, so simply clothed, Barlaimont, one of the council- 
ors of the duchess, uttered the word “ Gueux,” which, 
taken up by the Flemish gentlemen, so long designated 
the patriot party. From this time William began to 
play the part which made him one of the greatest political 
actors of the world. Constantly beaten by the overwhelm- 
ing power of Philippe II., he constantly rose again, 
always stronger after his defeats—always organizing a 
new army to replace the scattered one, and always hailed 
as a liberator. 

In the midst of these alternate moral triumphs and 
physical defeats, William learned at Mons the news of the 
massacre of St. Bartholomew. It was a terrible wound 
for Holland, and the Calvinist portion of Flanders lost by 
it their natural allies, the Huguenots of France. 

William retreated from Mons to the Rhine, and waited 
for events. Some of the Gueux were driven by a contrary 
wind into the port of Brille; and seeing no escape, and 
pushed by despair, took the city which was preparing to 
hang them. 

This done, they chased away the Spanish garrison, and 
sent for the Prince of Orange. He came; and as he 
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wished to strike a decisive blow, he published an ordinance 
forbidding the Catholic religion in Holland, as the Prot- 
estant faith was forbidden in France. 

At this manifesto war recommenced. The Duc d’Alva 
sent his own son Frederic against the revolters, who took 
from them Zutphen, Nardem, and Haarlem; but this 
check, far from discouraging them, seemed to give them 
new strength. All took up arms, from the Zuyderzee to 
the Scheldt. Spain began to tremble, recalled the Due 
d’Alva, and sent as his suecessor Louis de Requesens, one 
of the conquerors at Lepanto. 

Then began for William a new series of misfortunes— 
Ludovic and Henri of Nassau, who were bringing him aid, 
were surprised by one of the officers of Don Louis near 
Nimégue, defeated and killed; the Spaniards penetrated 
into Holland, besieged Leyden, and pillaged Antwerp. 

All seemed desperate, when heaven came once more to 
the aid of the infant Republic. Requesens died at Brus- 
sels. 

Then all the provinces, united by a common interest, 
drew up and signed, on the 8th of November, 1576, that 
is to say, four days after the sack of Antwerp, the treaty 
known under the name of the Treaty of Ghent, by which 
they engaged to aid each other in delivering their country 
from the yoke of the Spaniards and other foreigners. 

Don Juan reappeared, and with him the woes of Hol- 
land; for in less than two months Namur and Charlemont 
were taken. The Flemings replied, however, to these 
two checks by naming the Prince of Orange Governor- 
General of Brabant. 

Don Juan died in his turn, and Alexander Farnése suc- 
ceeded him. He was a clever prince, charming in his man- 
ners, which were at once gentle and firm; a skilful politi- 
cian, and a good general. Flanders trembled at hearing 
that soft Italian voice call her friend, instead of treating 
her as a rebel. William knew that Farnése would do more 
for Spain with his promises than the Due d’Alva with his 
punishments. On the 29th January, 1579, he made the 
provinces sign the Treaty of Utrecht, which was the funda- 
mental base of the rights of Holland. It was then that, 
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fearing he should never be able to accomplish alone the 
freedom for which he had been fighting for fifteen years, 
he offered to the Duc d’Anjou the sovereignty of the coun- 
try, on condition that he should respect their privileges 
and their liberty of conscience. This was a terrible blow 
to Philippe II., and he replied to it by putting a price of 
25,000 crowns on the head of William. The States- 
General assembled at the Hague, then declared Philippe 
deposed from the sovereignty of Holland, and ordered that 
henceforth the oath of fidelity should be taken to them. 

The Due d’Anjou now entered Belgium, and was well 
received. Philippe’s promise, however, bore its fruits; 
for, in the midst of a féte, a pistol shot was heard; Wil- 
liam fell, and was believed dead; but he recovered. The 
shot had been fired by Jean Jaureguy. 

The Flemings then, on William’s advice, elected Fran- 
cois, Duke of Brabant, Sovereign Prince of Flanders, 
Elizabeth of England saw in this a method of reuniting 
the Calvinists of Flanders and France to those of England 
-—perhaps she dreamed of a triple crown. William, how- 
ever, took care to hold the Duc d’Anjou in check, and to 
counteract the execution of any design which would have 
given him too much power in Flanders. Philippe II. 
called the Duc de Guise to his aid, on the strength of a 
treaty which had been entered into by him with Don John 
of Austria. Henri of Guise consented, and it was then 
that Lorraine and Spain sent Salcéde to the Due d’Anjou 
to assassinate him, which would have suited the views of 
both; but Saleéde, as we know, was arrested and executed 
without having carried his project into execution. 

Frangois advanced but slowly, however, in Flanders, 
for the people were more than half afraid of him; he grew 
impatient, and determined to lay siege to Antwerp, which 
had invited his aid against Farnése, but when he wished 
to enter had turned its guns against him. This was the 
position of the Duc d’Anjou at the time when our story 
rejoins him, on the day after the arrival of Joyeuse and 
his fleet. 
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CHAPTER LXII. 
PREPARATIONS FOR BATTLE. 


THE camp of the new Duke of Brabant was situated on 
the banks of the Scheldt, and the army, although well 
disciplined, was agitated by a spirit easy to understand. 

Indeed, many Calvinists assisted the duke, not from 
sympathy for him, but in order to be as disagreeable as 
possible to Spain and to the Catholics of France and 
England; they fought rather from self-love than from 
conviction or devotion, and it was certain that, the cam- 
paign once over, they would abandon their leader or im- 
pose conditions on him. With regard to these conditions, 
the duke always gave them to understand that when the 
time came he should be ready, and was constantly saying, 
* Henry of Navarre made himself a Catholic, why should 
not I become a Huguenot?” On the opposite side, on the 
contrary, there existed a perfect unity of feeling. Ant- 
werp had intended to give entrance to him, at her own 
time and on her own conditions. 

All at once they saw a fleet appear at the mouth of the 
Scheldt, and they learned that this fleet was brought by 
the high admiral of France, to aid the Duc d’Anjou whom 
they now began to look upon as their enemy. The Calvin- 
ists of the duke were litle better pleased than the Flemings 
at the sight. They were very brave, but very jealous; and 
they did not wish others to come and clip their laurels, 
particularly swords which had slain so many Huguenots 
on the day of the St. Bartholomew. From this proceeded 
many quarrels, which began on the very evening of their 
arrival, and continued all the next day. From their ram- 
parts, the Antwerpians had every day the spectacle of a 
dozen duels between Catholics and Protestants; and they 
threw into the river as many dead as a combat might have 
cost the French. If the siege of Antwerp, like that of 
Troy, had lasted nine years, the besieged need have done 
nothing but look at the assailants, who would certainly 
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have destroyed themselves. Frangois acted the part of 
mediator, but not without great difficulty; he had made 
promises to the Huguenots, and could not offend them with- 
out offending at the same time all Flanders. On the 
other hand, to offend the Catholics sent by the king to aid 
him would be most impolitic. The arrival of this rein- 
forcement, on which the duke himself had not reckoned, 
filled the Spaniards and the Guises with rage. However, 
all these different opinions interfered sadly with the dis- 
cipline of the duke’s army. Joyeuse, who we know had 
never liked the mission, was annoyed to find among these 
men such antagonistic opinions, and felt instinctively that 
the time for success was past, and both as an idle courtier 
and as a captain, grumbled at having come so far only to 
meet with defeat. He declared loudly that the Duce 
d’Anjou had been wrong in laying siege to Antwerp, and 
argued that to possess a great city with its own consent 
was a real advantage; but that to take by assault the 
second capital of his future states was to expose himself 
to the dislike of the Flemings; and Joyeuse knew the 
Flemings too well not to feel sure that if the Duke did 
take Antwerp, sooner or later they would revenge them- 
selves with usury. This opinion Joyeuse did not hesitate 
to declare in the duke’s tent. 

While the council was held among his captains, the 
duke was lying on a couch and listening, not to the advice 
of the admiral, but to the whispers of Aurilly. This man, 
by his cowardly compliances, his base flatteries, and his 
continual assiduities, had secured the favor of the prince. 
With his lute, his love messages, and his exact informa- 
tion about all the persons and all the intrigues of the 
court—with his skilful maneuvers for drawing into the 
prince’s net whatever prey he might wish for, he had made 
a large fortune, while he remained to all appearances the 
poor luteplayer. His influence was immense,.because it 
was secret. 

Joyeuse, seeing the duke talking to Aurilly, stopped 
short. The duke, who had, after all, been paving more 
attention than he seemed to do, asked him what was the 
matter, 
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“ Nothing, monseigneur; I am only waiting until your 
highness is at liberty to listen to me.” 

“QO! but I do listen, M. de Joyeuse. Do you think I 
cannot listen to two people at once, when Cesar dictated 
seven letters at a time?” 

“ Monseigneur,” said Joyeuse, with a glance at the’ 
musician, “I am no singer to need an accompaniment 
when I speak.” 

“Very good, duke; be quiet, Aurilly. Then you dis- 
approve of a coup de main on Antwerp?” 

“Yes, monseigneur.” 

“T adopted this plan in council, however.” 

“Therefore, monseigneur, I speak with much _hesita- 
tion, after so many distinguished captains.” 

And Joyeuse, courtier-like, bowed to all. Many voices 
were instantly raised to agree with the admiral. 

“Comte de St. Aignan,” said the prince to one of his 
bravest colonels, “you are not of the opinion of M. de 
Joyeuse ? ” 

“Yes, monseigneur, I am.” 

“ Oh! I thought as you made a grimace 

Every one laughed but Joyeuse, who said, “ If M. de St. 
Aignan generally gives his advice in that manner, it is not 
very polite, that is all.” 

“M. de Joyeuse,” rephed St. Aignan, “his highness is 
wrong to reproach me with an infirmity contracted in his 
service. At the taking of Cateau-Cambresis I received a 
blow on the head, and since that time my face is subject to 
nervous contractions, which occasion those grimaces of 
which his highness complains. This is not an excuse that 
I give you, M. de Joyeuse; it is an explanation,” said the 
count, proudly. 

“No, monsieur,” said Joyeuse, “it is a reproach that 
you make, and you are right.” 

The blood mounted to the face of Due Francois. 

“And to whom is this reproach addressed?” said he. 

“To me, probably, monseigneur.” 

“Why should St. Aignan reproach you, whom he does 
not know?” 

“ Because I believe for a moment that M. de St. Aignan 
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cares so little for your highness as to counsel you to as- 
sault Antwerp.” 

“ But,” cried the prince, “I must settle my position in 
the country. I am Duke of Brabant and Count of 
Flanders, in name, and J must be so in reality. This Will- 
iam, who is gone I know not where, spoke to me of a king- 
dom. Where is this kingdom?—in Antwerp. Where is 
he ?—probably in Antwerp also; therefore we must take 
Antwerp, and we shall know how we stand.” 

“Oh! monseigneur, you know it now, or you are, in 
truth, a worse politician than I thought you. Who coun- 
seled you to take Antwerp ?—the Prince of Orange. Whe 
disappeared at the moment of taking the field?—the 
Prince of Orange. Who, while he made your highness 
Duke of Brabant, reserved for himself the lieutenant- 
generalship of the duchy ?—the Prince of Orange. Whose 
interest is it to ruin the Spaniards by you, and you by the 
Spaniards?—the Prince of Orange. Who will replace 
you, who will succeed, if he does not do so already ?—the 
Prince of Orange. Oh! monseigneur, in following his 
counsels you have but annoyed the Flemings. Let a re- 
verse come, and all those who do not dare to look you now 
in the face, will run after you like those timid dogs who 
run after those who fly.” 

“What! you imagine that I can be beaten by wool-mer- 
chants and beer-drinkers ? ” 

“These wool-merchants and these beer-drinkers have 
given plenty to do to Philippe de Valois, the Emperor 
Charles V., and Philippe II., who were three princes 
placed sufficiently high, monsiegneur, for the comparison 
not to be disagreeable to you.” 

“Then you fear a repulse? ” 

“Yes, monseigneur, I do.” 

“You will not be there, M. de Joyeuse.” 

~Why not?” ; 

“ Because you can hardly have such doubts of your own 
bravery as already to see yourself flying before the Flem- 
ings. In any case, reassure yourself, these prudent mer- 
chants have the habit, when they march to battle, of cum- 
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bering themselves with such heavy armor that they would 
never catch you if you did run.” 

“ Monseigneur, I do not doubt my own courage. I shall 
be in the front, but I shall be beaten there, as the others 
who are behind will be.” 

“ But your reasoning is not logical, M. de Joyeuse; you 
approve of my taking the lesser places.” 

“T approve of your taking those that do not defend 
themselves.” 

“And then I am to draw back from the great city be- 
cause she talks of defending herself?” 

* Better than to march on to destruction.” 

“Well, I will not retreat.” 

“Your highness must do as you like; and we are here 
to obey.” 

“Prove to me that I am wrong.” 

“ Monseigneur, see the army of the Prince of Orange. 
It was yours, was it not? Well, instead of sitting down 
before Antwerp with you, it is in Antwerp, which is very 
different. William, you say, was your friend and coun- 
selor; and now you not only do not know where he is, 
but you believe him to be changed into an enemy. See the 
Flemings—when you arrived they were pleased to see you; 
now they shut their gates at your sight, and prepare their 
cannon at your approach, not less than if you were the 
Duc d’Alva. Well! I tell you, Flemings and Dutch, Ant- 
werp and Orange, only wait for an opportunity to unite 
against you, and that opportunity will be when you order 
your artillery to fire.” 

“Well, we will fight at once Flemings and Dutch, 
Antwerp and Orange.” 

“ No, monseigneur, we have but just men enough to at- 
tack Antwerp, supposing we have only the inhabitants to 
deal with; and whilst we are engaged in the assault, Will- 
iam will fall on us with his eternal eight or ten thousand 
men, always destroyed and always reappearing, by the aid 
of which he has kept in check during ten or twelve years 
the Duc d’Alva, Requeser -, and the Duc de Parma.” 

“Then you persist in thinking that we shall be beaten ? ” 

Cede 
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“ Well, it is easy for you to avoid it, M. de Joyeuse,” 
said the prince angrily; “ my brother sent you here to aid 
me, but I may dismiss you, saying that I do not need 
aid.” 

“ Your highness may say so, but I would not retire on the 
eve of a battle.” 

“Well, my dear admiral,” said the duke, trying to con- 
ciliate, “I may have been too jealous of the honor of my 
name, and wished too much to prove the superiority of the 
French army, and I may have been wrong. But the evil 
is done; we are before armed men—before men who now 
refuse what they themselves offered. Am I to yield to 
them? To-morrow they would begin to retake, bit by bit, 
what I have already conquered. .No! the sword is drawn; 
let us strike, or they will strike, first. That is my opin- 
ion.” 

“When your highness speaks thus,” said Joyeuse, “I 
will say no more. I am here to obey you, and will do so 
with all my heart, whether you lead me to death or victory ; 
and yet—but I will say no more.” 

“* Speak.” 

“No, I have said enough.” 

“No, I wish to hear.” 

“Tn private then, if it pleases your highness.” 

All rose and retired to the other end of the spacious tent. 

“ Speak,” said Francois. 

““Monseigneur may care little for a check from Spain, 

a check which will render triumphant those drinkers of 
Pend beer, or this double-faced Prince of Orange; but 
will you bear so patiently the laughter of M. de Guise?” 

Francois frowned. 

“ What has M. de Guise to do with it?” said he. 

“M. de Guise tried to have you assassinated, monseig- 
neur; Salcéde confessed it at the torture, and, if I mistake 
not, he plays a great part in all this, and he will be de- 
lighted to see you receive a check before Antwerp, or even 
perhaps to obtain, for nothing, that death of a son of 
France, for which he had promised to pay so dearly to 
Salcéde. Read the history of Flanders, monseigneur, 
and you will see that Flemings are in the habit of enrich- 
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ing their soil with the blood of princes, and of the best 
French warriors.” 

The duke shook his head. 

“ Well, Joyeuse,” said he, “I will give, if it must be, the 
cursed joy to the Lorraines of seeing me dead, but not 
that of seeing me flying. I thirst for glory, Joyeuse; for 
alone of all my name, I have still my battles to win.” 

“You forget Cateau Cambresis, monseigneur.” 

“Compare that with Jarnac and Moncontour, Joyeuse.” 
Then, turning to the others, who were standing far off, he 
said, “ Gentlemen, the assault is still resolved on; the rain 
has ceased, the ground is good, we will make the attack 
this night.” 

Joyeuse bowed. 

“Will your highness give full directions? we wait for 
them,” said he. 

“You have eight vessels, without counting the admiral’s 
ship, have you not, M. de Joyeuse? ” 

“Yes, monseigneur.” 

“You will force the line; the thing will be easy, the 
Antwerpians having only merchant vessels in the port; 
then you will bring them to bear upon the fort. Then, if 
the quay is defended, you will attempt a landing with your 
1,500 men. Of the rest of the army I will make two 
columns; one commanded by M. de St. Aignan, the other 
by myself. Both will attempt an escalade by surprise, 
at the moment when the first cannon-shot is fired. 

“The cavalry will remain in position, in case of a re- 
pulse, to protect the retreating columns. Of these three 
attacks, one must surely succeed. ‘The first column which 
gains the ramparts will fire a rocket to let the others know.” 

“But one must think of everything, monseigneur,” 
said Joyeuse; “and supposing all three attacks should 
fates 

“Then we must gain the vessels under the protection of 
our batteries.” 

All bowed. 

“ Now, gentlemen, silence,” said the duke; “wake the 
sleeping troops, and embark; but let not a shot reveal 
our design. You will be in the port, admiral, before the 
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Antwerpians suspect your intention. We shall go along 
the left bank, and shall arrive at the same time as your- 
self. Go, gentlemen, and good courage; our former good 
luck will not fail to follow us over the Scheldt.” 

The captains quitted the prince’s tent, and gave their 
orders with the indicated precautions. 


CHAPTER LXIIl. 
MONSEIGNEUR. 


However, the Antwerpians did not quietly see the 
hostile preparations of the Duc d’Anjou, and Joyeuse was 
not wrong in attributing to them all the enmity possible. 
Antwerp was like a beehive at night, calm on the exterior, 
but within full of movement and murmur. 

The Flemings in arms patroled the streets, barricaded 
their houses, and fraternized with the battalions of the 
Prince of Orange, of whom part were already in garrison 
there, while the other part entered the city in fractions. 

When all was ready for a vigorous defense, the Prince 
of Orange, on a dark and moonless night, entered the city 
quietly, and went to the Hotel de Ville, where his con- 
fidants had everything ready for his reception. There 
he received all the deputies of the bourgeoisie, passed in re- 
view the officers of the paid troops, and communicated his 
plans to them, the chief of which was to profit by this move- 
ment of the Due d’Anjou to break with him. The duke 
had done just what William wished to bring him to, and 
he saw with pleasure’ this new competitor for the sover- 
eignty ruin himself, like so many others. 

William would have taken the offensive, but the governor 
objected, and determined to wait for the arrival of Mon- 
seigneur. 

Nine o’clock in the evening sounded, and the uncertainty 
became real anxiety, some scouts haying protested that 
they had seen a movement in the French camp. A little 
flat boat had been sent on the Scheldt to recoynoiter, for 
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the Antwerpians were less unquiet as to what would occur 
by land than by sea; but the barque had not returned. 
William became more and more impatient, when the door 
of the hall opened, and a valet appeared and announced 
“ Monseigneur.” As he spoke, a man, tall and imperious- 
looking, wearing with supreme grace the cloak which en- 
tirely enveloped him, entered the hall, and saluted courte- 
ously those who were there. But at the first glance, his 
eye, proud and piercing, sought out the prince in the midst 
of his officers. 

He went straight up to him and offered him his hand, 
which the prince pressed with affection, and almost with 
respect. 

They called each other “ Monseigneur.” After this the 
unknown took off his cloak. He was dressed in a buff 
doublet, and had high leather boots; he was armed with a 
long sword, which seemed to make part of himself, so 
easily it hung, and with a little dagger, which was passed 
through his belt. His boots were covered with mud and 
dust, and his spurs were red with the blood of his horse. 
He took his place et the table. 

“Well, where are we?” asked he. 

“ Monseigneur,” replied William, “ you must have seen, 
in coming here, that the streets were barricaded.” 

“TJ saw that.” 

“ And the houses loopholed? ” 

“T did not see that; but it is a good plan.” 

“And the sentries doubled?” 

“Does not monseigneur approve of these preparations 
for defense? ” said a voice, in a tone of anxious disappoint- 
ment. 

“Yes; but, however, I do not believe that in our cir- 
cumstances it will be useful; it fatigues the soldier and 
disquiets the bourgeois. You have a plan of attack and 
defense, I suppose?” 

“We waited to communicate them to monseigneur,” 
said the burgomaster. 

“ Speak then.” 

“ Monseigneur arrived rather late, and I was obliged 
to act meanwhile,” said William. 
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“And you did right, monseigneur; besides, whatever 
you do, you do well. But I have not lost my time on the 
road either.” 

“ We know by our spies,” said the burgomaster, “ that a 
movement is preparing in the French camp; they are mak- 
ing ready for an attack, but as we do not know on which 
side it will come, we have disposed the guns so that they 
may be equally distributed over the whole rampart.” 

“That is wise,” replied the unknown, with a slight smile 
to William, who held his tongue, and let the bourgeois 
speak of war. 

“We have done the same with our civic guards; they 
are spread over the whole wall, and have orders to run at 
once to the point of attack. However, it is the opinion 
of the greater number of our members that it is impossible 
that the French meditate anything but a feigned attack.” 

“ And what purpose would that serve?” 

“To intimidate us, and induce us to admit them amica- 
bly.” 

The stranger looked again at the Prince of Orange, who 
listened to all this in the most careless manner, which 
almost amounted to disdain. 

““ However,” said another voice, “some fancied they 
could distinguish preparations for attack in the camp this 
evening.” 

“Mere suspicions,” said the burgomaster; “I examined 
the camp myself with an excellent spy-glass. The men 
were prepared for sleep, and the duke was dining in his 
tent.” 

‘The unknown threw a new glance at the prince, and fan- 
cied that this time he gave a slight smile. 

“Gentlemen,” said the unknown, “you are in error; a 
regular assault is preparing against you, and your plans, 
however good, are incomplete.” 

“ But, monseigneur u 

ff Incomplete i in this, that you expect an wenn and have 
prepared to meet it.” 

Certainly. * 

“Well, it is you who will make the hes not wait for 
it, if you will trust to me.” 
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“Ah!” cried William, “that is something like speak- 
ing.” 

“ At this moment,” said the stranger, who saw that he 
might reckon on the prince’s support, “the ships of M. 
de Joyeuse are getting ready.” 

“How do you know that, monseigneur?” cried many 
voices together. 

“1 know it,” replied he. 

A murmur of doubt was half uttered, but the stranger 
caught it. 

“Do you doubt it?” asked he, in the tone of a man 
accustomed to control all fears, prejudices, and self-loves. 

“We do not doubt it if your highness says it; but if you 
will permit us to observe——” 

“ Speak.” 

“That if it were so we should have had tidings of it.” 

“ How so?” 

“ By our spies.” 


CHAPTER LXIV. 
MONSEIGNEUR. 


At this moment another man entered the hall, and came 
forward respectfully. 

“ Ah! it is you, my friend,” said the burgomaster. 

“ Myself, monsieur,” replied the man. 

“ Monseigneur,” said the burgomaster, “it is the man 
whom we sent to reconnoiter.” 

At the word “monseigneur,”’ addressed not to the 
Prince of Orange, the newcomer made a movement of 
surprise and joy, and advanced quickly to see better who 
was designated by this title. He was one of those Flem- 
ish sailors, of whom the type is so recognizable, being 
marked, a square head, blue eyes, short neck, and broad 
shoulders; he crushed in his large hands his woolen cap, 
and as he advanced he left behind him a line of wet, for 
his clothes were dripping with water. 

“Oh! here is a brave man who has swum back,” said 
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monseigneur, looking at the man with his accustomed air 
of authority. 

“Yes, monseigneur, yes; and the Scheldt is broad and 
rapid,” said the sailor, eagerly. 

“Speak, Goes, speak,” said monseigneur, knowing how 
a sailor would prize being thus called by his name. 

Thus from that minute Goes addressed himself to the 
unknown exclusively; although, having been sent by an- 
other, it was to him that he should have given an account 
of his mission. 

“ Monseigneur,” said he, “I set out in my smallest 
barque and passed, by giving the word, through all our 
ships, and reached those cursed French. Ah! pardon, 
monseigneur.” 

The stranger smiled and said, “ Never mind, I am but 
half French, so should be but half cursed.” 

“Then monseigneur pardons me?” 

He nodded, and Goes went on. 

“While I rowed in the dark with my oars wrapped in 
cloth, I heard a voice crying, ‘ Hola! barque, what do you 
want?’ I thought it was to me that the question was 
addressed, and was about to reply something or other, 
when I heard some one cry behind me, ‘ Admiral’s boat.’ ” 

Monseigneur looked at the council. 

“At the same moment,’ continued Goes, “I felt a 
shock; my barque was swamped, and I fell into the water, 
but the waves of the Scheldt knew me for an old acquaint- 
ance, and threw me up again. It was the admiral’s boat 
taking M. de Joyeuse on board, and which had passed 
over me; God only knows how I was not crushed or 
drowned.” 

“Thanks, brave Goes, thanks,’ said the Prince of 
Orange, putting a purse into his hand. However, the 
sailor seemed to wait for his dismissal from the stranger, 
who gave him a friendly nod, which he valued more than 
the prince’s present. 

“Well,” said monseigneur to the burgomaster, “ what 
do you say to this report? Do you still doubt that the 
French are preparing, and do you believe that it was to 
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pass the night on board that M. de Joyeuse was leaving 
the camp for his ship?” 

“But you are a diviner, then, monseigneur,” cried the 
bourgeois. 

“Not more than Monseigneur the Prince of Orange, 
who is in all things of my opinion, I am sure. But I, 
like him, was well informed, and know well those on the 
other side, so that I should have been much astonished had 
they not attacked to-night. Then be ready, gentlemen, 
for if you give them time, the attack will be serious.” 

“These gentiemen will do me the justice to own,” said 
the prince, “that before your arrival I held exactly are 
same language to them that you now do.” 

“But,” said the burgomaster, “why does monseigneur 
believe that the attack is about to commence?” 

“ Here are the probabilities. The infantry is Catholic; 
it will fight alone; that is, on one side. The cavalry is 
Calvinist ; they will fight alone on another side. The navy 
is under M. de Joyeuse, from Paris, who will take his share 
of the combat and the glory. That is three sides.” 

“Then let us form three corps,” said the burgomaster. 

“Make only one, gentlemen, with all your best soldiers, 
and leave any of whom you may be doubtful in close fight 
to guard your walls. Then with this body make a vigor- 
ous sally when Francois least expects it. They mean to 
attack; let them be forestalled, and attacked themselves. 
If you wait for their assault you are lost, for no one equals 
the French at an attack, as you, gentlemen, have no equals 
at defending your towns.” 

The Flemings looked radiant. 

“What did I say, gentlemen?” said William. 

“Tt is a great honor,” said the unknown, “ to have been, 
without knowing it, of the same opinion as the greatest 
captain of the age.” 

Both bowed courteously. 

“Then,” continued the unknown, “it is settled: you 
will make a furious sortie on the infantry and cavalry. 
I trust that your officers will so conduct it as to defeat 
your enemies.” 

“But their vessels?” cried the burgomaster. “The 
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wind is northeast, and they will be in our city in two 
hours.” 

“You have yourselves six old ships and thirty boats 
at St. Marie; that is a mile off, is it not?. That is your 
maritime barricade across the Scheldt.” 

“ Yes, monseigneur, that is so. How do you know all 
these details? ” 

Monseigneur smiled. 

“T know them, as you see; it is there that lies the fate 
of the battle.” 

“Then,” said the burgomaster, “we must send aid to 
our brave seamen.” 

“On the contrary, you may dispose otherwise of the 400 
men who are there; twenty brave, intelligent, and de- 
voted men will suffice.” 

The Antwerpians opened their eyes in surprise. 

“Will you,” continued monseigneur, “destroy the 
French fleet at the expense of your six old vessels and 
thirty boats? ” 

“Hum!” said the Antwerpians, looking at each other, 
“our ships are not so old.” 

“Well, price them,” said the stranger, “and I will pay 
you their value.” 

“See,” said William softly to him, “the men against 
whom I have to contend every day. Were it not for that, 
I should have conquered long ago.” 

“Come, gentlemen,” continued the stranger, “name 
your price, but name it quickly. I will pay you in bills 
on yourselves, which I trust you will find good.” 

“ Monseigneur,” said the burgomaster, after a few min- 
utes’ deliberation with the others, “we are merchants, 
and not soldiers; therefore, you must pardon some hesita- 
tion, for our souls are not in our bodies, but in our count- 
ing-houses. However, there are circumstances in which, 
for the general good, we know how to make sacrifices. 
Dispose, then, of our ships as you like.” : 

“Ma foi, monseigneur,” said William, “you have done 
wonders. It would have taken me six months to obtain 
what you have done in ten minutes.” 

“This, then, is my plan, gentlemen,” said monseigneur. 
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“The French, with the admiral’s galiey at their head, will 
try to force a passage. Make your line long enough, and 
from all your boats let the men throw grappling-irons ; 
and then, having made fast the enemy’s ships, set fire to all 
your own boats, having previously filled them with com- 
bustible materials, and let your men escape in one re- 
served for the purpose.” 

“Oh!” cried William, “I see. the whole French fleet 
burning.” 

“Yes, the whole; then no more retreat by sea and none 
by land, for at the same time you must open the sluices 
of Malines, Berchem, Lier, Duffel, and Antwerp. Re- 
pulsed by you, pursued by your open dykes, enveloped on all 
sides by these waters unexpectedly and rapidly rising, by 
this sea, which will have a flow, but no ebb, the French will 
be drowned—overwhelmed—destroyed.” : 

The officers uttered a cry of joy. 

“There is but one drawback,” said the prince. 

“What is it, monseigneur?” 

“That it would take a day to send our orders to the 
different towns, and we have but an hour.” 

“And an hour is enough.” 

“But who will instruct the fleet?” 

“Tt is done.” 

“By whom?” * 

“By me. If these gentlemen had refused to give it to 
me, I should have bougnt it.” 

“But Malines, Lier, Duffel?” 

“T passed through Malines and Lier, and sent a sure 
agent to Duffel. At eleven o’clock the French will be 
beaten ; at one they will be in full retreat; at two Malines 
will open its dykes, Lier and Duffel their sluices, and the 
whole plain will become a furious ocean, which will drown 
houses, fields, woods, and villages, it is true, but at the 
same time will destroy the French so utterly, that not one 
will return to France.” 

A silence of admiration and terror followed these words; 
then all at once the Flemings burst into applause. Will- 
iam stepped forward, and, holding out his hand, said: 

“Then, monseigneur, all is ready on our side?” 
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“ All; and, stay—I believe on the side of the Frencf 
also.” 

And he pointed to an officer who was entering. 

“‘ Gentlemen,” cried the officer, “ we have just heard that 
the French are marching toward the city.” 

“To arms!” cried the burgomaster. 

“To arms!” cried all. 

“ One moment, gentlemen,” cried monseigneur ; “ I have 
to give one direction more important than all the rest.” 

“ Speak!” cried all. 

“The French will be surprised ; it will not be a combat, 
nor even a retreat, but a flight. To pursue them you must 
be lightly armed. No cuirasses, morbleu! It is your 
cuirasses, in which you cannot move, which have made 
you lose all the battles you have lost. No cuirasses, gentle- 
men. We will meet again in the combat. Meanwhile, 
go to the place of the Hétel de Ville, where you will find 
all your men in battle array.” 

“Thanks, monseigneur,” said William; “ you have saved 
Belgium and Holland.” 

“ Prince, you overwhelm me.” 

“Will your highness consent to draw the sword against 
the French?” asked the prince. 

“JT will arrange so as to fight against the Huguenots,” 
replied the unknown, with a smile which his more somber 
companion might have envied. 


CHAPTER LXV. 
FRENCH AND FLEMINGS. 


At the moment when the members of the council left 
the Hotel de Ville, the officers went to put themselves at 
the head of their troops, and execute the orders they had 
received. At the same time the artillery sounded. This 
artillery surprised the French in their nocturnal march, 
by which they had hoped to surprise the town; but instead 
of stopping their advance, it only hastened it. If they 
could not take the city by surprise, they might, as we have 
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seen the King of Navarre do at Cahors, fill up the moats 
with fascines and burst open the gates with petards. 

The cannon from the ramparts continued to fire, but 
in the darkness took scarcely any effect, and after having 
replied to the cries of their adversaries, the French ad- 
vanced silently toward the ramparts with that fiery in- 
trepidity which they always show in attack. 

But all at once, doors and posterns opened, and from all 
sides poured out armed men, if not with the fierce impetu- 
osity of the French, with a firmness which rendered them 
massive as a rolling wall. 

It was the Flemings, who advanced in close ranks, and 
compact masses, above which the cannon continued to 
thunder, although with more noise than effect. Then the 
combat began hand to hand, foot to foot, sword to sword, 
and the flash of pistols lighted up faces red with blood. 

But not a cry—not a murmur—not a complaint was 
heard, and the Flemings and French fought with equal 
rage. The Flemings were furious at having to fight, for 
fighting was neither their profession nor their pleasure; 
and the French were furious at being attacked when they 
meant to have taken the initiative. 

While the combat was raging furiously, explosions were 
heard near St. Marie, and a light rose over the city, like 
a crest of flames. It was Joyeuse attacking and trying to 
force the barrier across the Scheldt, and who would soon 
penetrate into the city, at least, so the French hoped. 

But it was not so; Joyeuse had weighed anchor and 
sailed, and was making rapid progress, favored by the 
west wind. All was ready for action; the sailors, armed 
with their boarding cutlasses, were eager for the combat; 
the gunners stood ready with lighted matches; while some 
picked men, hatchet in hand, stood ready to jump on the 
hostile ships and destroy the chains and cords. 

The seven ships advanced in silence, disposed in the 
form of a wedge, of which the admiral’s galley formed 
the point. Joyeuse himself had taken his first lieutenant’s 
place, and was leaning over the bowsprit, trying to pierce 
the fogs of the river and the darkness of the night. Soon 
through this double obscurity, he saw the pier extending 


302 THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 


itself darkly across the stream; it appeared deserted, but, 
in that land of ambushes, there seemed something terrify- 
ing in this desertion. 

However, they continued to advance, and soon were 
within sight of the barrier, scarcely ten cable lengths off ; 
they approached nearer and nearer, and yet not a single 
“qui vive!” struck on their ears. 

The sailors only saw in this silence a carelessness which 
rejoiced them; but their young admiral, more far-seeing, 
feared some ruse. At last the prow of the admiral’s ship 
touched the two ships which formed the center of the 
barrier, and made the whole line, which was fastened to- 
gether by chains, tremble. 

Suddenly, as the bearers of the hatchets received the 
order to board and cut the chains, a crowd of grappling 
irons, thrown by invisible hands, seized hold of the 
French vessels. The Flemings had forestalled the intended 
movement of the French. Joyeuse believed that his ene- 
mies were offering a mortal combat, and he accepted 
it with alacrity. He also threw grappling-irons, and the 
two lines of ships were firmly bound together. ‘Then, seiz- 
ing a hatchet, he was the first to jump on a ship, crying, 
“ Board them! board them!” ‘All his crew followed him, 
officers and men, uttering the same cry; but no cry replied 
to them, no force opposed their advance. 

Only they saw three boats full of men gliding silently 
over the water, like three sea-birds. 

The assailants rested motionless on the ships which they 
had conquered without a struggle. 

All at once Joyeuse heard under his feet a crackling 
sound, and a smell of sulphur filled the air. A thought 
erossed his mind, and he ran and opened a hatchway; 
the vessel was burning. A cry of, “To our ships!” 
sounded through all the line. Each climbed back again 
more quickly than he had come in; but Joyeuse,.this time, 
was the last. Just as he reached his galley, the flames 
burst out over the whole bridge of boats, like twenty vol- 
canoes, of which each ship or boat was the crater ; the order 
was instantly given to cut the ropes and break the chains 
and grappling-irons, and the sailors worked with the rapid- 
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ity of men who knew that their safety depended on their 
exertions. But the work was immense ; perhaps they might 
have detached those thrown by the enemy on their ships, 
but they had also to detach those which they themselves had 
thrown. 

All at once twenty explosions were heard, and each of 
the French ships trembled to its center. It was the can- 
nons that defended the port, and which, fully charged and 
then abandoned by the Antwerpians, exploded as the fire 
gained on them, breaking everything within their reach. 

The flames mounted like gigantic serpents along the 
masts, rolled themselves round the yards, then, with their 
forked tongues, came to lick the sides of the French vessels. 

Joyeuse, with his magnificent armor covered with gold, 
giving calmly, and in an imperious voice, his orders in the 
midst of the flames, looked like a fabulous salamander 
covered with scales, and at every movement threw off a 
shower of sparks. But the explosions became louder 
than ever; the gun-room had taken fire, and the vessels 
were flying in pieces. 

Joyeuse had done his best to free himself, but in vain; 
the flames had reached the French ships, and showers 
of fire fell about him. The Flemish barrier was broken, 
and the French burning ships drifted to the shore. Joy- 
euse saw that he could not save his ships, and he gave 
orders to lower the boats, and land on the left bank. This 
was quickly done, and all the sailors were embarked to a 
man before Joyeuse quitted his galley. His sang-froid 
kept every one in order, and each man landed with a sword 
or an ax in his hand. Before he had reached the shore, 
the fire reached the magazine of his ship, which blew up, 
lighting the whole horizon. 

Meanwhile, the artillery from the ramparts had ceased, 
not that the combat had abated, but that it was so close it 
was impossible to fire on enemies without firing on friends 
also. 

The Calvinist cavalry had charged, and done wonders. 
Before the swords of its cavaliers a pathway opened, but 
ihe wounded Flemings pierced the horses with their large 
cutlasses, and in spite of this brilliant charge, a little 
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confusion showed itself in the French columns, and they 
only kept their ground instead of advancing, while from the 
gates of the city new troops continually poured out. All 
at once, almost under the walls of the city, a cry of 
“ Anjou! France!” was heard behind the mass of the 
Antwerpians. This was Joyeuse and his 1,500 sailors, 
armed with hatchets and cutlasses. They had to revenge 
their fleet in flames and 200 of their companions burned or 
drowned. 

No one could manage his long sword better than Joyeuse: 
every blow cut open a head, every thrust took effect. The 
group of Flemings on which he fell were destroyed like 
a field of corn by a legion of locusts. Delighted with 
their first success, they continued to push on; but the 
Calvinist cavalry, surrounded by troops, began to lose 
ground. M. de St. Aignan’s infantry, however, kept their 
place. 

The prince had seen the burning of the fleet, and heard 
the reports of the cannon and the explosions, without 
suspecting anything but a fierce combat, which must ter- 
minate in victory for Joyeuse; for how could a few Flem- 
ish ships fight against the French fleet? He expected, 
then, every minute a diversion on the part of Joyeuse, 
when the news was brought to him that the fleet was de- 
stroyed, and Joyeuse and his men fighting in the midst of 
the Flemings. He now began to feel very anxious, the 
fleet being the means of retreat, and consequently the 
safety of the army. He sent orders to the Calvinist cay- 
alry to try a fresh charge, and the men and horses, almost 
exhausted, rallied to attack the Antwerpians afresh. The 
voice of Joyeuse was heard in the midst of the mélée cry- 
ing, “ Hold firm, M. de St. Aignan. France! France!” 
and, like a reaper cutting a field of corn, his sword flew 
round, and cut down its harvest of men; the delicate 
favorite—the Sybarite—seemed to have put on with his 
cuirass the strength of a Hercules; and the infantry, 
hearing his voice above all the noise, and seeing his sword 
flashing, took fresh courage, and, like the cavalry, made a 
new effort, and returned to the combat. 

But now the person that had been called monseigneur 
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came out of the city on a beautiful black horse. He wore 
black armor, and was followed by 300 well-mounted cava- 
hers, whom the Prince of Orange had placed at his dis- 
posal. 

By a parallel gate came out William himself, with a 
picked body of infantry who had not yet appeared. 

Monseigneur hastened where he was most wanted, that 
is to say, where Joyeuse was fighting with his sailors. 

The Flemings recognized him, and opened their ranks, 
erying, joyfully, “ Monseigneur! monseigneur!” Joyeuse 
and his men saw the movement, heard the cries, and all 
at once found themselves opposed to a new troop. Joyeuse 
pushed his horse toward the black knight, and their swords 
met. Joyeuse was confident in his armor and his science, 
but all his thrusts were skilfully parried, and one of those 
of his adversary touched him, and in spite of his armor, 
drew some drops of blood from his shoulder. 

“ Ah!” cried the young admiral, “ this man is a French- 
man, and, what is more, he has studied fencing under 
the same master as I have.” 

At these words the unknown turned away, and tried to 
find a new antagonist. 

“Tf you are French,” cried Joyeuse, “ you are a traitor, 
for you fight against your king, your country, and your 
flag.” 

The unknown only replied by attacking Joyeuse with 
fresh fury; but now Joyeuse was on his guard, and knew 
with what a skilful swordsman he had to deal. He parried 
two or three thrusts with as much skill as fury, and it was 
now the stranger who made a step back. 

“See!” cried Joyeuse, “what one can do fighting for 
one’s country! A pure heart and a loyal arm suffice to 
defend a head without a helmet, a face without a visor;” 
and he threw his helmet far from him, displaying his noble 
and beautiful head, with eyes sparkling with pride, youth 
and anger. 

His antagonist forbore answer, uttered a ery, and 
struck at his bare head. 

“Ah!” cried Joyeuse, parrying the blow, “TI said you 
were 4 traitor, and as a traitor you shall die. [ will kill 
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you, and carry off this helmet which hides and defends 
you, and hang you to the first tree that I see.” 

But at this moment a cavalier cried: 

“ Monseigneur, no more skirmishing; your presence is 
wanted over there.” 

Glancing toward the point indicated, the unknown saw 
the Flemings giving way before the Calvinist cavalry. 

“ Yes,” cried he, “‘ those are the men I wanted.” 

At this moment so many cavaliers pressed on the sailors 
that they made their first step in retreat. 

The black cavalier profited by this movement to disap- 
pear in the mélée. 

A quarter of an hour after the French began to give 
way, M. de St. Aignan tried to retreat in good order, but a 
last troop of 2,000 infantry and 500 horse came out fresh 
from the city, and fell on this harassed and already re- 
treating army. It was the old band of the Prince of 
Orange, which had fought in turns against the Due d’Alva, 
Don John, Requesens, and Alexander Farnése. In spite 
of the coolness of the chiefs and the bravery of many, a 
frightful rout commenced. 

At this moment the unknown fell again on the fugitives, 
and once more met Joyeuse with his now diminished band. 
The young admiral was mounted on his third horse, two 
having been killed under him; his sword was broken, and 
he had taken from a sailor one of their heavy hatchets, 
which he whirled round his head with the ‘greatest appar- 
ent ease. From time to time he turned and faced his en- 
emy, like the wild boar who cannot make up his mind to 
fly, and turns desperately on his hunter. The Flemings, 
who by monseigneur’s advice had fought without cuirasses, 
were active in the pursuit, and gave no rest to the Angevin 
army. Something like remorse seized the unknown at the 
sight of this disaster. 

“Enough, gentlemen,” cried he, in French, “ to-night 
they are driven from Antwerp, and in a week will be driven 
from Flanders; ask no more of the God of battles.” 

“Ah! he is French,” cried Joyeuse; “I guessed it, 
traitor. Ah! be cursed, and may you die the death of a 
traitor.” . 
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This furious imprecation seemed to disconcert the un- 
known more than a thousand swords raised against him; 
he turned, and conqueror as he was, fled as rapidly as the 
conquered. But this retreat of a single man changed 
nothing in the state of affairs. Fear is contagious, it seized 
the entire army, and the soldiers began to fly like mad- 
men. ‘The horses went fast, in spite of fatigue, for they 
also felt the influence of fear; the men dispersed to seek 
a shelter, and in some hours the army, as an army, existed 
no longer. This was the time when the dykes were to be 
opened. From Lier to Termonde, from Haesdouk to Ma- 
lines—each little river, swollen by its tributaries—each 
canal overflowed, and spread over the flat country its con- 
tingent of furious water. 

Thus, when the fugitive French began to stop, having 
tired out the Antwerpians, whom they had seen return to 
the town, followed by the soldiers of the Prince of Orange 
—when those who had escaped from the carnage of the 
night believed themselves saved, and stopped to breathe 
for an instant, some with a prayer, and others with a curse, 
then a new enemy, blind and pitiless, was preparing for 
them. Joyeuse had commanded his sailors, now reduced to 
eight hundred, to make a halt; they were the only persons 
who had preserved some order, the Comte de St. Aignan 
having vainly tried to rally his foot soldiers. 

The Due d’Anjou, at the head of the fugitives, mounted 
on an excellent horse, and accompanied by a single servant, 
pushed forward without appearing to think of anything. 

“ He has no heart,” cried some. 

“ His sang froid is magnificent,” said others. 

Some hours of repose, from two to six in the morning, 
restored to the infantry the strength to continue their re- 
treat ; but provisions were wanting. 

As for the horses, they seemed more fatigued than the 
men, and could scarcely move, for they had eaten nothing 
since the day before. 

The fugitives hoped to gain Brussels, where the duke 
had many partisans, although they were not free from 
anxiety as to their reception. At Brussels, which was 
about eight leagues off, they would find food for the fam- 
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ishing troops, and a place of security from whence to re- 
commence the campaign at a more favorable time. M. 
d’Anjou breakfasted in a peasant’s hut, between Héboken 
and Heckhout. It was empty, but a fire still burned in 
the grate. 

The soldiers and officers wished to imitate their chief, 
and spread themselves about the village, but found with a 
surprise mingled with terror that every house was deserted 
and empty. 

M. de St. Aignan, who, had aided them in their search, 
now called to the officers. 

* March on, gentlemen.” 

“ But we are tired and dying of hunger, colonel.” 

“Yes, but you are alive; and if you remain here another 
hour you will be dead. Perhaps it is already too late.” 

M. de St. Aignan knew nothing; but he suspected some 
great danger. They went on; but two or three thousand 
men straggled from the main body, or, worn out with fa- 
tigue, lay down on the grass, or at the foot of a tree, 
wearied, desolate, and despairing. Scarcely three thou- 
sand able men remained to the Duc d’Anjou 


CHAPTER LXVI. 
THE TRAVELERS. 


Wuite these disasters, the forerunners of a still greater 
one, were taking place, two travelers, mounted on excellent 
horses, left Brussels on a fine night, and rode toward Mech- 
lin. They rode side by side, without any apparent arms 
but a large Flemish knife, of which the handle appeared in 
the belt of one of them. They rode on, each occupied with 
thoughts perhaps the same, without speaking a word. 
They looked like those commercial travelers who at that 
time carried on an extensive trade between France and 
Flanders. Whoever had met them trotting so peaceably 
along the road would have taken them for honest men, 
anxious to find a bed after their day’s work. However, it 
was only necessary to overhear a few sentences of their 
conversation to lose any such opinion suggested by their 
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appearance. They were about half a league from Brussels, 
when the tallest of them said: 

“Madame, you were quite right to set off to-night; we 
shall gain seven leagues by it, and shall probably arrive at 
Mechlin by the time the result of the attack on Antwerp is 
known. In two days of short marches, and you must take 
easy stages, we shall reach Antwerp.” 

The person who was called madame, in spite of her male 
costume, replied in a voice calm, grave, and sweet: 

“My friend, believe me, God will tire of protecting this 
wicked prince, and will strike him cruelly; let us hasten to 
put our projects into execution, for I am not one of those 
who believe in fatality, and I think that men have perfect 
freedom in will and deed. If we leave his punishment to 
God, and do not act ourselves, it was not worth while living 
so unhappily until now.” 

At this moment a blast of north wind, cold and biting, 
swept across the plain. 

“You shiver, madame,” said the other traveler; “ take 
your cloak.” 

“No, thank you, Remy; I no longer feel pain of body 
or mind.” 

Remy rode on silently, only now and then stopping and 
looking back. 

“You see no one behind us?” asked she, after one of 
these halts. 

“No one, madame.” 

“That cavalier whom we met at Valenciennes, and who 
inquired about us, after looking at us so curiously?” 

“ He is not here, madame.” 

“ But I fancied I saw him again near Mons.” 

“ And I, madame, am sure I saw him just before we en- 
tered Brussels.” 

“ Brussels?” 

“ Yes; but he must have stopped there.” 

“Remy,” said Diana, drawing near him, as if even on 
that lonely road she feared to be overheard, “did he not 
seem to you like (in figure, at least, for I did not see his 
face) that unhappy young man?” 

* Oh! no, madame, not at all; and besides, how could he 
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have guessed that we had left Paris, and were traveling 
along this road?” 

“But he found us out when we changed our house in 
Patis.” 

“ No, madame, I am sure he did not follow us; and, in- 
deed, I believe he had resolved on a desperate course as 
regards himself.” 

“ Alas! Remy, every one has his own share of suffering. 
I trust God will console this poor youth.” 

Remy replied with a sigh, and they went on with no 
other sound than that of their horses’ feet on the hard 
road. Two hours passed thus. Just as they were about to 
enter Vilvoide, Remy turned his head, for he heard the 
sound of horses’ feet behind thera. He stopped and lis- 
tened, but could see nothing. His eyes uselessly tried to 
pierce through the darkness of the night, and as he no 
longer heard any sounds, they rode on and entered the 
town. 

“ Madame,” said he, “if you will take my advice, you 
will stay here; daylight will soon appear, the horses are 
tired, and you yourself need repose.” 

“ Remy, you are anxious about something.” 

“Yes, about your health, madame. Believe me, a 
woman cannot support so much fatigue; I can scarcely do 
so myself.” 

“As you please, Remy.” 

“Well, then, enter that narrow street. I see a light at 
the end of it, which must proceed from an inn. Be quick, 
I beg you.” 

“You have heard something?” 

“T thought I heard a horse’s feet. I am not sure, but 
I will stay behind a minute to find out.” 

The lady, without replying, went on, and Remy got off 
his horse and let him follow her, while he hid himself be- 
hind an immense post and waited. The lady knocked at 
the door of the inn, behind which, according to the hos- 
pitable custom of the country, watched, or rather slept, a 
maid-servant. The girl woke up and received the traveler 
with perfect good-humor, and then opened the stable-door 
for the two horses. 
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“T am waiting for my companion,” said Diana; “ let 
me sit by the fire; I shall not go to bed until he comes.” 

The servant threw some straw to the horses, shut the 
stable-door, then returned to the kitchen, put a chair by 
the fire, snuffed the candle with her fingers, and went to 
sleep again. 

Meanwhile Remy was watching for the arrival of the 
traveler whose horse he had heard. He saw him enter the 
town and go on slowly, and seeming to listen; then, sce- 
ing the inn, he appeared to hesitate whether to go there or 
to continue his journey. He stopped close to Remy, who 
laid his hand on his knife. 

“Tt is he again,” thought Remy, “and he is following 
us. What can he want?” 

After a minute the traveler murmured in a low voice, 
“They must have gone on, and so will I,” and he rode for- 
ward. : 

“To-morrow we will change our route,” thought Remy. 

And he rejoined Diana, who was waiting impatiently 
for him. ; 

“Well,” said she softly, “are we followed?” 

“ There is no one, I was wrong; you may sleep in perfect 
safety, madame.” 

“Tam not sleepy, Remy.” 

“At least have supper, madame; you have scarcely 
eaten anything.” 

“ Willingly, Remy.” 

They reawakened the poor servant, who got up as good- 
humoredly as before, and hearing what they wanted, took 
from the cupboard a piece of salt pork, a cold leveret, and 
some sweets, which she set before them, together with a 
frothing jug of Louvain beer. 

Remy sat down with Diana, who drank half a glass of 
beer, and ate a piece of bread. Remy did the same, and 
then they both rose. 

“ Are you not going to eat any more?” asked the girl. 

“‘ No, thank you, we have done.” 

“ Will you not eat any meat? it is very nice.” 

“T am sure it is excellent, but we are not hungry.” 

The girl clasped her hands in astonishment at this 
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strange abstinence; it was not thus that she was used to 
see travelers eat. 

Remy threw a piece of money on the table. 

“Oh!” said the girl, “I cannot charge ali that; six 
farthings would be all your bill.” 

“Keep it all, my girl,” said Diana; “it is true my 
brother and I eat little, but we pay the same as others.” 

The servant became red with joy. 

“Tell me, my girl,” said Remy, “is there any cross-road 
from here to Mechlin?” 

“Yes, monsieur, but it is very bad, while the regular 
road is a very fine one.” 

“Yes, my child, I know that, but we wish to travel by 
the other.” 

“Oh! I told you, monsieur, because, as your companion 
is a lady, the road would not do for her.” 

Why pot? 77 

“ Because to-night a great number of people will cross 
the country to go to Brussels.” 

*“'To Brussels ? ” 

“ Yes; it is a temporary emigration.” 

“ For what reason?” 

“T do not know; they had orders.” 

“ From whom—the Prince of Orange?” 

“No; from monseigneur.” 

“ Who is he?” 

“T do not know, monsieur.” 

“And who are the emigrants? ” 

“The inhabitants of the country and of the villages 
which have no dykes or ramparts.” 

“Tt is strange.” 

“We ourselves,” said the girl, “are to set out at day- 
break, as well as all the other people in the town. Yester- 
day, at eleven o’clock, all the cattle were sent to Brussels 
by canals and cross-roads; therefore on the road of which 
you speak there must be great numbers of horses, carts, 
and people.” 

“T should have thought the great road better for all 
that.” 

“T do not know: it was the order.” 
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“But we can go on to Mechlin, I suppose? ” 

“T should think so, unless you will do like every one 
else, and go to Brussels.” 

“ No, no, we will go on at once to Mechlin,” said Diana, 
rising ; “ open the stable, if you please, my good girl.” 

“Danger every way,” thought Remy; “however, the 
young man is before us.” And as the horses had not been 
unsaddled, they mounted again, and the rising sun found 
them on the banks of the Dyle. 


CHAPTER LXVII. 
EXPLANATION. 


THE danger that Remy braved was a real one, for the 
traveler, after having passed the village and gone on for a 
quarter of a league, and seeing no one before him, made 
up his mind that those whom he sought had remained be- 
hind in the village. He would not retrace his steps, but 
lay down in a field of clover; having made his horse 
descend into one of those deep ditches which in Flanders 
serve as divisions between the properties, he was therefore 
able to see without being seen. This young man, as Remy 
knew, and Diana suspected, was Henri du Bouchage, whom 
a strange fatality threw once more into the presence of the 
woman he had determined to fly. After his conversation 
with Remy, on the threshold of the mysterious house, that 
is to say, after the loss of all his hopes, he had returned to 
the Hétel Joyeuse, quite decided to put an end to a life 
which he felt to be so miserable, and as a gentleman, and 
one who had his name to keep untarnished, he decided on 
the glorious suicide of the field of battle. 

Therefore, as they were fighting in Flanders, and his 
brother had a command there, Henri, on the following 
day, left his hotel twenty. hours after the departure of 
Diana and Remy. 

Letters from Flanders announced the intended coup de 
main on Antwerp, and Henri hoped to arrive in time for 
it. He pleased himself with the idea that he should die 
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sword in hand, in his brother’s arms, under a French flag, 
and that his death would be talked about until the sound 
even reached the solitude in which the mysterious lady 
lived. Noble follies! glorious, yet sad dreams! 

Just as—full of these thoughts—he came in sight of 
Valenciennes, from whose church tower eight o’clock was 
sounding, he perceived that they were about to close the 
gates. He pushed on, and nearly overturned, on the draw- 
bridge, a man who was fastening the girths of his horse. 
Henri stopped to make excuses to the man, who turned at 
the sound of his voice, and then quickly turned away 
again. Henri started, but immediately thought, “I must 
be mad; Remy here, whom I left four days ago in the Rue 
de Bussy; here now without his mistress. Really, grief 
must be turning my brain, and making me see everything 
in the form of my own fancies.” And he continued his 
way, convinced that his idea had been pure fancy. At the 
first hotel that he came to he stopped, gave his horse to a 
servant, and sat down on a bench before the door, while 
they prepared his bed and supper. But as he sat there 
he saw two travelers approaching, and this time he saw 
more clearly. 

“ Now,” murmured he, “I do not dream, and still I 
think I see Remy. IJ cannot remain in this uncertainty ; 
I must clear up my doubts.” 

He got up and ran down the road after them, but they 
had disappeared. Then he went to all ‘the hotels and 
questioned the servants, and after much search discovered 
that two cavaliers had been seen going toward a small inn 
in the Rue de Beffroi. The landlord was just shutting the 
doors when Henri entered. Whilst the man offered him 
rooms and refreshment, he looked round, and saw on the 
top of the staircase Remy going up, lighted by a servant; 
of his companion he saw nothing.. Du Bouchage had no 
longer any doubts, and he asked himself, with a dreadful 
sinking of the heart, why Remy had left his mistress and 
was traveling without her; for Henri had been so occu- 
pied in identifying Remy, that he had scarcely looked at 
his companion. The next morning when he rose, he was 
much surprised to learn that the two travelers had ob- 
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tained from the governor permission to go out; and that, 
contrary to all custom, the gates had been opened for 
them. Thus, as they had set out at one o’clock, they had 
six hours’ start of him. Henri put his horse to the gallop 
and passed the travelers at Mons. He saw Remy; but 
Remy must have been a sorcerer to know him, for he had 
on a soldier’s great coat and rode another horse. Never- 
theless, Remy’s companion, at a word from him, turned 
away his head before Henri could see his face. But the 
young man did not lose courage; he watched them to their 
hotel, and then questioning, with the aid of an irresistible 
auxiliary, learned that Remy’s companion was a very 
handsome, but very silent and sad-looking young man. 

Henri trembled. “Can it be a woman?” asked he. 

“It is possible,” replied the host; “ many women travel] 
thus disguised just now, to go and rejoin their lovers in 
Flanders; but it is our business to see nothing, and we 
never do.” 

Henri felt heart-broken at this explanation. Was Remy, 
indeed, accompanying his mistress dressed as a cavalier; 
and was she, as the host suggested, going to rejoin her 
lover in Flanders? Had Remy lied when he spoke of an 
eternal regret? was this fable of a past love, which had 
clothed his mistress for ever in mourning, only his inven- 
tion to get rid of an importunate watcher ? 

“Tf it be so,” cried Henri, “the time will come when I 
shall have courage to address this woman and reproach 
her with all the subterfuges, which lower her whom I had 
placed so high above all ordinary mortals; and seeing 
nearer this brilliant envelope of a common mind, perhaps 
I shall fall of myself from the height of my illusions and 
my love.” 

And the young man tore his hair in despair at the 
thought of losing the love which was killing him; for a 
dead heart is better than an empty one. So he continued 
to follow them, and to wonder at the cause which took to 
Flanders, at the same time as himself, these two beings so 
indispensable to his existence. 

At Brussels he gathered information as to the Due 
@Anjou’s intended campaign. The Flemings were too 
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hostile to the duke to receive well a Frenchman of distinc- 
tion, and were too proud of their position to refrain from 
humiliating a little this gentleman who came from France 
and questioned them in a pure Parisian accent, which al- 
ways seemed ridiculous to the Belgians. Henri began to 
conceive serious fears with reference to this expedition, in 
which his brother was to bear so prominent a part, and he 
resolved in consequence to push on rapidly to Antwerp. 
It was a constant surprise to him to see Remy and his com- 
panion, in spite of their desire not to be seen, continue to 
follow the same road as himself. 

Henri, now hidden in the clover field, felt certain of see- 
ing the face of the young man who accompanied Remy, 
and thus putting an end to all his doubts. As they passed, 
unsuspicious of his vicinity, Diana was occupied in braid- 
ing up her hair, which she had not dared to untie at the 
inn. 

Henri recognized her, and nearly fainted. The travelers 
passed on, and then anger took, in Henri’s mind, the place . 
of the goodness and patience he had exercised while he be- 
lieved Remy and the lady sincere toward him. But after 
the protestations of Remy, this journey seemed to him a 
species of treason. 

When he had recovered a little from the blow, he rose, 
shook back his beautiful light hair, and mounted his horse, 
determined no longer to take those precautions that respect 
had made him hitherto observe, and he began to follow the 
travelers openly, and with his face uncovered. No more 
cloak nor hood, no more stops and hesitation; the road be- 
longed to him as to them, and he rode on, regulating the 
pace of his horse by that of theirs. He did not mean to 
speak to them, but only to let them see him. Remy soon 
perceived him, and, seeing him thus openly advance with- 
out any further attempt at concealment, grew troubled ; 
Diana noticed it and turned also. 

“Ts it not that young man following us?” 

Remy, still trying to reassure her, said, “I do not think 
so, madame. As well as I can judge by the dress, it is 
some young Walloon soldier, going probably to Amster- 
dam, and passing by the theater of war to seek adventures.” 
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“T feel uneasy about him, Remy.” 

“ Reassure yourself, madame, had he been really the 
Comte du Bouchage, he would have spoken to us; you 
know how persevering he was.” 

“T know also that he was respectful, Remy, or I should 
never have troubled myself about him, but simply told you 
to get rid of him.” 

“Well, madame, if he be so respectful, you would have 
no more to fear from him on this road than in the Rue de 
Bussy.” 

“ Nevertheless, Remy, let us change our horses here at 
Mechlin, in order to get on faster to Antwerp.” 

“On the contrary, madame, I should say, do not let us 
enter Mechlin at all; our horses are good, let us push on to 
that little village which is, I think, called Villebrock; in 
that manner we shall avoid the town, with its questioners 
and curious gazers.” 

** Go on, then, Remy.” 

They turned to the left, taking a road hardly made, but 
which visibly led to Villebrock; Henri also quitted the 
road, and turned down the lane, still keeping his distance 
from them. 

Remy’s disquietude showed itself in his constantly turn- 
ing to look behind him. At last they arrived at Villebrock. 
Of 200 houses which this village contained, not one was 
inhabited; some forgotten dogs and lost cats ran wildly 
about the solitude, the former calling for their masters 
by long howls. Remy knocked at twenty doors, but found 
no one. Henri on his side, who seemed the shadow of the 
travelers, knocked at the first house as uselessly as they had 
done, then, divining that the war was the cause of this 
desertion, waited to continue his journey until the travel- 
ers should have decided what to do. 

They fed their horses with some corn which they found 
in an inn, and then Remy said— 

“Madame, we are no longer in a friendly country, nor 
in an ordinary situation; we must not expose ourselves 
uselessly. We shall certainly fall in with some French, 
Spanish, or Flemish band, for in the present state of 
Flanders, adventures of all kinds must be rife. If you 
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were a man I should speak differently ; but you are a young 
and beautiful woman, and would run a double risk for life 
and honor.” 

“ My life is nothing,” said she. 

“On the contrary, madame, it is everything. You live 
for a purpose.” 

“Well, then, what do you propose? Think and act for 
me, Remy.” 

“Then, madame, let us remain here. J.see many houses 
which would afford us a sure shelter. I have arms, and 
we will defend or hide ourselves, as we shall be strong or 
weak.” 

“No, Remy, no, I must go on; nothing must stop me; 
and if I had fears, they would be for you.” 

“ We will go on then.” 

They rode on, therefore, without another word, and 
Henri du Bouchage followed. 


CHAPTER LXVIII. 
THE WATER. 


As the travelers advanced, the country took an equally 
strange aspect, for it was utterly deserted, as well as the 
towns and villages. Nowhere were the calves to be seen 
grazing in the meadows, nor the goat perched on the top of 
the mountain, or nibbling the green shoots of the brier or 
young vine; nowhere the shepherd with his flock ; nowhere 
the cart with his driver; no foreign merchant passing from 
one country to another with his pack on his back; no 
plowman singing his harsh song or cracking his long 
whip. As far as the eye could see over the magnificent 
plains, the little hills and the woods, not a human figure 
was to be seen, not a voice to be heard. It seemed like the 
earth before the creation of animals or men. The only 
people who animated this dreary solitude were Remy and 
his companion, and Henri following behind and presery- 
ing ever the same distance. The night came on dark and 
cold, and the northeast wind whistled in the air, and 
filled the solitude with its menacing sound. 
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Remy stopped his companion, and putting his hand on 
the bridle of her horse, said: 

“Madame, you know how inaccessible I am to fear; you 
know I would not turn my back to save my life; but this 
evening some strange feeling possesses me, and forbids me 
to go further. Madame, call it terror, timidity, panic, 
what you will, I confess that for the first time in my life 
1 am afraid.” 

The lady turned. 

“Ts he still there?” she said. 

“ Oh! I was not thinking of him; think no more of him, 
madame, I beg of you; we need not fear a single man. 
No, the danger that I fear or rather feel, or divine with a 
sort of instinct, is unknown to me, and therefore I dread 
it. Look, madame, do you see those willows bending in 
the wind?” 

Stay es. 

“ By their side I see a little house; I beg you, let us go 
there. If it is inhabited, we will ask for hospitality ; and if 
not, we will take possession of it. I beg you to consent, 
madame.” 

Remy’s emotion and troubled voice decided Diana to 
yield, so she turned her horse in the direction indicated by 
him. Some minutes after, they knocked at the door. A 
stream (which ran into the Nethe, a little river about a 
mile off), bordered with reeds and grassy banks, bathed 
the feet of the willows with its murmuring waters. Be- 
hind the house, which was built of bricks, and covered 
with tiles, was a little garden, encircled by a quickset 
hedge. 

All was empty, solitary, and deserted, and no one re- 
plied to the blows struck by the travelers. Remy did not 
hesitate; he drew his knife, cut a branch of willow, with 
which he pushed back the bolt and opened the door. The 
lock, the clumsy work of a neighboring blacksmith, yielded 
almost without resistance. Remy entered quickly, followed 
by Diana, then, closing the door again, he drew a massive 
bolt, and thus intrenched, seemed to breathe more freely. 
Feeling about, he found a bed, a chair, and a table in 


an upper room. Here he installed his mistress, and then, 
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returning to the lower room, placed himself at the window, 
to watch the movements of Du Bouchage. 

His reflections were as somber as those of Remy. “ Cer- 
tainly,” said he to himself, “ some danger unknown to us, 
but of which the inhabitants are not ignorant, is about to 
fall on the country. War ravages the land; perhaps the 
French have taken, or are about to assault Antwerp, and 
the peasants, seized with terror, have gone to take refuge 
in the towns.” 

But this reasoning, however plausible, did not quite 
satisfy him. Then he thought, “ But what are Remy and 
his mistress doing here? What imperious necessity drags 
them toward this danger? Oh, I will know; the time has 
come to speak to this woman, and to clear away all my 
doubts. Never shall I find a better opportunity.” 

He approached the house, and then suddenly stopped, 
with a hesitation common to hearts in love. 

“ No,” said he, “no, I will be a martyr to the end. Be- 
sides, is she not mistress of her own actions? And, per- 
haps, she does not even know what fable was invented by 
Remy. Oh, it is he alone that I hate; he who assured me 
that she loved no one. But still let me be just. Ought 
this man for me, whom he did not know, to have betrayed 
his mistress’s secrets? No, no. All that remains for me 
now is to follow this woman to the camp, to see her hang 
her arms round some one’s neck, and hear her say, ‘ See 
what I have suffered, and how I love you.’ Well, I will 
follow her there, see what I dread to see, and die of it; 
it will be trouble saved for the musket or cannon. Alas! 
I did not seek this; I went calmly to meet a glorious death, 
and I wished to die with her name on my lips. It is not 
s0 to be; I am destined to a death full of bitterness and 
torture. Well, I accept it.” . 

Then, recalling his days of waiting, and his nights of 
anguish before the inexorable house, he found that he was 
less to be pitied here than at Paris, and he werit on. 

“T will stay here, and take these trees for a shelter, and 
then I can hear her voice when she speaks, and see her 
shadow on the window.” 

Ke lay down, then, under the willows, listening, with a 
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melancholy impossible to describe, to the murmur of the 
water that flowed at his side. All at once he started; the 
ey of cannon was brought distinctly to him by the 
wind. 

“Ah!” said he, “TI shall arrive too late; they are attack- 
ing Antwerp.” 

His first idea was to rise, mount his horse, and ride on 
as quickly as possible; but to do this he must quit the 
lady, and die in doubt, so he remained. 

During two hours he lay there, listening to the reports. 
IIe did not guess that what he heard was his brother’s 
ships blowing up. At last, about two o’clock, all grew 
quiet. 

“Now,” thought Henri, “ Antwerp is taken, and my 
brother is a conqueror ; but after Antwerp will come Ghent, 
and then Bruges; I shall not want an occasion for a glo- 
rious death. But before I die J must kngw what this 
woman wants in the French camp.” 

He lay still, and had just fallen asleep, when his horse, 
which was grazing quietly near him, pricked up his ears 
and neighed loudly. 

Henri opened his eyes. The animal had his head turned 
to the breeze, which had changed to the southeast, as if 
listening. 

“What is it, my good horse?” said the young man; 
“have you seen some animal which frightened you, or do 
you regret the shelter of your stable?” 

The animal stood still, looking toward Lier, with his 
eyes fixed and his nostrils distended, and listening. 

“Ah!” said Henri, “it is more serious; perhaps some 
troops of wolves following the army to devour the corpses.” 

The horse neighed,and began to run forward to the west, 
but his master caught the bridle and jumped on his back, 
and then was able to keep him quiet. But after a minute, 
Henri himself began to hear what the horse had heard. 
A long murmur, like the wind, but more solemn, which 
seemed to come from different points of the compass, from 
south to north. 

“ What is it?” said Henri; “can it be the wind? No, 
‘it is the wind which brings this sound, and I hear the two 
21 
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distinctly. An army in march, perhaps? But no; I should 
hear the sound of voices and of regular marching. Is it the 
crackling of a fire? No, there is no light in the horizon; 
the heaven seems even to grow darker.” 

The noise redoubled and became distinct; it was an in- 
cessant growling and rolling, as if thousands of cannon 
were being dragged over a paved road. Henri thought of 
this. “But no,” said he, “there is no paved road near.” 

The noise continued to increase, and Henri put his horse 
to the gallop and gained an eminence. 

“What do I see?” cried he, as he attained the summit. 
What he saw his horse had seen before him; for he had 
only been able to make him advance by furious spurring, 
and when they arrived at the top of the hill he reared so as 
nearly to fall backward. They saw in the horizon an in- 
finite body rolling over the plain, and visibly and rapidly 
approaching. The young man looked in wonder at this 
strange phenomenon, when, looking back to the place he 
had come from, he saw the plain beginning to be covered 
with water, and that the little river had overflowed, and 
was beginning to cover the reeds which a quarter of an 
hour before had stood up stiffly on its banks. 

“ Fool that I am,” cried he, “I never thought of it. 
The water! the water! The Flemings have broken their 
dykes!” 

Henri flew to the house, and knocked furiously at the 
door. 

“Open! open!” cried he. 

No one replied. 

“Open, Remy!” cried he, furious with terror; “ it is I, 
Henri du Bouchage.” 

“Oh! you need not name yourself, M. le Comte,” an- 
swered Remy from within, “I recognized you long ago; 
but I warn you, that if you break in the door you will 
find me behind it, with a pistol in each hand.” 

“But you do not understand,” cried Henri ; “ the water ; 
it is the water!” 

“No fables, no pretexts or dishonorable ruses, M. le 
Comte; I tell you that you will only enter over my body.” 

“Then I will pass over it, but I will enter. In heaven’s 
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name, in the name of your own safety and your mistress’s, 
will you open?” 

ee iNjons 

Henri looked round him, and perceived an immense 
stone. He raised it and threw it against the door, which 
flew open. A ball passed over Henri’s head, but without 
touching him; he jumped toward Remy, and seizing his 
other arm, cried, “Do you not see that I have no arms? 
do not defend yourself against a man who does not attack. 
Look! only look!” and he drew him to the window. 

“Well,” said he, “do you see now?” and he pointed to 
the horizon. 

“The water!” cried Remy. 

“Yes, the water! it invades us; see, at our feet, the river 
overflows, and in five minutes we shall be surrounded.” 

“ Madame! madame! ” cried Remy. 

“Do not frighten her, Remy; get ready the horses at 
once.” 

Remy ran to the stable, and Henri flew up the staircase. 
At Remy’s cry Diana had opened her door; Henri seized 
her in his arms and carried her away as he would have 
done a child. But she, believing in treason or violence, 
struggled, and clung to the staircase with all her might. 

“Tell her that I am saving her, Remy!” cried Henri. 

Remy heard the appeal, and cried: 

“Yes, yes, madame, he is saving you, or rather he will 
save you. Come, for Heaven’s sake!” 


CHAPTER LXIX. 
FLIGHT. 


HeEnnI, without losing time in reasoning with Diana, 
carried her out of the house, and wished to place her be- 
fore him on his horse; but she, with a movement of in- 
vincible repugnance, glided from his arms, and was re- 
ceived by Remy, who placed her on her own horse. 

“ Ah, madame!” cried Henri, “how little you under- 
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stand my heart. It was not, believe me, for the pleasure of 
holding you in my arms, or pressing you to my heart, al- 
though for that favor I would sacrifice my life, but that 
we ought to fly as quickly as the birds, and look at them, 
how they fly!” 

Indeed, in the scarcely dawning light were seen large 
numbers of curlews and pigeons, traversing the air with a 
quick and frightened flight, which, in the night, usually 
abandoned to the silent bat, looked strange to the eye, and 
sounded sinister to the ear. 

Diana did not reply, but rode on without turning her 
head. Her horse, however, as well as that of Remy, was 
fatigued with their long journey, and Henri, as he turned 
back each moment, saw that they could not keep up with 
him. 

“See, madame!” said he, “how my horse outstrips 
yours, and yet I am holding him in with all my strength; 
for heaven’s sake, madame, while there is yet time, if you 
will not ride with me, take my horse and leave me yours.” 

“No, thank you, monsieur,” replied she, in her usual 
calm voice. 

“ But, madame,” cried Henri, in despair, “the water 
gains on us; do you hear? do you hear?” 

Indeed, a horrible crashing was now heard; it was the 
dyke of a neighboring village giving way, to swell the in- 
undation. Boards and props had given way, a double row 
of stakes broke with a noise like thunder, and the water, 
rushing over the ruins, began to invade an oak wood, of 
which they saw the tops trembling, and heard the branches 
cracking as though a flight of demons were passing under 
the leaves. 

The uprooted trees knocking against the stakes, the wood 
of ruined houses floating on the waters, the distant neigh- 
ings and cries of horses and men carried away by the inun- 
dation, formed a concert of sounds so strange and gloomy, 
that the terror which agitated Henri began to seize also 
upon Diana. She spurred her horse, and he, as if he un- 
derstood the danger, redoubled his efforts. But the water 
gained on them, and before ten minutes it was evident that 
it would reach them. Every instant Henri turned and 
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cried, “ Quicker, madame! for pity’s sake; the water 
comes; here it is!” 

It came, indeed, foaming and turbulent, carrying away 
like a feather the house in which they had taken shelter ; 
and majestic, immense, rolling like a serpent, it arrived 
like a wall behind the horses of Remy and Diana. Henri 
uttered a cry of terror, and turned on the water, as though 
he would have fought it. 

“You see you are lost!” screamed he. “Come, ma- 
dame, perhaps there is still time; come with me.” 

“No, monsieur,” said she. 

“In a minute it will be too late; look! ” cried he. 

Diana turned ; the water was within fiftv feet of her. 

“ Let my fate be accomplished,” said she; “ you, mon- 
sieur, fly.” 

Remy’s horse, exhausted, fell, and could not rise again, 
despite the efforts of his rider. 

“ Save her in spite of herself,” cried Remy. 

And at the same moment, as he disengaged himself 
from the stirrups, the water passed over the head of the 
faithful servant. His mistress, at this sight, uttered a 
terrible cry, and tried to jump off her horse to perish 
with him. But Henri, seeing her intention, seized her 
round the waist, and placing her before him, set off like 
an arrow. 

“Remy! Remy!” cried she, extending her arms. A 
ery was the only answer. Remy had come up to the sur- 
face, and, with the indomitable hope which accompanies 
the dying man to the last, was swimming, sustained by a 
beam. By his side came his horse, beating the water des- 
perately with his feet, while the water gained on Diana’s 
horse, and some twenty feet in front Henri and Diana 
flew on the third horse, which was half mad with terror. 

Remy scarcely regretted life, since he hoped that his 
loved mistress would be saved. 

“ Adieu, madame!” cried he. “TI go first to him who 
waits for us, to tell him that you live for 2 

He could not finish; a mountain of water rolled over his 
head. 

“Remy! Remy!” cried the lady, “I wish to die with 
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you. I will! monsieur, I will go to him; in the name of 
God, I will!” 

She pronounced these words with so much energy and 
angry authority, that the young man unfolded his arms, 
and let her slip to the ground, saying— 

“‘ Well, madame, we will all three die here together ; it is 
a joy I had not hoped for.” 

As he said these words he stopped his horse, and the 
water reached them almost immediately; but, by a last ef- 
fort of love, the young man kept hold of Diana’s arm as 
she stood on the ground. The flood rolled over them. It 
was a sublime spectacle to see the sang froid of the young 
man, whose entire bust was raised above the water, while 
he sustained Diana with one arm, and with the other 
guided the last efforts of his expiring horse. 

There was a moment of terrible struggle, during which 
the lady, upheld by Henri, kept her head above water, 
while with his left hand he kept off the floating wood and 
the corpses which would have struck against them. 

One of the bodies floating past sighed out, “ Adieu, ma- 
dame!” 

“ Heavens!” cried Henri, “it is Remy.” And without 
calculating the danger of the additional weight, he seized 
him by his sleeve, drew him up, and enabled him to breathe 
freely. But the exhausted horse now sank in the water to 
its neck, then to its eyes, and finally disappeared alto- 
gether. : 

“We must die,’ murmured Henri. “Madame, my life 
and soul belonged to you.” 

As he spoke, he felt Remy slip from him, and he no 
longer tried to retain him—it was useless. His only care 
was to sustain Diana above the water, that she, at least, 
might die the last, and that he might be able to say to 
himself, in his last moments, that he had done his utmost 
to save her. All at once, a joyful ery sounded at his side; 
he turned, and saw Remy, who had found a boat, which 
had belonged to the little house where they had taken shel- 
ter, and which the water had carried away. Remy, who 
had regained his streneth, thanks to Henri’s assistance, 
had seized it as it floated past. The oars were tied to it, 
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and an iron hook lay in the bottom. He held out the hook 
to Henri, who seized it, and drawing Diana with him, 
raised her over his shoulders, and passed her to Remy, 
and then climbed in himself. The first rays of the rising 
sun showed them the plains inundated, and the boat 
swimming like an atom on that ocean covered with wrecks. 
Toward the left rose a little hill, completely surrounded 
by water, looking like an island in the midst of the sea. 
Henri took the oars and rowed toward it, while Remy, 
with the boat-hook, oceupied himself in keeping off the 
beams and wrecks which might have struck against them. 
Thanks to Henri’s strength and Remy’s skill, they reached, 
or, rather, were thrown against, the hill. Remy jumped 
out, and, seizing the chain, drew the boat toward him; 
Diana, rising alone, followed him, and then Henri, who 
drew up the boat and seated himself a little way from 
them. 'They were saved from the most menacing danger, 
for the inundation, however strong, could never reach to 
the summit of the hill. Below them they could see that 
great angry waste of waters, which seemed inferior in 
power only to God himself; and, by the increasing light, 
they perceived that it was covered with the corpses of 
French soldiers. 

Remy had a wound in his shoulder, where a floating 
beam had struck against him; but Diana, thanks to 
Henri’s protection, was free from all injury, although she 
was cold and wet. At last they noticed in the horizon, on 
the eastern side, something like fires burning on a height 
which the water could not reach. As well as they could 
judge, they were about a league off. Remy advanced to 
the point of the hill, and said that he believed he saw a jetty 
advancing in a direct line toward the fires. But they 
could see nothing clearly, and knew not well where they 
were, for though day was dawning, it came cloudily and 
full of fog; had it been clear and under a pure sky, they 
might have seen the town of Mechlin, from which they 
were not more than two leagues distant. 

“Well, M. le Comte,” said Remy, “ what do you think of 
those fires?” ; 
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“Those fires, which seem to you to announce a hospi- 
able shelter, appear to me to be full of danger.” 

* And why so?” 

“Remy,” said Henri, lowering his voice, “look at these 
corpses; they are all French—there is not one Fleming; 
they announce to us a great disaster. The dykes have 
been broken to finish the destruction of the French army, 
if it has been conquered—to nullify the victory, if they 
have been victors. Those fires are as likely to have been 
lighted by enemies as by friends, and may be simply a ruse 
to draw fugitives to destruction.” 

“ Nevertheless, we cannot stay here; my mistress will 
die of cold and hunger.” 

“You are right, Remy; remain here with madame, and 
I will go to the jetty, and return to you with news.” 

““No, monsieur,” said Diana, “you shall not expose 
yourself alone; we have been saved together; we will live 
or die together. Remy, your arm. I am ready.” 

Each word which she pronounced had so irresistible an 
accent of authority that no one thought of disputing it. 
Henri bowed and walked first. 

It was more calm; the jetty formed, with the hill, a kind 
of bay, where the water slept. All three got into the little 
boat, which was once more launched among the wrecks and 
floating bodies. A quarter of an hour after, they touched 
the jetty. They tied the chain of the boat to a tree, landed 
once more, walked along the jetty for nearly an hour, and 
then arrived at a number of Flemish huts, among which, 
in a place planted with lime trees, were two or three hun- 
dred soldiers sitting round a fire, above whom floated the 
French flag. Suddenly a sentinel, placed about one hun- 
dred feet from the bivouae, cried, “ Qui vive?” 

“France,” replied Du Bouchage. Then, turning to 
Diana, he said, “ Now, madame, you are saved. I recog- 
nize the standard of the gendarmes of Aunis, a corps in 
which I have many friends.” 

At the cry of the sentinel and the answer of the comte 
several gendarmes ran to meet the newcomers, doubly wel- 
come, in the midst of this terrible disaster, as survivors 
and compatriots. Henri was soon recognized; he was 
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eagerly questioned, and recounted the miraculous manner 
in which he and his companions had escaped death. Remy 
and Diana had sat down silently in a corner; but Henri 
fetched them and made them come to the fire, for both 
were still dripping with water. 

“Madame,” said he, “ you will be respected here as in 
your own house. I have taken the liberty of calling you 
one of my relations.” 

And without waiting for the thanks of those whose lives 
he had saved, he went away to rejoin the officers. 

The gendarmes of Aunis, of whom our fugitives were 
claiming hospitality, had retired in good order after the 
defeat and the sauve qui peut of the chiefs. Wherever 
there is similarity of position and sentiment, and the 
habit of living together, it is common to find unanimity 
in execution as well as in thought. It had been so that 
night with the gendarmes of Aunis; for seeing their chiefs 
abandon them, they agreed together to draw their ranks 
closer, instead of breaking them. They therefore put 
their horses to the gallop, and, under the conduct of one 
of the ensigns, whom they loved for his bravery and re- 
spected for his birth, they took the road to Brussels. 

Like all the actors in this terrible scene, they saw the 
progress of the inundation, and were pursued by the furi- 
ous waters; but by good luck found in this spot a position 
strong both against men and water. The inhabitants, 
knowing themselves in safety, had not quitted their homes, 
and had only sent off their women, children, and old men 
to Brussels; therefore the gendarmes met with resistance 
when they arrived; but death howled behind them, and 
they attacked like desperate men, triumphed over all ob- 
stacles, lost ten men, but established the others, and turned 
out the Flemings. 

Such was the recital which Henri received from them. 

“ And the rest of the army?” asked he. 

“ Look,” replied the ensign; “the corpses which pass 
each moment answer your question.” 

“ But—my brother,” said Henri, in a choking voice. 

* Alas! M. le Comte, we do not know. He fought like 
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a lion, but he survived the battle; as to the inundation I 
cannot say.” 

Henri shook his head sadly ; then, after a minute’s pause, 
said, “ And the duke?” 

“ Comte, the duke fled one of the first. He was mounted 
on a white horse, with no spot but a black star on the 
forehead. Well, just now we saw the horse pass among 
a mass of wrecks, the foot of a rider was caught in the 
stirrup and was floating on the water.” 

“ Great God!” 

** Good heavens!” echoed Remy, who had drawn near and 
heard the tale. 

“One of my men ventured down into the water and 
seized the reins of the floating horse, and drew it up suffi- 
ciently to enable us to see the white boots and gold spur 
that the duke wore. But the waters were rushing past, 
and the man was forced to let go to save himself, and we 
saw no more. We shall not even have the consolation of 
giving a Christian burial to our prince.” 

“Dead! he also? the heir to the crown! What a mis- 
fortune!” 

Remy turned to his mistress, and with an expression 
impossible to describe, said, 

“He is dead, madame, you see.” 

“TI praise the Lord, who has spared us a crime,” said 
she, raising her eyes to heaven. . 

“Yes, but it prevents our vengeance.” | 

“Vengeance only belongs to a man when God for- 
gets.” 

“But you, yourself, comte,” said the ensign to Henri, 
“what are you about to do?” 

The comte started. “I?” said he. 

“ce Yeo’ 

“T will wait here till my brother’s body passes,” re- 
plied he, gloomily, “then I will try to draw him to land. 
You may be sure that if I once hold him, I shall not let 

One 

Remy looked pityingly at the young man; but Diana 

heard nothing—she was praying. 
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CHAPTER LXX. 
TRANSFIGURATION. 


AFTER her prayer Diana rose so beautiful and radiant 
that the comte uttered a cry of surprise and admiration. 
She appeared to be waking out of a long sleep, of which 
the dreams had fatigued her and weighed upon her mind; 
or rather, she was like the daughter of Jairus, called from 
death and rising from her funeral couch, already purified 
and ready for heaven. Awakening from her lethargy, 
she cast around her a glance so sweet and gentle, that 
Henri began to believe he should see her feel for his pain, 
and yield to a sentiment of gratitude and pity. While the 
gendarmes, after their frugal repast, slept about among 
the ruins, while Remy himself yielded to it, Henri came 
and sat down close to Diana, and in a voice so low and sweet 
that it seemed a murmur of the breeze, said: 

“Madame, you live. Oh! let me tell you all the joy 
which overflows my heart when I see you here in safety, 
after having seen you on the threshold of the tomb.” 

“ Tt is true, monsieur,” replied she; “ I live through you, 
and I wish I could say I was grateful.” 

“ But, madame,” replied Henri, with an immense effort, 
“if it is only that you are restored to those you love?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“To those you are going to rejoin through so many 

erils.” 
De Monsieur, those I loved are dead! those I am going to 
rejoin are so also.” 

“Oh, madame!” cried Henri, falling on his knees, 
“throw your eyes on me—on me, who have suffered so 
much and loved so much. Oh, do not turn away; you are 
young, and beautiful as the angels in heaven; read my 
heart, which I open to you, and you will see that it con- 
tains not an atom of that love that most men feel. You 
do not believe me? Examine the past hours; which of 
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them has given me joy, or even hope? yet I have persevered. 
You made me weep; I devoured my tears. You made 
me suffer; | hid my sufferings. You drove me to seek 
death, and | went to meet it without a complaint. Even 
at this moment, when you turn away your head, when each 
of my words, burning, as they are, seems a drop of iced 
water falling on your heart, my soul is full of you, and 
I live only because you live. Just now, was I not ready 
to die with you? What have I asked for? Nothing. 
Have I touched your hand? Never, but to draw you from 
a mortal peril. I held you in my arms to draw you from 
the waves—nothing more. All in me has been purified 
by the devouring fire of my love.” 

“Oh, monsieur! for pity’s sake do not speak thus to me.” 

“ Oh, in pity do not condemn me. He told me you loved 
no one; oh! repeat to me this assurance; it is a singular 
favor for a man in love to ask to be told that he is not 
loved, but I prefer to know that you are insensible to all. 
Oh, madame, you who are the only adoration of my life, 
reply to me.” 

In spite of Henri’s prayers, a sigh was the only answer. 

“You say nothing,” continued the comte; “Remy at 
least had more pity for me, for he tried to console me, 
Oh! I see you will not reply, because you do not wish to 
tell me that you came to Flanders to rejoin some one 
happier than I, and yet I am young, and am ready to die 
at your feet.” 

“™M. le Comte,” replied Diana, with majestic solemnity, 
*“do not say to me things fit only to be said to a woman; 
I belong to another world, and do not live for this. Had 
I seen you less noble—less good—less generous, had I 
not for you in the bottom of my heart the tender feeling 
of a sister for a brother, I should say, ‘ Rise, comte, and 
do not importune with love my ears, which hold it in hor- 
ror.’ But I do not say so, comte, because I suffer in seeing 
you suffer. I say more; now that I know you, I:will take 
your hand and place it on my heart, and I will say to you 
willingly, ‘See, my heart beats no more; live near me, if 
you like, and assist day by day, if such be your pleasure, 
at this painful execution of a body which is being killed 
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by the tortures of the soul;’ but this sacrifice, which you 
may accept as happiness “ 

“Oh, yes!” cried Henri, eagerly. 

“Well, this sacrifice I ought to forbid. This very day 
a change has taken place in my life; I have no longer the 
right to lean on any human arm,—not even on the arm of 
that generous friend, that noble creature, who lies there, 
and for a time finds the happiness of forgetfulness. Alas! 
poor Remy,” continued she, with the first change of tone 
that Henri remarked in her voice, “ your waking will also 
be sad; you do not know the progress of my thought; you 
cannot read in my eyes that you will soon be alone, and 
that alone I must go to God.” 

b “What do you mean, madame? do you also wish to 
ie?” 

Remy, awakened by the cry of the young count, began 
to listen. 

“You saw me pray, did you not?” said Diana. 

“ Yes,” answered Henri. 

“This prayer was my adieu to earth; the joy that you 
remarked on my face—the joy that fills me even now, is 
the same you would see in me if the angel of death were 
to come and say to me, ‘ Rise, Diana, and follow me.’ ” 

Diana! Diana! now I know your name; Diana, 
cherished name!” murmured the young man. 

“0, silence!” cried she, “forget this name which es- 
caped me; no living person has the right to pierce my 
heart by pronouncing it.” 

“ Oh! madame, do not tell me you are going to die.” 

“TJ do not say that,” replied she, in her grave voice; 
“T say that I am about to quit this world of tears,—of 
hatreds,—of bad passions,—of vile interests and desires. 
I say that I have nothing left to do among the creatures 
whom God created my fellow mortals; I haye no more 
tears, no more blood in my heart; no more thoughts— 
they are dead. J ama worthless offering, for in renouncing 
the world I sacrifice nothing, neither desires nor hopes; but 
such as I am IJ offer myself to my God, and he will accept 
mo—he who has made me suffer so much, and yet kept me 
from sinking under it.” 
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Remy, who had heard this, rose slowly, and said, “ You 
abandon me?” 

“For God,” said Diana, raising her thin white hand to 
heaven. 

“Tt is true,” said Remy, sadly ; and seizing her hand he 
pressed it to his breast. 

“Oh! what am I by these two hearts?” said Henri. 

“ You are,” replied Diana, “the only human creature, 
except Remy, on whom I have looked twice for years.” 

Henry knelt. “Thanks, madame,” said he, “I bow to 
my destiny. You belong to God; I cannot be jealous.” 

As he rose, they heard the sound of trumpets on the 
plain, from which the water was rapidly disappearing. 
The gendarmes seized their arms and were on horseback 
at once. 

Henri listened. “ Gentlemen,” cried he, “ those are the 
admiral’s trumpets; I know them. Oh, God! may they 
announce my brother! ” 

“You see that you still wish something, and still love 
something; why, then, should you choose despair, like 
those who desire nothing—like those who love no one?” 

“A horse!” cried Henri; “ who will lend me a horse?” 

“ But the water is still all around us,” said the ensign. 

“ But you see that the plain is practicable; they must be 
advancing, since we hear their trumpets.” 

“Mount to the top of the bank, M. le Comte, the sky 
is clear, perhaps you will see.” 

Henri climbed up; the trumpets continued to sound at 
intervals, but were seemingly stationary. 


CHAPTER LXXI. 
THE TWO BROTHERS. 


JA QuarTEeR of an hour after, Henri returned; he had 
seen a considerable detachment of French troops en- 
trenched on a hill at some distance. Excepting a large 
ditch, which surrounded the place occupied by the gen- 
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darmes of Aunis, the water had begun to disappear from 
the plain, the natural slope of the ground in the immediate 
neighborhood making the waters run toward the sea, and 
several points of earth, higher than the rest, began to re- 
appear. The slimy mud brought by the rolling waters had 
covered the whole country, and it was a sad spectacle to see, 
as the wind cleared the mist, a number of cavaliers stuck 
in the mud, and trying vainly to reach either of the hills. 
From the other hill, on which the flag of France waved, 
their cries of distress had been heard, and that was why 
the trumpets had sounded. The gendarmes now sounded 
their cornets, and were answered by guns in joyful recogni- 
tion. About eleven o’clock the sun appeared over this scene 
of desolation, drying some parts of the plain, and render- 
ing practicable a kind of road. Henri, who tried it first, 
found that it led by a détour from where they were to the 
opposite hill, and he believed that though his horse might 
sink to a certain extent, he would not sink altogether. He 
therefore determined to try it, and recommending Diana 
and Remy to the care of the ensign, set off on his perilous 
way. At the same time as he started, they could see a 
cavalier leave the opposite hill, and, like Henri, try the 
road. All the soldiers seemed trying to stop him by their 
supplications. The two men pursued their way courage- 
ously, and soon perceived that their task was less difficult 
than had been feared. A small stream of water, escaped 
from a broken aqueduct, washed over the path, and little 
by little was clearing away the mud. The cavaliers were 
within two hundred feet of each other. 

“France!” cried the one who came from the opposite 
hill, at the same time raising his hat, which had a white 
plume in it. 

“Oh! it is you!” eried Henri, with a burst of joy. 

“You, Henri! you, my brother!” cried the other. 

And they set off as quickly as their horses could manage 
to go, and soon, among the frantic acclamations of the 
spectators on each side, embraced long and _ tenderly. 
Soon, all—gendarmes and light horse—Huguenots and 
Catholics—rushed along the road, pioneered by the two 
brothers. Soon the two camps were joined, and there, 


336 THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 


where they had thought to find death, nearly 3,000 French- 
men cried, “Thank God!” and “ Vive la France!” 

“Gentlemen,” said a Huguenot officer, “it is ‘ Long 
live the admiral,’ you should cry, for it is to M. de Joyeuse 
alone that we now owe the happiness of embracing our 
countrymen.” 

Immense acclamations followed this speech. The two 
brothers talked for some time, and then Joyeuse asked 
- Henri if he had heard news of the duke. 

* Tt appears he is dead,” replied Henri. 

“Ts that certain?” 

“The gendarmes saw his horse drowned, and a rider, 
whose head was under water, dragged by the stirrup.” 

“Tt has been a sad day for France,” said Joyeuse. Then 
turning to his men, he said, “ Come, gentlemen, let us not 
lose time. Once the waters have retired we shall probably 
be attacked. Let us entrench ourselves until the arrival of 
news and food.” 

“But, monseigneur,” said a voice, “the horses have 
eaten nothing since four o’clock yesterday, and are dying 
with hunger.” 

“We have corn in our encampment,” said the ensign, 
“but what shall we do for the men?” 

“Oh!” said Joyeuse, “if there be corn, that is all I 
ask ; the men must live like the horses.” 

“ Brother,” said Henri, “I want a little conversation 
with you.” . 

“Go back to your place; choose a lodging for me, and 
wait for me there.” 

Henri went back. 

“We are now in the midst of an army,” said he to 
Remy; “hide yourselves in the lodging I will show you, 
and do not let madame be seen by any one.” 

Remy installed himself with Diana in the lodging 
pointed out. About two o’clock the Duc de Joyeuse en- 
tered, with his trumpets blowing, lodged his troops, and 
gave strict injunctions to prevent disorder. He distrib- 
uted barley to the men, and hay to the horses, and to the 
wounded some wine and beer, which had been found in the 
cellars, and himself, in sight of all, dined on a piece of 
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black bread and a glass of water. Everywhere he was re- 
ceived as a deliverer with cries of gratitude. 

“ Now,” said he to his brother, when they were alone, 
“Jet the Flemings come, and I will beat them, and even, 
if this goes on, eat them, for in truth I am very hungry, 
and this is miserable stuff,’ added he, throwing into a cor- 
ner the piece of bread, which in public he had eaten so 
enthusiastically. 

“ But now, Henri, tell me how it happens that I find 
you in Flanders when I thought you in Paris.” 

“My brother,” said Henri, “life became insupportable 
to me at Paris, and I set out to join you in Flanders.” 

“All from love?” asked Joyeuse. 

“No, from despair. Now, Anne, I am no longer in love; 
my passion is sadness.” 

“ My brother, permit me to tell you that you have chosen 
a miserable woman. Virtue that cares not for the suffer- 
ings of others is barbarous—is an absence of Christian 
charity.” 

“Oh! my brother, do not calumniate virtue.” 

“TI do not calumniate virtue, Henri; I accuse vice, that 
is all. I repeat that this is a miserable voman, and not 
worth all the torments she makes you suffer. Oh! mon 
Dieu! in such a case you should use all your strength and 
all your power, Henri. In your place, I should have taken 
her house by assault, and then herself; and when she was 
conquered, and came to throw her arms round your neck 
and say, ‘Henri, I adore you,’ I should have repulsed 
her, and said, ‘ You do well, madame; it is your turn—I 
have suffered enough for you—to suffer also.’ ” 

Henri seized his brother’s hand. “ You do not mean a 
word of what you say,” said he. 

“ Yes, on my honor.” 

“You, so good—so generous 

“ Generosity with heartless people is folly.” 

“Oh! Joyeuse, Joyeuse, you do not know this woman.” 

“No, I do not wish to know her.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because she would make me commit what others 
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would call a crime, but which I should call an act of jus- 
tice.” 

“Oh! my good brother, how lucky you are not to be in 
love. But, if you please, let us leave my foolish love, 
and talk of other things.” 

“So be it; I do not like to talk of your folly.” 

“You see we want provisions.” 

“Yes, and I have thought of a method of getting them.” 

SA GE TS it ri 

“T cannot leave here until I have certain news of the 
army—for the position is good, and I could defend my- 
self against five times our number; but I may send out a 
body of scouts, and they will bring news and provisions 
also, for Flanders is a fine country.” 

“Not very, brother.” 

“T speak of it as God made it, and not men, who eter- 
nally spoil the works of God. Do you know, Henri, what 
folly this prince committed—what this unlucky Francois 
has lost through pride and precipitation? Huis soul is 
gone to God, so let us be silent; but in truth he might 
have acquired immortal glory and one of the most beauti- 
ful kingdoms in Europe, while he has, on the contrary, 
aided no one but William of Orange. But do you know, 
Henri, that the Antwerpians fought well?” 

“ And you also; so they say, brother.” 

“Yes, it was one of my good days; and besides there was 
something that excited me.’ 

“What was it?” 

“T met on the field of battle a sword that I knew.” 

“ French? ” 

“Yes, French.” 

“In the ranks of the Flemings?” 

* At their head, Henri; this is a secret which forms a 
sequel to Salcéde’s business.” 

“However, dear brother, here you are, safe and sound, 
to my great joy; I, who have done nothing yet, must do 
something, also.” 

“ And what will you do?” 

“Give me the command of your scouts, I beg.” 

“No, it is too dangerous, Henri; I would not say so 
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before strangers, but I do not wish you to die an obscure 
death. The scouts may meet with some of those horrid 
Flemings who fight with flails and scythes; you kill one 
thousand of them, and the last cuts you in two or disfigures 
you. No, Henri; if you will die, let it be a more glorious 
death than that.” 

“ My brother, grant me what I ask, I beg; I promise you 
to be prudent, and to return here.” 

“Well, I understand.” 

“ What?” 

“You wish to try if the fame of a brave action will not 
soften the heart of this ferocious tigress. Confess that 
that is what makes you insist on it.” 

“JT will confess it if you wish, brother.” 

“ Well, you are right. Women who resist a great love 
sometimes yield to fame.” 

*T do not hope that.” 

“Tf you do it without this hope you are mad. Henri, 
seek no more reasons for this woman’s refusal than that 
she has neither eyes nor heart.” 

“You give me the command, brother?” 

“T must, if you will have it so.” 

“Can I go to-night?” 

“You must, Henri; you understand we cannot wait 
long.” 

“‘ How many men do you give me?” 

“ A hundred; not more. I cannot weaken my force here, 
you know, Henri.” 

“ Less, if you like, brother.” 

“No, I would wish to give you double. Only promise 
me, on your honor, that if you meet with more than three 
hundred men, you will retreat and not get killed.” 

“My brother,” said Henri, smiling, “you sell your 
glory very dear.” 

“Then I will neither sell nor give it to you; and an- 
other officer shall command.” 

“ My brother, give your orders and I will execute them.” 

“You will only engage with equal, double, or triple 
forces, but not with more?” 

“JT swear it.” 
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“Very well; now, what men would you like to take? r 

“Tet me take one hundred of the gendarmes of Aunis; 
I have plenty of friends there, and can choose whom I 
like.” 

“That will do.” 

“When shall I set out?” 

“ At once. Take one day’s rations for the men and 
two for the horses. Remember, I want speedy and certain 
news.” 

“T go, brother; are there any other orders? ” 

“Do not spread the news of the duke’s death; let it be 
believed he is here. Exaggerate my strength, and if you 
find the duke’s body, although he was a bad man and a 
poor general, yet, as he belonged to the royal house of 
France, have it put in an oak coffin and brought back by 
your men, that he may be buried at St. Denis.” 

“Good, brother; now, is this all?” 

“All! but promise me once more, Henri, you are not 
deceiving me—you will not seek death? ” 

“No, brother; I had that thought when I came to join 
you, but I have it no longer.” 

* And when did it leave you?” 

“Three hours ago.” 

“On what occasion ? ” 

“Excuse me, brother.” 

“ Of course, Henri, your secrets are your own.” 

“Oh! how good you are, brother! ” 

And the young men, once more embracing each other, 
separated with smiles. 


CHAPTER LXXII. 
THE EXPEDITION. 


Henn, full of joy, hastened to Diana and Remy. 

“Get ready; in a quarter of an hour we set out,” said 
he. “ You will find two horses saddled at the door of 
the little wooden staircase leading to this corridor; join 
my suite and say nothing.” 

Then, going out on the balcony, he cried: 
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“Trumpet of the gendarmes, sound the call.” 

The call was quickly heard, and all the gendarmes 
ranged themselves round the house. 

“ Gendarmes,” said Henri, “my brother has given me, 
for the time, the command of your company, and has 
ordered me to set out to-night to obtain provisions and 
information as to the movements of the enemy, and one 
hundred of you are to accompany me; the mission is dan- 
gerous, but necessary for the safety of all. Who are will- 
ing to go?” 

The whole three hundred offered themselves. 

“ Gentlemen,” said Henri, “I thank you all; you have 
tightly been called the example to the army, but I can but 
take one hundred; and as I do not wish to choose, let 
chance decide. Monsieur,” continued he, to the ensign, 
“draw lots, if you please.” 

While this was being done, Joyeuse gave his last in- 
structions to his brother. “ Listen, Henri,” said he; “ the 
country is drying, and there is a communication between 
Courteig and Rupelmonde; you will march between a river 
and a stream—the Scheldt and the Rupel. I trust that 
there will be no necessity for you to go as far as Rupel- 
monde to find provisions. My men took three peasants 
prisoners; I give one of them to you for a guide—but 
no false pity! at the least appearance of treason shoot 
him without mercy.” 

He then tenderly embraced his brother, and gave the 
order for departure. The one hundred men drawn by lots 
were ready, and the guide was placed between two, with 
pistols in their hands, while Remy and his companion 
mixed with the rest. Henri gave no directions about them, 
thinking that curiosity was already quite sufficiently 
aroused about them, without augmenting it by precautions 
more dangerous than salutary. He himself did not stay 
by them, but rode at the head of his company. Their 
march was slow, for often the ground nearly gave way 
under them, and they sank in the mud. Sometimes figures 
were seen flying over the plain; they were peasants who 
had been rather too quick in returning to their homes, and 
who fled at the sight of the enemy. Sometimes, however, 
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they were unlucky Frenchmen, half dead with cold and 
hunger, and who, in their uncertainty of meeting with 
friends or enemies, preferred waiting for daylight to con- 
tinue their painful journey. 

They traversed two leagues in three hours, which 
brought the adventurous band to the banks of the Rupel, 
along which a stony road ran; but here danger succeeded 
to difficulty, and two or three horses lost their footing on 
the slimy stones, and rolled with their riders into the still 
rapid waters of the river. More than once also, from some 
boat on the opposite bank, shots were fired, and one man 
was killed at Diana’s side. She manifested regret for 
the man, but no fear for herself. Henri, in these different 
circumstances, showed himself to be a worthy captain and 
true friend; he rode first, telling all the men to follow 
in his steps, trusting less to his own sagacity than to that 
of the horse his brother had given him. Three leagues 
from Rupelmonde the gendarmes came upon six French 
soldiers sitting by a turf fire; the unfortunates were cooking 
some horse-flesh, the only food they had had for two days. 
The approach of the gendarmes caused great trouble among 
the guests at this sad feast ; two or three rose to fly, but the 
others stopped them, saying, “ If they are enemies they can 
but kill us, and all will be over.” 

“ France! France!” cried Henri. 

On recognizing their countrymen they ran to them, and 
were given cloaks to wrap round them and something to 
drink, and were allowed to mount en croup behind the 
valets, and in this manner they accompanied the detach- 
ment. Half a league further on they met four men of the 
4th Light Horse, with, however, only one horse between 
them; they were also welcomed. At last they arrived on 
the banks of the Scheldt; the night was dark, the gen- 
darmes found two men who were trying, in bad Flemish, 
to obtain from a boatman a passage to the other side, which 
he refused. ‘The ensign, who understood Dutch, advanced 
softly, and heard the boatman say, “ You are French, and 
shall die here; you shall not cross.” 

“Tt is you who shall die, if you do not take us over at 
once,” replied one of the men, drawing his dagger. 
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“ Keep firm, monsieur,” cried the ensign, “ we will come 
to your aid.” 

But as the two men turned at these words, the boatman 
loosened the rope, and pushed rapidly from the shore. 
One of the gendarmes, however, knowing how useful this 
boat would be, went into the stream on his horse and fired 
at the boatman, who fell. The boat was left without a 
guide, but the current brought it back again toward the 
bank. The two strangers seized it at once and got in. 
This astonished the ensign. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, “who are you, if you please? ” 

“Gentlemen, we are marine officers, and you are gen- 
darmes of Aunis, apparently.” 

“Yes, gentlemen, and very happy to have served you; 
will you not accompany us?” 

“ Willingly.” 

“Get into the wagons, then, if you are not too tired to 
ride.” 

“ May we ask where are you going?” said one. 

“ Monsieur, our orders are to push on to Rupelmonde.” 

“Take care,” answered he. “ We did not pass the stream 
sooner, because this morning a detachment of Spaniards 
passed, coming from Antwerp. At sunset we thought we 
might venture, for two men inspire no disquietude; but 
you, a whole troop——” 

“Tt is true; I will call our chief.” 

Henri approached, and asked what was the matter. 

“These gentlemen met this morning a detachment of 
Spaniards following the same road as ourselves.” 

“ How many were they?” 

* About fifty.” 

“And does that stop you?” 

“No, but I think it would be well to secure the boat, 
in case we should wish to pass the stream; it will hold 
twenty men.” 

“Good! let us keep the boat. There should be some 
houses at the junction of the Scheldt and Rupel?” 

“There is a village,” said a voice. 

“Then let two men descend the stream with the boat, 
while we go along the bank.” 


344 THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 


“We will bring the boat if you will let us,” said one of 
the officers. 

“Tf you wish it, gentlemen; but do not lose sight of us, 
and come to us in the village.” 

“But if we abandon the boat some one will take it?” 

“You will find ten men waiting, to whom you can de- 
liver it.” 

“Tt is well,” said one, and they pushed off from the 
shore. 

“Tt is singular,” said Henri, “but I fancy I know 
that voice.” 

An hour after they arrived at the village, which was 
occupied by the fifty Spaniards, but they, taken by surprise 
when they least expected it, made little resistance. Henri 
had them disarmed and shut up in the strongest house in 
the village, and left ten men to guard them. Ten more 
were sent to guard the boat, and ten others placed as 
sentinels, with the promise of being relieved in an hour. 
Twenty of the cthers then sat down in the house opposite 
to that in which the prisoners were, to the supper which 
had been prepared for them. Henri chose a separate room 
for Remy and Diana; he then placed the ensign at table 
with the others, telling him to invite the two naval offi- 
cers when they arrived. He next went out to look for ac- 
commodation for the rest of the men, and when he returned 
in half an hour he found them waiting supper for him. 
Some had fallen asleep on their chairs, but his entrance 
roused them. The table, covered with cheese, pork, and 
bread, with a pot of beer by each man, looked almost 
tempting. Henri sat down and told them to begin. 

“ Apropos!” said he, “have the strangers arrived?” 

“Yes, there they are at the end of the table,” 

Henri looked and saw them in the darkest corner of 
the room. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, “you are badly placed, and T 
think you are not eating.” 

“Thanks, M. le Comte,” said one, “we are very tired, 
and more in need of rest than food; we told your officers 
so, but they insisted, saying that it was your orders that 
we should sup with you. We feel the honor, but if, 
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nevertheless, instead of keeping us longer you would give 
us a room 4. 

“Ts that also the wish of your companion? ” said Henri, 
and he looked at this companion, whose hat was pushed 
down over his eyes, and who had not yet spoken. 

“Yes, comte,” replied he, in a scarcely audible voice. 

Henri rose, walked straight to the end of the table, 
while every one watched his movements and astonished 
look. 

“Monsieur,” said he, to the one who had spoken first, 
“do me a favor?” 

“ What is it, M. le Comte? ” 

“Tell me if you are not Aurilly’s brother, or Aurilly 
himself? ” 

* Aurilly!” cried all. 

“ And let your companion,” continued Henri, “ raise his 
hat a little and let me see his face, or else I shall call him 
monseigneur, and bow before him.” And as he spoke he 
bowed respectfully, hat in hand. The officer took off his 
hat. 

“ Monseigneur le Duc d’Anjou!” cried all. “ The duke, 
living!” 

“Ma foi, gentlemen,” replied he, “ since you will recog- 
nize your conquered and fugitive prince, I shall not deny 
myself to you any longer. I am the Duc d’Anjou.” 

“ Vive monseigneur! ” cried all. 


CHAPTER LXXIII. 


PAUL-EMILE. 


“On! silence, gentlemen,” said the prince, “do not be 


more content than I am at my good fortune. I am en- 
chanted not to be dead, you may well believe; and yet, 
if you had not recognized me, I should not have been the 
first to boast of being alive.” 

“ What! monseigneur,” cried Henri, “ you recognized me 
—you found yourself among a troop of Frenchmen, and 
would have left us to mourn your loss, without undeceiving 
us?” 
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“ Gentlemen, besides a number of reasons which made 
me wish to preserve my incognito, I confess that I should 
not have been sorry, since I was believed to be dead, te 
hear what funeral oration would have been pronounced 
over me.” 

“ Monseigneur ! ” 

“Yes; I am like Alexander of Macedon; I make war 
like an artist, and have as much self-love; and I believe I 
have committed a fault.” 

“ Monseigneur.” said Henri, lowering his eyes, “ do not 
say such things.” 

“Why not? The pope only is infallible, and ever since 
Boniface VIII. that has been disputed.” 

“See to what you exposed us, monseigneur, if any of 
us had given his opinion on this expedition, and it had 
been blamed.” 

“Well, why not? do you think I have not blamed my- 
self, not for having given battle, but for having lost it.” 

“ Monseigneur, this goodness frightens me; and will 
your highness permit me to say that this gaiety is not 
natural. I trust your highness is not suffering.” 

A terrible cloud passed over the prince’s face, making it 
as black as night. 

“No,” said he, “I was never better, thank God, than 
now, and I am glad to be among you all.” 

The officers bowed. 

“ How many men have you, Du Bouchage? ” asked he. 

“ One hundred, monseigneur.” 

“Ah! a hundred out of ten thousand; that is like the 
defeat at Cannes. Gentlemen, they will send a bushel of 
your rings to Antwerp, but I doubt if the Flemish beauties 
could wear them, unless they had their fingers pared by 
their husbands‘ knives, which, I must say, cut well.” 

“ Monseigneur,” replied Henri, “if our battle was like 
the battle of Cannes, at least we are more lucky than the 
Romans, for we have preserved our Paulus-Emilius! ” 

“On my life, gentlemen, the Paulus-Emilius of Ant- 
werp was Joyeuse; and doubtless, to preserve the resem- 
blance with his heroic model to the end, your brother is 
dead, is he not, Du Bouchage? ” 
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Henri felt wounded at this cold question. 

“No, monseigneur, he lives,” replied he. 

“ Ah! so much the better,” said the duke, with his icy 
smile. “ What! our brave Joyeuse lives! Where is he, 
that I may embrace him?” 

“ He is not here, monseigneur.” 

“ Ah! wounded ? ” 

““ No, monseigneur, he is safe and sound.” 

“But a fugitive like me, wandering, famished, and 
ashamed. Alas! the proverb is right—‘ For glory, the 
sword ; after the sword, blood; after blood, tears.’ ” 

“ Monseigneur, I am happy to tell your highness that 
my brother has been happy enough to save three thousand 
men, with whom he occupies a large village about seven 
leagues from here, and I am acting as scout for him.” 

The duke grew pale. 

“Three thousand men! he has saved three thousand 
men! he is a perfect Xenophon, and it is very lucky for me 
that my brother sent him to me. It is not the Valois who 
can take for their motto ‘ Hilariter.’ ” 

“ Oh! monseigneur,” said Henri, sadly, seeing that this 
gaiety hid a somber jealousy. 

“Tt is true, is it not, Aurilly?” continued the duke; “I 
return to France like Francois after the battle of Pavia! 
all is lost but honor. Ah! ah!” 

A sad silence received these laughs, more terrible than 
sobs. 

“ Monseigneur,” said Henri, “tell me how the tutelary 
genius of France saved your highness.” 

“ Oh! dear comte, the tutelary genius of France was oc- 
cupied with something else, and I had to save myself.” 

“ And how, monseigneur?” 

“ By my legs.” 

No smile welcomed this joke, which the duke would cer- 
tainly have punished with death if made by another. 

“Yes, yes,” he continued; “ how we ran! did we not, my 
brave Aurilly?” 

“ Hvery one,” said Henri, “ knows the calm bravery and 
military genius of your highness, and we beg you not to 
distress us by attributing to yourself faults which you have 
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not. The best general is not invincible, and Hannibal 
himself was conquered at Zama.” 

“Yes, but Hannibal had won the battles of Trebia, 
Thrasymene, and Cannes, while I have only won that of 
Cateau-Cambresis; it is not enough to sustain the com- 
parison.” 

“But monseigneur jests when he says he ran away.” 

“No, 1 do not. Pardieu! do you see anything to jest 
about, Du Bouchage?” 

“ Could any one have done otherwise? ” said Aurilly. 

“Hold your tongue, Aurilly, or ask the shade of St. 
Aignan what could have been done.” 

Aurilly hung his head. 

“ Ah! do you not know the history of St. Aignan. I will 
tell it to you. Imagine, then, that when the battle was 
declared to be lost, he assembled 500 horse, and, instead of 
flying like the rest, came to me and said, ‘ We must attack 
them, monseigneur.’ ‘What! attack?’ said I; ‘they are 
100 to one.” ‘Were they 1,000 to one, I would attack 
them,’ replied he, with a hideous grimace. ‘ Attack if you 
please,’ said I; ‘I do not.’ ‘ Give me your horse, and take 
mine,’ said he; ‘mine is fresh—yours is not; and as I do 
not mean to fly, any horse is good for me.’ And then he 
took my white horse and gave me his black one, saying, 
‘Prince, that horse will go twenty leagues in four hours if 
you like.” Then, turning to his men, he eried, ‘ Come, 
gentlemen, follow me—all those who will not turn their 
backs ;’ and he rode toward the enemy with a second grim- 
ace, more frightful than the first. He thought he should 
have met men, but he met water instead, and St. Aignan 
and his paladins were lost. Had he listened to me, in- 
stead of performing that act of useless foolhardiness, we 
should have had him at this table, and he would not have 
been making, as he probably now is, a grimace still uglier 
than the first.” 

A thrill of horror ran through the assembly. 

“This wretch has no heart,” thought Henri. “Oh! 
why does his misfortune and his birth protect him from 
the words I long to say to him?” 

“ Gentlemen,” said Aurilly, in a low voice—for he felt 
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the effect these words had produced—* you see how mon- 
seigneur is affected; do not heed what he says, for since 
his misfortune I think he has really moments of delirium.” 

“And so,” continued the duke, emptying his glass, 
“that is how St. Aignan is dead and I alive. However, 
in dying he did me a last service, for it was believed, as he 
rode my horse, that it was me, and this belief spread not 
only among the French, but among the Flemings, who 
consequently ceased their pursuit; but reassure yourselves, 
gentlemen, we shall have our revenge and I am mentally 
organizing the most formidable army that ever existed.” 

“Meanwhile, monseigneur,” said Henri, “will your 
highness take the command of my men? It is not fit that 
I should continue to do so when you are.” 

“So be it; and, first, I order every one to sup, particu- 
larly you, Du Bouchage—you have eaten nothing.” 

“ Monseigneur, I am not hungry.” 

“In that case, return to visit the posts. 'Tell the chiefs 
that I live, but beg them not to rejoice too openly until 
we gain a better citadel, or rejoin the army of our in- 
vincible Joyeuse, for I confess I do not wish to be taken 
now, after having escaped from fire and water.” 

* Monseigneur, you shall be strictly obeyed, and no one 
shall know excepting ourselves that we have the honor of 
your company among us.” 

“ And these gentlemen will keep the secret?” said the 
duke, looking round. 

All bowed, and Du Bouchage went out. 

It only required an hour for this fugitive, this conquered 
runaway, to become again proud, careless, and imperious. 
To command 100 men or 100,000 men, was still to com- 
mand. 

While Du Bouchage executed his orders with the best 
grace he couid, Francois asked questions. He was aston- 
ished that a man of the rank of Du Bouchage had con- 
sented to take the command of this handful of men, and 
of such a perilous expedition. The duke was always sus- 
picious, and asked, therefore, and learned that the admiral 
had only yielded to his brother’s earnest request. It was 
the ensign who gave this information—he who had been 
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superseded in his command by Henri himself, as Henri 
had been by the duke. 

The prince fancied he detected a slight irritation in this 
man’s mind against Du Bouchage; therefore he continued 
to interrogate him. 

“ But,” said he, “ what was the comte’s reason for solicit- 
ing so. earnestly such a poor command?” 

“ First, zeal for the service, no doubt.” 

“ First !—what else?” 

“ Ah! monseigneur, I do not know.” 

“ You deceive me—you do know.” 

“ Monseigneur, I can give only, even to your highness, 
public reasons.” 

“You see,” said the duke, turning to the others, “I 
was quite right to hide myself, gentlemen, since there are 
in my army secrets from which I am excluded.” 

“ Ah! monseigneur,” said the ensign, “ you misunder- 
stand me; there are no secrets but those which concern M. 
du Bouchage. Might it not be, for example, that, while 
serving the general interests, he might have wished to 
render a service to some friend or relation by escorting 
him?” 

“Who here is a friend or relation of the comte? Tell 
me, that I may embrace him.” 

“ Monseigneur,” said Aurilly, mixing in the conversa- 
tion, “I have discovered a part of the secret. This rela- 
tion whom M. du Bouchage wished to escort is—a lady.” 

*“ Ah! ah! why did they not tell me so frankly. That 
dear Henri—it is quite natural. Let us shut our eyes to 
the relation, and speak of her no more.” 

“You had better not, monseigneur, for there seems a 
great mystery.” 

“How so?” 

“Yes, the lady, like the celebrated Bradamante, about 
whom I have so often sung to your highness, disguises her- 
self in the dress of a man.’ 

“Oh! monseigneur,” cried the ensign, “ M. du Bouchage 
seems to me to have a great respect for this lady, and prob- 
ably would be very angry at any indiscretion.” 

“Doubtless, monsieur ; we will be mute as sepulchers— 
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as mute as poor St. Aignan; only, if we see the lady, we 
will try not to make grimaces at her. Where is this lady, 
Aurilly ? ” 

“ Up-stairs.” 

“ Up-stairs! what, in this house?” 

“Yes, monseigneur; but hush! here is M. du Bou- 
chage.” 

“ Hush!” said the prince, laughing. 


CHAPTER LXXIV. 
ONE OF THE SOUVENIRS OF THE DUC D’ANJOU. 


Henri, as he entered, could hear the hateful laugh of 
the prince, but he had not lived enough with him to know 
the danger that always lurked in his laugh. Besides, he 
could not suspect the subject of conversation, and no one 
dared to tell him in the duke’s presence. Besides, the duke, 
who had already settled his plan, kept Henri near him 
until all the other officers were gone. He then changed 
the distribution of the posts. Henri had established his 
quarters in that house, and had intended to send the en- 
sign to a post near the river, but the duke now took Henri’s 
place, and sent him where the ensign was to have been. 
Henri was not astonished, for the river was an important 
point. Before going, however, he wished to speak to the 
ensign, and recommended to his care the two people under 
his protection, and whom he was forced for the time to 
abandon. But at the first word that Henri began to speak 
to him the duke interposed. “ Secrets?” said he, with his 
peculiar smile. 

The ensign had understood, when too late, the fault he 
had been guilty of. 

“No, monseigneur,” replied he, “ M. le Comte was only 
asking me how much powder we had left fit to use.” 

The answer had two aims; the first to turn away the 
duke’s suspicions, if he had any; and the second to let Du 
Bouchage know that he could count on a friend in him. 

“ Ah!” said the duke, forced to seem to believe what he 
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was told. And as he turned to the door the ensign whis- 
pered to Henri, “ The prince knows you are escorting some 
one.” 

Henri started, but it was too late. The duke remarked 
the start, and, as if to assure himself that his orders were 
executed, proposed to Henri to accompany him to his 
post, which he was forced to accede to. 

Henri wished to warn Remy to be on his guard, but it 
was impossible ; all he could do was to say to the ensign: 

“ Watch well over the powder; watch it as I would my- 
self, will you not?” 

“Yes, M. le Comte,” replied the young man. 

On the way the duke said to Du Bouchage, “ where is 
this powder that you speak of?” 

“In the house we have just left, your highness.” 

“ Oh! be easy, then, Du Bouchage; I know too well the 
importance of such an article, in our situation, to neglect 
it. I will watch over it myself.” 

They said no more until they arrived, when the duke, 
after giving Henri many charges not to quit his post, re- 
turned. He found Aurilly wrapped in an officer’s cloak, 
sleeping on one of the seats in the dining-room. The duke 
woke him. ‘“ Come,” said he. 

“Yes, monseigneur.” 

“Do you know what I mean? ” 

“Yes! the unknown lady—the relation of M. du Bou- 
chage.” 

“Good; I see that the faro of Brussels and the beer of 
Louvain have not clouded your intellects.” 

“Oh! no, monseigneur, I am more ingenious than ever.” 

“Then call up all your imagination, and guess.” 

“Well! I guess that your highness is envious.” 

1 And parbleu, I always am; but what is it about just 
now?” 

“You wish to know who is the brave creature who has 
followed the MM. de Joyeuse through fire and water? ” 

“You have just hit it, ‘per mille pericula Martis!’ as 
Margot would say. Apropos, have you written to her, 
Aurilly ? ” 

“To whom, monseigneur ? ” 
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“To my sister Margot.” 

“ Had I to write to her?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“ About what? ” 

“To tell her that we are beaten—ruined, and that she 
must look out for herself; for that Spain, disembarrassed 
of me in the north, will fall on her in the south,” 

* Ah! true.” 

“You have not written? ” 

* No, monseigneur.” 

“You slept? ” 

“Yes, I confess it; but even if I had thought of it, witn 
what could I have written? I have here neither pen, 
paper, nor ink.” ; 

“Well, seek. ‘ Quare et invenies,’ as it is written.” 

“* How in the devil’s name am I to find it in the hut of a 
peasant, who probably did not know how to write?” 

“Seek, stupid! if you do not find that, you will 
find———” 

ey hat? 

“Something else.” 

“Oh! fool that I was,” cried Aurilly. “ Your highness 
is right; I am stupid; but I am very sleepy, you see.” 

“ Well, keep awake for a little while, and, since you have 
not written, I will write; only go and seek what is neces- 
sary. Go, Aurilly, and do not come back till you have 
found it; I will remain here.” 

“T go, monseigneur.” 

“ And if, in your researches, you discover that the house 
is picturesque—you know how I admire Flemish interiors, 
Aurilly.” 

“ Yes, monseigneur.” 

“ Well! call me.” 

“ Immediately, monseigneur ; be easy.” 

Aurilly rose, and, with a step light as a bird, went up the 
staircase. In five minutes he returned to his master. 

“ Well?” asked he. 

“Well, monseigneur, if I may believe appearances, the 
house is devilishly picturesque.” 

“ How so?” 
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“ Peste! monseigneur; because one cannot get in to 
look.” 

“ What do you mean?” 

“7 mean that it is guarded by a dragon.” 

“ What foolish joke is this?” 

“Oh! monseigneur, it is unluckily not a foolish joke, 
but a sad truth. The treasure is on the first floor, in a 
room in which I can see light through the door.” 

SWell?? 

“Well! before this door hes a man, wrapped in a gray 
cloak.” 

“Oh, oh! M. du Bouchage puts a gendarme at the door 
of his mistress.” 

“Tt is not a gendarme, monseigneur, but some attendant 
of the lady’s or of the count’s.” 

“ What kind of a man?” 

“ Monseigneur, it was impossible to see his face; but I 
could perfectly see a large Flemish knife in his belt, and 
his hand on it.” 

“Tt is amusing; go and waken the fellow.” 

“ Oh, no, monseigneur.” 

“ Why not?” 

“Why, without counting the knife, I do not wish to 
amuse myself with making a mortal enemy of MM. de 
Joyeuse, who stand so well at court. If you had been king 
of this country, it might have passed; but now you must 
be gracious, above all with those who saved you, and 
Joyeuse did save you. They will say so, whether you did 
or not.” 

“ You are right, Aurilly, and yet—and yet se 

“JT understand. Your highness has not seen a woman’s 
face for fifteen mortal days. I do not speak of the kind of 
animals who live here; they are males and females, but do 
not deserve to be called men and women.” 

“JT must see this lady, Aurilly.” 

“Well, monseigneur, you may see her; but not through 
the door.” 

“ So be it; then I will see her through the window.” 

“ Ah! that is a good idea, and I will go and look for a 
ladder for you.” 
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Aurilly glided into the courtyard, and under a shed 
found what he wanted. He maneuvered it amongst horses 
and men so skilfully as to wake no one, and placed it in 
the street against the outer wall. It was necessary to be a 
prince, and sovereignly disdainful of vulgar scruples, to 
dare in the presence of the sentinel, who walked up and 
down before the door, to accomplish an action so auda- 
ciously insulting to Du Bouchage. Aurilly felt this, and 
pointed out the sentinel, who, now observing, called out, 
* Qui vive! ” 

Francois shrugged his shoulders and walked up to him. 

“ My friend,” said he, “this place is the most elevated 
spot in the village, is it not?” 

“Yes, monseigneur,” said the man, recognizing him, 
“and were it not for those lime trees, we could see over a 
great part of the country.” 

“JT thought so; and therefore I have brought a ladder,” 
said the duke. “Go up, Aurilly, or rather, let me go up; I 
will see for myself.” 

“Where shall I place it?” said the hypocritical fol- 
lower. 

* Oh, anywhere; against that wall, for instance.” 

The sentinel walked off, and the duke mounted the lad- 
der, Aurilly standing at the foot. 

The room in which Henri had placed Diana was matted, 
and had a large oaken bed with serge curtains, a table, and 
a few chairs. 

Diana, whose heart seemed relieved from an enormous 
weight since she had heard the false news of the duke’s 
death, had, almost for the first time since her father’s 
death, eaten something more substantial than bread, and 
drunk a little wine. After this she grew sleepy, and Remy 
had left her, and was sleeping outside her door, not from 
any suspicion, but because such had been his habit ever 
since they had left Paris. 

Diana herself slept with her elbow on the table and her 
head leaning on her hand. A little lamp burned on the 
table, and all looked peaceful here, wher2 such tempes- 
tuous emotions had raged and would soon again. In the 
glass sparkled the Rhine wine, scarcely touched by Diana. 
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She, with her eyes closed, her eyelids veined with azure, 
her mouth slightly opened, her hair thrown back, looked 
like a sublime vision to the eyes that were violating the 
sanctity of her retreat. The duke, on perceiving her, 
could hardly repress his admiration, and leaned over to 
examine every detail of her ideal beauty. But all at once 
he frowned, and came down two or three steps with a kind 
of nervous precipitation, and leaning back against the 
wall, crossed his arms and appeared to reflect. Aurilly 
watched him as he stood there, with a dreamy air, like a 
man trying to recall some old souvenir. After a few min- 
utes he remounted and looked in again, but Aurilly called 
out, “ Quick! quick! monseigneur, come down; I hear 
steps.” 

The duke came down, but slowly. 

“Tt was time,” said Aurilly. 

“Whence comes the sound ? ” 

“ From there,” said Aurilly, pointing to a dark street. 
“But the sound has ceased; it must have been some spy 
watching us.” 

“Remove the ladder.” 

Aurilly obeyed; however, no one appeared, and they 
heard no more noise. 

“ Well, monseigneur, is she beautiful ? » said Aurilly. 

“Very beautiful,” said the prince, abstractedly. 

“What makes you sad then? Did she see ‘you: 2? 

“No, she was asleep.” 

“Then what is the matter?” 

“ Aurilly, it is strange, but I have seen that woman 
somewhere.” 

“You recognized her, then?” 

“No, I could not think of her name; but her face gave 
me a fearful shock. I cannot tell how it is; but I believe 
I did wrong to look.” 

“ However, just on account of the impression she has 
made on you, we must find out who she is.” 

“ Certainly we must.” 

“ Seek well in your memory, monseigneur; is it at court 
you have seen her?” 

“No, I think not.” 
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Tn France, Navarre, Flanders? ” 

“ee No.” 

“A Spaniard perhaps.” 

“T do not think so.” 

“An English lady, one of Queen Elizabeth’s? ” 

“No, I seem to know her more intimately, and that she 
appeared to me in some terrible scene.” 

“Then you would have recognized her at once; 5 you have 
not seen many such scenes.’ 

“Do you think so?” said the duke, with a gloomy 
smile. “ Now,” continued he, “ that I am sufficiently mas- 
ter of myself to analyze my sensations, I feel that this 
woman is beautiful, but with the beauty of death; beauti- 
ful as a shade, as a figure in a dream; and IJ have had two 
or three frightful dreams in my life, which left me cold at 
the heart. Well, now I am sure that it was in one of those 
dreams that I saw that woman.” 

“Your highness is not generally so susceptible, and but 
that I believe that we are watched from that street, I 
would mount in my turn and look.” 

“Ma foi, you are right, Aurilly; what does it matter 
whether we are watched or not? Go up and look.” 

Aurilly made a move forward to obey, when a hasty step 
was heard, and Henri’s voice, crying, “ Monseigneur! ” 

“You here!” said the duke, while Aurilly bounded back 
to his side; “ you here, comte?—on what pretext have you 
quitted your post?” 

“ Monseigneur,” replied Henri, firmly, “ your highness 
can punish me, if you think proper; meanwhile, my duty 
was to come here, and I came.” 

The duke glanced toward the window. “ Your duty, 
comte? Explain that to me,” said he. 

“ Monseigneur, horsemen have been seen on the Spanish 
side of the river, and we do not know if they are friends or 
enemies.” 

«“ Numerous?” asked the duke, anxiously. 

“Very numerous, monseigneur.” 

“ Well, comte, no false bravery; you will do well to re- 
turn. Awake the gendarmes and let us decamp; it will be 
the most prudent plan.” 
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“ Doubtless, monseigneur ; but it will be urgent, I think, 
te warn my brother.” 

“Two men will do.” 

“Then I will go with a gendarme.” 

“ No, no, Du Bouchage; you must come with us. Peste! 
it is not at such a moment that I can separate from a de. 
fender like you.” 

“When does your highness set out?” said Henri, bow- 
ing. 

“ At once, comte.” 

“ Hola! some one,” cried Henri. 

The young ensign came out immediately from the dark 
street. Henri gave his orders, and soon the place was 
filled with gendarmes preparing for departure. Among 
them the duke talked with his officers. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, “the Prince of Orange is pur- 
suing me, it seems; but it is not proper that a son of 
France should be taken prisoner. Let us, therefore, yield 
to numbers, and fall back upon Brussels. I shall be sure 
of life and liberty whilst I remain amongst you.” 

Then turning to Aurilly, “You remain,” said he. 
“This woman cannot follow us. Joyeuse will not dare to 
bring her with him in my presence. Besides, we are not 
going to a ball, and the race we shall run would fatigue a 
lady.” 

“Where are you going, monseigneur ? ” 

“To France. i think my business is over here.” 

“But to what part of France? Does monseigneur think 
it prudent to return to court?” 

“No; I shall stop at one of my castles, Chateau-Thierry, 
for example.” 

“Has your highness decided on that ? ” 

~“Yes; Chateau-Thierry suits me in all respects; it is a 
good distance from Paris, about twenty-eight leagues, and 
T can watch from thence MM. de Guise, who are half the 
year at Soissons. So bring the beautiful unknown to 
Chateau-Thierry.” 

“ But, monsieur, perhaps she will not be brought.” 

“Nonsense; since Du Bouchage accompanies me, and 
she follows him, it will be quite natural.” 
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“But she may wish to go somewhere else, if she sees 
that I wish to bring her to you.” 

“ But I repeat that it is not to me that you are to bring 
her, but to the comte. Really, one would think it was the 
first time you had aided me in such circumstances. Have 
you money?” 

“T have the two rouleaux of gold that you gave me when 
you left the camp.” 

“Well, by any and every method, bring me the lady to 
Chateau-Thierry ; perhaps when I see her nearer I shall 
recognize her.” 

“ And the man also?” 

“ Yes; if he is not troublesome.” 

“ But if he is?” 

“Do with him what you would do with a stone which is 
in your way—throw it away.” 

“ Good, monseigneur.” 

While the two conspirators formed their plans, Henri 
went up and woke Remy. He knocked at the door in a 
peculiar fashion, and it was almost immediately opened by 
Diana. Behind Remy she perceived Henri. 

“ Good evening, monsieur,” said she, with a smile which 
had long been foreign to her face. 

“Oh! pardon me, madame,” said Henri, “ for intruding 
on you; but I come to make my adieux.” 

“ Your adieux, comte; you are going?” 

“To France, madame.” 

“ And you leave us?” 

“T am forced to do so; my duty is to obey the prince.” 

“The prince; is there a prince here? ” asked Remy. 

“Yes, M. le Duc d’Anjou, who was believed dead, and 
who has been miraculously saved, has joined us.” 

Diana uttered a terrible cry, and Remy turned as pale as 
though he had been suddenly struck with death. 

“The Due d’Anjou living!” cried Diana. “The Duc 
d’Anjou here?” 

“ Had he not been here, madame, and ordered me to fol- 
low him, I should have accompanied you to the convent 
into which you tell me you are about to retire.” 
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“ Yes, yes,” said Remy; “the convent; ” and he put his 
finger on his lips. 

“T would have accompanied you the more willingly, ma- 
dame,” said Henri; “ because I fear that you may be an- 
poyed by the prince’s people.” 

“ How so?” 

“Yes; I believe that he knows there is a lady here, and 
he thinks that she is a friend of mine.” 

“ And what makes you think so? ” 

“ Our young ensign saw him place a ladder against this 
window, and look in.” 

“Oh!” cried Diana; “mon Dieu! mon Diev! ” 

“ Reassure yourself, madame! he heard him say that he 
did not know you. Besides, the duke is going to set off at 
once—in a quarter of an hour you will be alone and free. 
Permit me to salute you with respect, and to tell you once 
more, that till my last sigh, my heart will beat for you and 
with you. Adieu, madame, adieu.” And the comte, bow- 
ing, took two steps back. 

“No, no!” cried Diana, wildly, “no, God cannot have 
done this! He cannot have brought this man to life again; 
no, monsieur, you must be wrong, he is dead.” 

At this moment, as if in reply, the duke’s voice was 
heard calling from below: 

“ Comte, we are waiting for you.” 

“You hear him, madame,” said Henri. “ For the last 
time, adieu.” 

And pressing Remy’s hand, he flew down the staircase. 
Diana approached the window trembling, and with a con- 
vulsive shudder, like a bird fascinated by the serpent of 
the Antilles. She saw the duke on horseback, and the 
hight of the torches held by the gendarmes fell on his face. 

“Oh! he lives! the demon lives! ” murmured she; “ and 
we must live also. He is setting out for France; so be it, 
Remy, we also must go to France.” 
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CHAPTER LXXV. 


HOW AURILLY EXECUTED THE COMMISSION OF THE DUC 
D ANJOU. 


To the confusion occasioned by the departure of the 
troops a profound silence succeeded. When Remy believed 
the house to be empty, he went down to prepare for his de- 
parture and that of Diana; but on opening the door of the 
room below, he was much surprised to see a man sitting 
by the fire, evidently watching him, although he pretended 
to look careless. Remy approached, according to his cus- 
tom, with a slow, halting step, and uncovering his head, 
bald like that of an old man. He could not, however, see 
the features of the man by the fire. 

“Pardon, monsieur,” said he, “I thought myself alone 
here.” 

“T also thought so,” replied the man, “but I see with 
pleasure that I shall have companions.” 

“ Oh! very sad companions, monsieur; for except an in- 
valid young man whom I am taking back to France——” 

“ Ah!” said Aurilly, “I know whom you mean.” 

* Really.” 

“ Yes; you mean the young lady.” 

“ What young lady?” 

“Oh! do not be angry, my good friend; I am the stew- 
ard of the house of Joyeuse, and I rejoined my young mas- 
ter by his brother’s order, and at his departure the comte 
recommended to my good offices a young lady and an old 
servant, who were returning to France.” 

As he thus spoke, he approached Remy with a smiling 
and affectionate look. But Remy stepped back, and a look 
of horror was painted for an instant on his face. 

“You do not reply; one would say you were afraid of 
me,” said Aurilly, with his most smiling face. 

“ Monsieur,” replied Remy, “pardon a poor old man, 
whom his misfortunes and his wounds have rendered timid 
and suspicious.” 5 
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“ All the more reason, my friend, for accepting the help 
and support of an honest companion; besides, as I told 
you just now, I speak on the part of a master who must in- 
spire you with confidence.” 

“ Assuredly, monsieur,” replied Remy, who, however, 
still moved back. 

“ You quit me,” said Aurilly. 

““T must consult my mistress; I can decide nothing, you 
understand.” 

“Oh! that is natural; but permit me to present myself. 
T will explain my directions in all their details.” 

“No, no, thank you; madame is perhaps asleep, and her 
sleep is sacred to me.” 

“ As you wish. Besides, I have told you what my master 
told me to say.” 

“To me?” 

“To you and the young lady.” 

“ Your master, M. le Comte du Bouchage, you mean?” 

6c Ves? 

“Thank you, monsieur.” 

When he had shut the door, all the appearances of age 
vanished, except the bald head, and Remy mounted the 
staircase with an agility more like a young man of twenty- 
five, than the old man he had appeared to be a few minutes 
before. 

““ Madame! madame! ” cried he, in an agitated voice. 

“Well, what is it, Remy; is not the duke gone? ” 

“Yes, madame, but there is a worse demon here; a de- 
mon on whom, during six years, I have daily called down 
heaven’s vengeance, as you have on his master.” 

“ Aurilly ? ” 

“Yes, Aurilly; the wretch is below, forgotten by his in- 
fernal accomplice.” 

“Forgotten, do you say, Remy? Oh! you are wrong: 
you, who know the duke, know that he never leaves to 
chance any evil deed, if he can do it himself. “No, no, 
Remy; Aurilly is not forgotten, but left here for some bad 
design, believe me! ” 

“Oh! about him, madame, I can believe anything.” 

“ Does he know me? * 
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*T do not think so.” 

* And did he recognize you? ” 

“Oh! madame,” said Remy, with a sad smile, “no one 
recognizes me.” 

“Perhaps he guesses who J am?” 

“* No, for he asked to see you.” 

“J am sure he must have suspicions.” 

“Tn that case nothing is more easy, and I thank God 
for pointing out our path so plainly. 'The village is de- 
serted, the wretch is alone. I saw a poniard in his belt, 
but I have a knife in mine.” 

“One moment, Remy; I do not ask the life of that 
wretch of you, but before you kill him, let us find out 
what he wants of us; perhaps we may make his evil in- 
tentions useful. How did he represent himself to you, 
Remy?” 

“As the steward of M. du Bouchage, madame.” 

“You see he lies; therefore, he has some reason for 
lying. Let us find out his intentions, and conceal our 
own.” 

“T will act as you wish, madame.” 

“ What does he ask now?” 

“To accompany us.” 

“In what character?” 

“ As the count’s steward.” 

“Tell him I accept.” 

“Oh! madame.” 

“ Add that I am thinking of going to England, where I 
have relations, but have not quite decided; lie like him, 
Remy; to conquer we must fight with equal arms.” 

“ But he will see you?” 

“T will wear my mask. Beside, I suspect he knows me.” 

“Then, if he knows you, there must be a snare.” 

“ Let us pretend to fall into it.” 

“ Bat 

“ What do you fear, we can but die? Are you not ready 
to die for the accomplishment of our vow?” 

“Yes, but not to die without vengeance.” 

* Remy,” cried Diana, her eyes sparkling with wild ex- 
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citement, “be easy, we will be revenged; you on the serv: 
ant, and I on the master.” 

“‘ Well, madame, then, so be it.” 

' And Remy went down, but still hesitating. 

The brave young man had, at the sight of Aurilly, felt, 
in spite of himself, that nervous shudder that one feels at 
the sight of a reptile; he wished to kill him because he 
feared him. But as he went down, his resoiution returned, 
and he determined, in spite of Diana’s opinion, to interro- 
gate Aurilly—to confound him, and if he discovered that 
he had any evil intentions, to kill him on the spot. 

Aurilly waited for him impatiently. Remy advanced 
armed with an unshakable resolution, but his words were 
quiet and calm. 

“Monsieur,” said he, “my mistress cannot accept your 
proposal.” 

“ And why not?” 

“ Because you are not the steward of M. du Bouchage.” 

Aurilly grew pale. “ Who told you so?” said he. 

“No one; but M. du Bouchage, when he left, recom- 
mended to my care the person whom I accompany, and 
never spoke of you.” 

“ He only saw me after he left you.” 

“ Falsehoods, monsieur ; falsehoods.” 

Aurilly drew himself up—Remy looked like an old man. 

“You speak in a singular tone, my good man,” said he, 
frowning ; “take care, you are old, and I am young; you 
are feeble, and I am strong.” 

Remy smiled, but did not reply. 

“Tf I wished ill to you or your mistress,’ continued Au- 
rilly, “I have but to raise my hand.” 

“Oh!” said Remy, “ perhaps I was wrong, and you wish 
to do her good.” 

“ Certainly I do.” 

* Explain to me then what you desire.” 

“My friend, I will make your fortune at once, if you 
will serve me.” 

“ And if not?” 

“In that case, as you speak frankly, I will reply as 
frankly, that I will kill you; I have full power to do so.” 
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* Kill me!” said Remy. “ But if I am to serve you, I 
must know your projects.” 

“ Well, you have guessed rightly, my good man ; I do not 
belong to the Comte du Bouchage.” 

“ Ah! and to whom do you belong? ” 

“To a more powerful lord.” 

“Take care; you are lying again.” 

“ Why so?” 

“There are not many people above ihe house of Joy- 
euse.” 

“ Not that of France?” 

“Oh! oh!” 

“And see how they pay,” said Aurilly, sliding into 
Remy’s hand one of the rouleaux of gold. 

Remy shuddered and took a step back, but controlling 
himself, said: 

“You serve the king?” 

** No, but his brother, the Duc d’Anjou.” 

“Oh! very well! I am the duke’s most humble serv- 
ant.” 

“ That is excellent.” 

“ But what does monseigneur want?” 

“ Monseigneur,” said Aurilly, trying again to slip the 
gold into Remy’s hand, “is in love with your mistress.” 
“ He knows her, then?” 
** He has seen her.” 
“ Seen her! when?” 
“This evening.” 
“ Tmpossible; she has not left her room.” 
“ No, but the prince, by his conduct, has shown that he 
really in love.” 
“Why, what did he do?” 
“Took a ladder and climbed to the balcony.” 
“ Ah! he did that?” 
“ Yes, and it seems she is very beautiful.” 
“Then you have not seen her?” 
“No; but from what he said I much wish to do go, if 
only to judge of the exaggeration of his love. Thus, then, 
it is agreed; you will aid me?” and he again offered him 
the gold, 
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“ Certainly I will, but I must know what part I am to 
play,” said Remy, repulsing his hand. 

“ First tell me is the lady the mistress of M. du Bou- 
chage, or of his brother? ” 

The blood mounted to Remy’s face. 

“ Of neither,” said he; “ the lady up-stairs has no lover.” 

“No lover! But then she is a wonder; morbleu! a 
woman who has no lover! we have found the philosopher’s 

stone.” 

“Then,” said Remy, “what does M. le Duc d’Anjou 
want my mistress to do?” 

“ He wants her to come to Chateau-Thierry, where he is 
going at his utmost speed.” 

“This is, upon my word, a passion very quickly con- 
ceived.” 

“That is like monseigneur.” 

“T only see one difficulty,” said Remy. 

“ What is that?” 

“That my mistress is about to embark for England.” 

“ Diable! this, then, is where you must try to aid me.” 

“ce How ? 39 

“ By persuading her to go in an opposite direction.” 

“You do not know my mistress, monseigneur ; she is not 
easily persuaded. Besides, even if she were persuaded to 
go to Chateau-Thierry instead of England, do you think 
she would yield to the prince? ” 

“ Why not? ” 

“She does not love the duke.” 

“ Bah! not love a prince of the blood.” 

“ But if monseigneur the Duc d’Anjou suspects my mis- 
tress of loving M. du Bouchage, or M. de Joyeuse, how 
did he come to think of carrying her off from him she 
loved ? ” 

“My good man,” said Aurilly, “ you have trivial ideas, 
and I fear we shall never understand each other; I have 
preferred kindness to violence, but if you force me to 
change my plans, well! I will change them.” 

* What will you do?” 

“T told you I had full powers from the duke to kill you 
and carry off the lady.” 


THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 367 


* And you believe you could do it with impunity?” 

“T believe all my master tells me to believe. Come, 
will you persuade your mistress to come to France?” 

“T will try, but I can answer for nothing.” 

“And when shall I have the answer? ” 

“T will go up at once and see what I can do.” 

“Well, go up; I will wait. But one last word; you 
know that your fortune and life hang on your answer.” 

“<7 know it:” 

“That will do; I will go and get the horses ready.” 

“Do not be in too great a hurry.” 

“Bah! I am sure of the answer; no one is cruel to a 
prince.” 

“T fancied that happened sometimes.” 

“ Yes, but very rarely.” 

While Remy went up, Aurilly proceeded to the stables 
without feeling any doubt as to the result. 

“Well!” said Diana, on seeing Remy. 

“ Well, madame, the duke has seen you.” 

ce And : 

* And he says he loves you.” 

“Loves me! but you are mad, Remy.” 

“No; I tell you that he—that man—that wretch, Au- 
lly, told me so.” 

“ But, then, he recognized me?” 

“Tf he had, do you think that Aurilly would have dared 
to present himself and talk to you of love in the prince’s 
name? No, he did not recognize you.” 

“Yes, you must be right, Remy. So many things have 
passed during six years through that infernal brain, that 
he has forgotten me. Let us follow this man.” 

“ But this man will recognize you.” 

“ Why should his memory be better than his master’s? ” 

“Oh! it is his business to remember, while it is the 
duke’s to forget. How could he live if he did not forget ? 
But Aurilly will not have forgotten; he will recognize 
you, and will denounce you as an avenging shade.” 

“Remy, I thought I told you I had a mask, and that you 
told me you had a knife.” 

“Tt ig true, madame; and I begin to think that God is 
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assisting us to punish the wicked.” Then, calling Aurilly 
from the top of the staircase, “ Monsieur,” said he. 

“Well!” replied Aurilly. 

“My mistress thanks M. du Bouchage for having pro- 
vided thus for her safety, and accepts with gratitude your 
obliging offer.” 

“Tt is well,” said Aurilly, “ the horses are ready.” 

“ Come, madame, come,” said Remy, offering his arm to 
Diana. 

Aurilly waited at the bottom of the staircase, lantern in 
hand, all anxiety to see the lady. 

“ Diable! ”” murmured he, “she has a mask. But be- 
tween this and Chateau-Thierry the silk cords will be 
worn out or cut.” 


CHAPTER LXXVI. 
THE JOURNEY. 


Tuey set off. Aurilly affected the most perfect equality 
with Remy, and showed to Diana the greatest respect. But 
this respect was very interested. Indeed, to hold the stir- 
rup of a woman when she mounts or dismounts, to watch 
each of her movements with solicitude, to let slip no occa- 
sion of picking up her glove, is the réle either of a lover, a 
servant, or a spy. In touching Diana’s glove Aurilly saw 
her hand, in clasping her cloak he peeped under her mask, 
and always did his utmost to see that face which the duke 
had not been able to recognize, but which he doubted not 
he should be able to. But Aurilly had to deal with one as 
skilful as himself; Remy claimed to perform his ordinary 
services to Diana, and seemed jealous of Aurilly, while 
Diana herself, without appearing to have any suspicions, 
begged Aurilly not to interfere with the services which her 
old attendant was accustomed to render to her. Aurilly 
was then reduced to hoping for rain or sun to make her re- 
move her mask; but neither rain nor sun had any effect, 
and whenever they stopped Diana took her meals in her 
own room. Aurilly tried to look through the keyholes, but 
Diana always sat with her back to the door. He tried to 
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peep through the windows, but there were always thick 
curtains drawn, or if none were there, cloaks were hung up 
to supply their place. Neither questions, nor attempts ai 
corruption, succeeded with Remy, who always declared 
that his mistress’s will was his. 

“ But these precautions are, then, taken only on my ac- 
count?” said Aurilly. 

“No, for everybody.” 

“But M. d’Anjou saw her; she was not hidden then.” 

“Pure chance; but it is just because he did see her that 
she is more careful than ever.” 

Days passed on, and they were nearing their destination, 
but Aurilly’s curiosity had not been gratified. Already 
Picardy appeared to the eyes of the travelers. 

Aurilly began to lose patience, and the bad passions of 
his nature to gain the ascendant. He began to suspect 
some secret under all this mystery. One day he remained 
a little behind with Remy, and renewed his attempts at 
seduction, which Remy repulsed as usual. 

“ But,” said Aurilly, “some day or other I must see your 
mistress.” 

“ Doubtless,” said Remy; “but that will be when she 
likes, and not when you like.” 

“ But if I employ force.” 

“Try,” said Remy, while a lightning glance, which he 
could not repress, shot from his eyes. 

Aurilly tried to laugh. “ What a fool I am!” said he; 
“ what does it matter to me who she is? She is the same 
person whom the duke saw.” 

“ Certainly.” 

“ And whom he told me to bring to Chateau-Thierry.” 

(T9 Messe” 

“ Well! that is all that is necessary. It is not I who am 
in love with her, it is monseigneur ; and provided that you 
do not seek to escape or fly is 

“Do we appear to wish to do so?” 

ce INO 

“And she so little desires to do so, that were you not 
here we should continue our way to Chateau-Thierry ; if 
the duke wishes to see us, we wish also to see him.” 
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“That is capital,” said Aurilly. “ Would your mistress 
like to rest here a little while? ” continued he, pointing to 
av hotel on the road. 

“ You know,” said Remy, “ that my mistress never stops 
but in towns.” 

“Well, I, who have made no such vow, will stop here a 
moment; ride on, and I will follow.” 

Remy rejoined Diana. 

“ What was he saying?” asked she. 

“He expressed his constant desire——” 

“To see me?” 

(<9 Yes.”’ 

Diana smiled. 

“ He is furious,” continued Remy. 

“ He shall not see me; of that I am determined.” 

“ But once we are at Chateau-Thierry, must he not see 
your face?” 

“What matter, if the discovery come too late? Besides, 
the duke did not recognize me.” 

“No, but his follower will. All these mysteries which 
have so annoyed Aurilly for eight days had not existed for 
the prince; they had not excited his curiosity or awakened 
his souvenirs, while for a week Aurilly has been seeking, 
imagining, suspecting. Your face will strike on a memory 
fully awakened, and he will know you at once.” 

At this moment they were interrupted by Aurilly, who 
had taken a cross-road and come suddenly upon them, in 
the hope of surprising some words of their conversation. 
The sudden silence which followed his arrival proved to 
him that he was in the way, and he therefore rode behind 
them. 

He instinctively feared something, as Remy had said, 
but his floating conjectures never for an instant ap- 
proached the truth. From this moment his plans were 
fixed, and in order to execute them the better he changed 
his conduct, and showed himself the most accommodating 
and joyous companion possible during the rest of the day. 

Remy remarked this change not without anxiety. 

The next day they started early, and at noon wero 
forced to stop to rest the horses. At two o’clock they set 
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off again, and went on without stopping until four. A 
great forest, that of La Fére, was visible in the distance ; 
it had the somber and mysterious aspect of our northern 
forests, so imposing to southern natures, to whom, beyond 
all things, heat and sunshine are necessary; but it was 
nothing to Remy and Diana, who were accustomed to the 
thick woods of Anjou and Sologne. It might have been 
about six o’clock in the evening when they entered the 
forest, and after half an hour’s journey the sun began to 
go down. A high wind whirled about the leaves -and 
carried them toward a lake, along the shore of which the 
travelers were journeying. Diana rode in the middle, 
Aurilly on the right, and Remy on the left. No other 
human being was visible under the somber arches of the 
trees. 

From the long extent of the road, one might have 
thought it one of those enchanted forests, under whose 
shade nothing can live, had it not been for the hoarse howl- 
ing of the wolves waking up at the approach of night. All 
at once Diana felt that her saddle, which had been put on 
by Aurilly, was slipping. She called Remy, who jumped 
down, and began to tighten the girths. At this moment 
Aurilly approached Diana, and while she was occupied, cut 
the strings of silk which fastened her mask. Before she 
had divined the movement, or had time to put up her hand, 
Aurilly seized the mask, and looked full at her. The eyes 
of these two people met with a look so terrible, that no one 
could have said which looked most pale and menacing. 
Aurilly let the mask and his dagger fall, and clasping his 
hands, cried, “ Heavens and earth! Madame de Mon- 
soreau ! ” 

“Tt is a name which you shall repeat no more,” cried 
Remy, seizing him by the girdle, and dragging him from 
his horse. Both rolled on the ground together, and Aurilly 
stretched out his hand to reach his dagger. 

“No, Aurilly, no,” said Remy, placing his knee on his 
breast. 

“Te Haudoin!” cried Aurilly; “oh, I am a dead 


man!” 
“That is not yet true, but will be in a moment,” cried 
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Remy; and drawing his knife, he plunged the whole blade 
into the throat of the musician. 

Diana, with haggard eyes, half turned on her saddle, 
and leaning on the pommel, shuddering, but pitiless, had 
not turned her head away from this terrible spectacle. 
However, when she saw the blood spirt out from the wound, 
she fell from her horse as though she were dead. 

Remy did not oceupy himself with her at that terrible 
moment, but searched Aurilly, took from him the two 
rouleaux of gold, then tied a stone to the neck of the 
corpse, and threw it into the lake. He then washed his 
hands in the water, took in his arms Diana, who was still 
unconscious, and placed her again on her horse. That of 
Aurilly, frightened by the howling of the wolves, which 
began to draw nearer, had fled into the woods. 

When Diana recovered herself, she and Remy, without 
exchanging a single word, continued their route toward 
Chateau-Thierry. 


CHAPTER LXXVII. 


HOW KING HENRI III. DID NOT INVITE CRILLON TO BREAK- 
FAST, AND HOW CHICOT INVITED HIMSELF. 


Tue day after the events that we have just related had 
taken place in the forest of La Fére, the King of France 
left his bath at about nine in the morning. His valet-de- 
chambre, after having rolled him in a blanket of fine wool, 
and sponged him with that thick Persian wadding which 
looks like the fleece of a sheep, had given him over to the 
barbers and dressers, who in their turn gave place to the 
perfumers and courtiers. When these last were gone, the 
king sent for his maitre d’hdétel, and ordered something 
more than his ordinary bouillon, as he felt hungry that 
morning. This good news spread joy throughout the 
Louvre, and the smell of the viands was already beginning 
to be perceptible, when Crillon, colonel of the French 
guards, entered to take his majesty’s orders. 

“Ma foi, my good Crillon,” said the king, “ watch as 
you please over my safety, but do not force me to play the 
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king. I am quite joyful and gay this morning, and feel as 
if I weighed but an ounce, and could fly away. I am 
hungry, Crillon; do you understand that, my friend?” 

“T understand it very well, sire, for I am very hungry 
myself.” 

“Oh! you, Crillon,” said the king, laughing, “are al- 
ways hungry.” 

“Not always, sire; your majesty exaggerates—only 
three times a day.” 

“ And I about once a year, when I receive good news.” 

“Harnibleu! it appears that you have received good 
news, sire? So much the better, for they become every 
day more rare.” 

“ Not at all, Crillon; but you know the proverb.” 

“ Ah! yes—‘ no news are good news.’ I do not trust to 
proverbs, and above all to that one. ‘You have no news 
from Navarre then?” 

“ None—a proof that there is nothing to tell.” 

“ And from Flanders?” 

“ Nothing.” 

“ A proof that they are fighting. And from Paris?” 

“ Nothing.” 

“ A proof that they are plotting.” 

* But, Crillon, I believe I am going to have a child, for 
the queen dreamed so last night.” 

“ Well! I am happy to hear that your majesty is hungry 
this morning. Adieu, sire.” 

“Go, my good Crillon.” 

“ Harnibleu! sire, since your majesty is so hungry, you 
ought to invite me to breakfast with you.” 

“ Why so, Crillon? ” 

“Because they say your majesty lives on air, and the 
air of the times is very bad. Now I should have been 
happy to be able to say, ‘These are all pure calumnies; 
the king eats like every one else.’ ” 

“No, Crillon, no; let me believe as they do. I do not 
wish to eat like a simple mortal. Remember this, Crillon 
—a king ought always to remain poetical, and only show 
himself in a noble position. Thus, for example, do you 
remember Alexander ? ” 
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“What Alexander?” 

“‘ Alexander Magnus. Ah! you do not know Latin, I re- 
member. Well, King Alexander loved to bathe before his 
soldiers, because he was so well made, handsome, and 
plump, that they compared him to Apollo and even to 
Antinous.” 

“Oh! oh! sire, you would be devilishly in the wrong to 
bathe before yours, for you are very thin, my poor king.” 

“Brave Crillon, go,” said Henri, striking him on the 
shoulder; “ you are an excellent fellow, and do not flatter 
me; you are no courtier, my old friend.” 

“That is why you do not invite me to breakfast,” re- 
plied Crillon, laughing good-humoredly, and taking his 
leave quite contentedly, for the tap on the shoulder con- 
soled him for not getting the breakfast. 

When he was gone, the breakfast was laid at once. The 
maitre d’hdtel had surpassed himself. 

A certain partridge soup, with a purée of truffles and 
chestnuts, attracted the king’s attention, after he had 
eaten some fine oysters. Thus the ordinary broth, that 
faithful old friend of the king’s, implored vainly from its 
golden basin; it attracted no attention. The king began 
to attack the partridge soup, and was at his fourth mouth- 
ful, when a light step near him made the floor creak, and 
a well-known voice behind him said sharply, “ A plate!” 

The king turned. “ Chicot!” cried he. 

“ Himself.” 

And Chicot, falling at once into his old habits, sat down 
in a chair, took a plate and a fork, and began on the 
oysters, picking out the finest, without saying a word. 

“You here! you returned!” cried Henri. 

“Hush!” said Chicot, with his mouth full; and he 
drew the soup toward him. 

“Stop, Chicot! that is my dish.” 

Chicot divided it equally, and gave the king back half. 
Then he poured himself out some wine, passed from the 
soup to a paté made of tunny fish, then to stuffed erab, 
swallowed as a finish the royal broth, then, with a great 
sigh, said : 

*T can eat no more.” 
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“Par la mordieu! I hope not, Chicot.” 

“Ah! good morning, my king. How are you? You 
seem to me very gay this morning.” 

* Am I not, Chicot? ” 

“ You have quite a color; is it your own?” 

* Parbleu! ” 

“T compliment you on it.” 

“The fact is, I feel very well this morning.” 

“T am very glad of it. But have you no little tit-bits 
left for breakfast ? ” 

“Here are cherries preserved by the ladies of Mont- 
martre.” 

“They are too sweet.” 

* Nuts stuffed with raisins.” 

“ Bah! they have left the stones in the raisins.” 

“You are not content with anything.” 

“ Well! really, on my word, everything degenerates, even 
cooking, and you begin to live very badly at your court.” 

“Do they live better at that of the King of Navarre?” 

* Well—I do not say no.” 

“Then there must be great changes.” 

* Ah! you do not know how right you are.” 

“Tell me about your journey! that will amuse me.” 

“ Willingly ; that is what I came for. Where shall I be- 

ae 

“ At the beginning. How did you make your journey ?” 

“Oh! delightfully.” 

“And met with no disagreeable adventures—no bad 
company ? ” 

“Oh! who would dream of annoying an ambassador of 
his most Christian majesty? You calumniate your sub- 
jects, my son.” 

“T asked,” said the king, flattered by the tranquillity 
that reigned in his kingdom, “ because you had no official 
character, and might have run some risk.” 

“T tell you, Henriquet, that you have the most charm- 
ing kingdom in the world. Travelers are nourished gratis ; 
they are sheltered for the love of God; they walk on 
flowers; and as for the wheel ruts, they are carpeted with 
velvet and fringed with gold. It is incredible, but true.” 
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“Then you are content?” 

“ Enchanted.” 

“Yes, yes; my police is well organized.” 

“ Marvelously ; I must do them justice.” 

“ And the road is safe?” 

“ As that of Paradise.” 

“ Chicot, we are returning to Virgil.” 

“To what part?” 

“To the Bucolics. ‘O fortunatos nimium!’” 

“Ah! very well; but why this exception in favor of 
plowmen ? ” 

“ Alas! because it is not the same in towns.” 

“The fact is, Henri, that the towns are the centers of 
corruption.” 

“Judge of it. You go 500 leagues without accident, 
while I go only to Vincennes, three-fourths of a league, 
and. narrowly escape assassination by the way.” 

“Oh! bah!” 

“JT will tell you about it, my friend; I am having it 
written. Without my Forty-five Guardsmen I should 
have been a dead man.” 

“Truly! where did ‘t take place?” 

“You mean, where was it to have taken place? ” 

ce Yes.” 

* At Bel-Esbat.” 

“ Near the convent of our friend Gorenflot.” 

* Just so.” 

“And how did he behave under the circumstances? ” 

“ Wonderfully, as usual. Chicot, I do not know if he 
had heard any rumor; but instead of snoring in bed, he 
was up in his balcony, while all his convent kept the 
road.” 

“And he did nothing else? ” 

“Who?” 

“Dom Modeste.” 

“He blessed me with a majesty peculiar to himself, 
Chicot.” 

“ And his monks?” 

“ They cried ‘ Vive le Roi!’ tremendously.” 

*‘ And were they not armed?” 
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“They were completely armed, which was a wonderful 
piece of thoughtfulness on the part of the worthy prior; 
and yet this man has said nothing, and asked for nothing. 
He did not come the next day, like D’Epernon, to search 
my pockets, crying, ‘ Sire, something for having saved the 
king.’ ” 

“Oh! as for that, he is incapable of it; besides, his 
hands would not go into your pockets.” 

“ Chicot, no jests about Dom Modeste; he is one of the 
greatest men of my reign; and I declare that on the first 
opportunity I will give him a bishopric.” 

“ And you will do well, my king.” 

“Remark one thing, Chicot, that a great man from the 
ranks of the people is complete; we gentlemen, you see, in- 
herit in our blood certain vices and virtues. Thus, the 
Valois are cunning and subtle, brave but idle; the Lor- 
raines are ambitious, greedy, and intriguing; the Bour- 
bons are sensual, without ideas, force, or will. Look at 
Henri: when nature, on the contrary, draws a great man 
from among the people, like Gorenflot, he is complete.” 

“You think so?” 

“Yes; learned, modest, cunning, and brave, you could 
make of him what you liked—minister, general, or pope.” 

“Pray stop, sire. If the brave man heard you he would 
burst his skin, for, in spite of what you say, Dom Modeste 
is very vain.” 

“You are jealous, Chicot.” 

“JT! Heaven forbid! Jealous!” 

“JT am but just; noble blood does not blind me. ‘ Stem- 
mata quid faciunt?’” 

“Bravo! and you say, then, Henri, that you were nearly 
assassinated ? ” 

ce Yes 

“ By whom?” 

“ By the League, mordieu! ” 

“ How does the League get on?” 

“ Just the same.” 

“ Which means that it grows daily.” 

“Oh! political bodies never live which grow big too 
young. They are like children, Chicot.” 
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“Then you are content, my son?” 

“ Nearly so.” 

“ You are happy?” 

“ Yes, Chicot, and I am very glad to see you return.” 

“< Habemus consulem facetum,’ as Cato said.” 

“ You bring good news, do you not?” 

“JT should think so.” 

“ You keep me in suspense.” 

“ Where shall I begin?” 

“T have already said, from the beginning, but you 
always wander from the point. You say that the journey 
was good?” 

“ You see I have returned whole.” 

“Yes; then Jet me hear of your arrival in Navarre. 
What was Henri doing when you arrived? ” 

“ Making love.” 

“To Margot?” 

“Oh! no.” 

“It would have astonished me if it had been so; he is 
always unfaithful to his wife—the rascal! Unfaithful 
to a daughter of France! Luckily, she pays him back. 
And when you arrived, what was the name of Margot’s 
rival?” 

“ Fosseuse.”” 

“A Montmorency. Come, that is not so bad for a bear 
of Béarn. They spoke here of a peasant, a gardener’s 
daughter.” ; 

“Oh! that is very old.” 

“Then he is faithless to Margot?” 

“ As much as possible.” 

“ And she is furious?” 

“ Enraged.” 

* And she revenges herself?” 

“JT believe so.” 

Henri rubbed his hands joyfully. ) 

“ What will she do?” cried he. “ Will she move heaven 
and earth—bring Spain on Navarre—Artois and Flanders 
on Spain? Will she call in her little brother Henriquet 
against her husband Henri?” 

“Tt is possible.” 
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“You saw her?” 

(<3 Wa” 

“Then they execrate each other?” 

““T believe that in their hearts they do not adore each 
other.” 

“ But in appearance? ” 

“They are the best of friends in the world.” 

“Yes, but some fine morning some new love will embroil 
them completely.” 

“Well! this new love has come.” 

(73 Bah ! PP) 

“Yes, on my honor; but shall I tell you what I fear?” 

ce Wes 

“ That this new love, instead of embroiling, will recon- 
cile them.” 

“ Then there is a new love, really?” 

“ Oh! mon Dieu! yes.” 

* Of Henri’s? ” 

“Of: Henri's.” 

“ For whom?” 

“You wish to know all, do you not?” 

“ Yes, Chicot; tell me all about it.” 

“ Well, my son, then I must go back to the beginning.” 

“ Go back, but be quick.” 

“ You wrote a letter to the Béarnais? ” 

“Well?” 

‘And. 1 read ,it.” 

“ What do you think of it?” 

“That if it was not delicate, at least it was cunning.” 

“Tt ought to have embroiled them?” 

“ Yes, if Henri and Margot had been an ordinary, com- 
monplace couple.” 

“ What do you mean?” 

“JT mean that Henri is no fool.” 

“ce Oh ! 2 

“ And that he guessed.” 

“ Guessed what?” 

“That you wished to make him quarrel with his wife.” 

“That was clear.” 
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“Yes; but what was less clear was your object in doing 
“ Ah! diable! the object a 

“ Yes, this Bésrnais thought your aim was to make him 
quarrel with his wife, that you might not have to pay her 
dowry.” 

ce Oh ! 9 

“Mon Dieu, yes; that is what got into the head of that 
devil of a Béarnais.” 

“Go on, Chicot,” said the king, beginning to look an- 
noyed. 

“Well! scarcely had he guessed that, than he became 
what you look now, sad and melancholy: so much so, that 
he hardly thought of Fosseuse.” 

ce Bah ! 29 

“Yes, really, and then he conceived that other love I 
told you of.” 

“But this man is a Turk—a Pagan. And what did 
Margot say?” 

“This time, my son, you will be astonished. Margot was 
delighted.” 

“ But what is the name of this new mistress ? ” 

“Oh! she is a beautiful and strong person, capable of 
defending herself if she is attacked.” 

“ And did she defend herself? ” 

* Oh yes!” 

“So that Henri was repulsed?” . 

Ab firet?? 

“ And afterward ? ” 

“Oh! Henri is persevering, and he returned to the 
charge.” 

“So that?” 

“So that he won her.” 

“ce How? 39 

“ By petards.” 

“What the devil are you talking about?” 

“The truth.” 

“Petards! Who is this belle that is taken with petards? ” 

“Tt is Mademoiselle Cahors.” 

“ Mademoiselle Cahors!” 
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“Yes, a large and beautiful girl, who has one foot on 
the Got, and the other on the hills, and whose guardian is, 
or rather was, M. de Vesin, a brave gentlemen of my ac- 
quaintance ” 

“Mordieu!” cried Henri, furiously, “my city! he has 
taken my city.” 

“Why, you see, Henri, you would not give it to him, and 
he was obliged to take it. But, apropos, here is a letter 
that he asked me to deliver into your own hand.” 

And Chicot. drawing out a letter, gave it to the king. 
It was the one Henri had written after taking Cahors, and 
it finished with these words: “Quod mihi dixisti profuit 
multum, cognosco meos devotos; nosce tuos; Chicotus 
cetera expediet.” 

Which meant, “ What you told me was very useful; I 
know my friends; know yours. Chicot will tell you the 
rest.” 


CHAPTER LXXVIII. 


HOW, AFTER RECEIVING NEWS FROM THE SOUTH, HENRI 
RECEIVED NEWS FROM THE NORTH. 


THE king, highly exasperated, could hardly read the 
letter which Chicot gave to him. While he deciphered the 
Latin with every sign of impatience, Chicot, before a 
great Venetian mirror, which hung over a gilt table, was 
admiring the infinite grace of his own person under his 
military dress. 

“Oh! I am betrayed,’ cried Henri, when he had 
finished the letter; “ the Béarnais had a plan, and I never 
suspected it.” 

“My son,” said Chicot, “you know the proverb, ‘ Still 
waters run deepest ’?” 

“Go to the devil with your proverbs.” 

Chicot went to the door as if to obey. 

“No, remain.” 

Chicot stopped. 

“Cahors taken!” continued Henri. 
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“Yes, and very well done too.” 

“Then he has generals and engineers ? ” 

“No, he is too poor for that; he could not pay them; 
he does it all himself.” 

“He fight!” said Henri, disdainfully. 

“T do not say that he rushes into it with enthusiasm ; 
no, he resembles those people who try the water before they 
bathe; he just dips the ends of his fingers with a little 
shudder, which augurs badly, then his breast; all this takes 
him about ten minutes, and then he rushes into action, 
and through fire, like a salamander.” 

“ Diable! ” 

“ And I assure you, Henri, the fire was hot there.” 

The king rose and walked up and down the room. 

“Here is a misfortune for me,” cried he; “they will 
laugh at it: they will sing about it. Mordieu! it is lucky 
I thought of sending the promised aid to Antwerp; Ant- 
werp will compensate for Cahors; the north will blot out 
the south.” 

“Amen!” said Chicct, plunging his hands into the 
king’s sweetmeat-box to finish his dessert. 

At this moment the door opened, and the usher an- 
nounced “ M. le Comte du Bouchage.” 

“Ah!” cried Henri, “I told you so; here are news. 
Enter, comte, enter.” 

The usher opened the door, and Henry du Bouchage 
entered slowly and bent a knee to the king. 

“Still pale and sad,” said the king. ‘“ Come, friend, 
take a holiday air for a little while, and do not tell me 
good news with a doleful face ; speak quickly, Du Bouchage, 
for I want to hear. You come from Flanders?” 

“ Yes, sire.” 

“ And quickly? ” 

“As quickly, sire, as a man can ride.” 

“You are welcome. And now, what of Antwerp?” 

“Antwerp belongs to the Prince of Orange.” 

“To the Prince of Orange! ” 

“Yes, to William.” 

“But did not my brother attack Antwerp?” 

“Yes. sire; but now he is traveling to Chateau-Thierry.” 
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“He has left: the army?” 

“ Sire, there is no longer an army.” 

“Oh!” cried the king, sinking back in his armchair, 
“but Joyeuse——” 

“Sire, my brother after having done wonders with 
his sailors, after having conducted the whole of the re- 
treat, rallied the few men who escaped the disaster, and 
sent me home with an escort for M. le Duc d’Anjou.” 

“A defeat!” murmured the king. But all at once, 
with a strange look, “Then Flanders is lost to my 
brother?” 

“* Absolutely, sire.” 

“Without hope?” 

“1 fear so, sire.” 

The clouds gradually cleared from the king’s brow. 

“That poor Francois,” said he, smiling; “ he is unlucky 
in his search for a crown. He missed that of Navarre, 
he has stretched out his hand for that of England, and 
has touched that of Flanders; I would wager, Du Bou- 
chage, that he will never reign, although he desires it so 
much. And how many prisoners were taken?” 

“ About two thousand.” 

“How many killed?” 

“ At least as many; and among them M. de St. Aignan.” 

“What! Poor St. Aignan dead!” 

“ Drowned.” 

“Drowned! Did you throw yourselves into the 
Scheldt ? ” 

“No, the Scheldt threw itself upon us.” 

The comte then gave the king a description of the battle, 
and of the inundations. Henri listened silently. When 
the recital was over, he rose, and kneeling down on his 
prie-dieu, said some prayers, and then returned with a 
perfectly calm face. 

“Well,” said he, “I trust I bear things like a king; 
and you, comte, since your brother is saved, like mine, 
thank God, and smile a iittle.” 

“ Sire, I am at your orders.” 

“What do you ask as payment for your services, Du 
Bouchage ? ” 
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“ Sire, I have rendered no service.” 

“T dispute that; but at least your brother has.” 

“Tmmense, sire.” 

“ He has saved the army, you say, or rather, its rem- 
nants?” 

“ There is not a man left who does not say that he owes 
his life to my brother.” 

“Well! Du Bouchage, my will is to extend my benefits 
to both, and I only imitate in that Him who made you 
both rich, brave, and handsome; besides, I should imitate 
those great politicians who always reward the bearers of 
bad news.” 

“Oh!” said Chicot, “I have known men hung for 
bringing bad news.” 

“That is possible,” said the king; “ but remember the 
senate that thanked Varron.” 

“You cite wepublicans, Valois; misfortune makes you 
humble.” 

“ Come, Du Bouchage, what will you have—what would 
you like?” 

“ Since your majesty does me the honor to speak to me 
so kindly, I will dare to profit by your goodness. I am 
tired of life, sire, and yet have a repugnance to shortening 
it myself, for God forbids it, and all the subterfuges that 
a man of honor employs in such a case are mortal sins. To 
get one’s self killed in battle or to let one’s self die of 
hunger are only different forms of suicide. I renounce the 
idea, therefore, of dying before the term which God has 
fixed for my life, and yet the world fatigues me, and I 
must leave it.” 

“My friend!” said the king. 

Chicot looked with interest at the young man, so beau- 
tiful, so brave, so rich, and yet speaking in this despond- 
ing tone. 

“Sire,” continued the comte, “everything that has 
happened to me for some time has strengthened my resolu- 
tion. I wish to throw myself into the arms of God, who 
is the sovereign cor&oler of the afflicted, as He is of the 
happy. Deign, then, sire, to facilitate my entrance into 
a religious life, for my heart is sad unto death.” 
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The king was moved at this doleful request. 

“ Ah! I understand,” said he; “ you wish to become a 
monk, but you fear the probation.” 

“JT do not fear the austerites, sire, but the time they 
leave one in indecision. It is not to soften my life, nor to 
spare my body any physical suffering, or my mind any 
moral privation, but it is to pass at once from this world 
to the grating which separates me from it, and which one 
generally attains so slowly.” 

“ Poor boy!” said the king. “I think he will make a 
good preacher; will he not, Chicot?” 

Chicot did not reply. Du Bouchage continued. 

“ You see, sire, that it is with my own family that the 
struggle will take place, and with my relations that I 
shall meet with the greatest opposition. My, brother, the 
cardinal, at once so good and so worldly, will find a thou- 
sand reasons to persuade me against it. At Rome your 
majesty is all-powerful; you have asked me what I wish for, 
and promised to grant it; my wish is this, obtain from 
Rome an authority that my novitiate be dispensed with.” 

The king rose smiling, and taking the comte’s hand, 
said— 

“J will do what you ask, my son. You wish to serve 
God, and you are right; He is a better master than I am. 
You have my promise, dear comte.” 

“You majesty overwhelms me with joy,” cried the 
young man, kissing Henri’s hand as though he had made 
him duke, peer, or marshal of France. “Then it is 
settled ? ” 

“On my word as a king and a gentleman.” 

‘Something like a smile passed over the lips of Du 
Bouchage ; he bowed respectfully to the king and took leave. 
“What a happy young man,” said Henri. 

“Oh!” said Chicot, “ you need not envy him; he is not 
more doleful than yourself.” 

“ But, Chicot, he is going to give himself up to religion.” 

«“ And who the devil prevents you from doing the same? 
I know a cardinal who will give all necessary aid, and he 
has more interest at Rome than you have; do you not know 
him? J mean the Cardinal de Guise.” 


25 
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“ Chicot!” 

“And if the tonsure disquiets you, for it is rather a 
delicate operation, the prettiest hands and the prettiest 
scissors—golden scissors, ma foi!—will give you this 
precious symbol, which would raise to three the number of 
the crowns you have worn, and will justify the device, 
‘Manet ultima ccelo.’” 

“ Pretty hands, do you say?” 

“Yes, do you iwean to abuse the hands of Madame de 
Montpensier? How severe you are upon your subjects.” 

The king frowned, and passed over his eyes a hand as 
white as those spoken of, but more trembling. 

“Well!” said Chicot, “let us leave that, for I see that 
the conversation does not please you, and let us return to 
subjects that interest me personally.” 

‘The king made a gesture, half indifferent, half approy- 
ing. 

“ Have you heard, Henri,” continued Chicot, “ whether 
those Joyeuses carried off any woman?” 

“ Not that I know of.” 

“Have they burned anything?” 

“What?” 

* How should I know what a great lord burns to amuse 
himself; the house of some poor devil, perhaps.” 

“ Are you mad, Chicot? Bury a house for amusement 
in my city of Paris!” 

“ Oh! why not?” 

‘\Chicotit” 

“Then they have done nothing that you know of?” 

“ Ma foi, no.” 

“Oh! so much the better,” said Chicot, drawing a long 
breath like a man much relieved. 

“To you know one thing, Chicot?” said Henri. 

“No, I do not.” 

“Tt is that you have become wicked.” 

“ If ? 2) 

“Yes, you.” 

“My sojourn in the tomb had sweetened me, brt your 
presence, great king, has destroyed the effect.” 

“You become insupportable, Chicot; and I now at- 
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tribute to you ambitious projects and intrigues of which | 
formerly believed you incapable.” 

“Projects of ambition! I ambitious! Henriquet, my 
son, you used to be only foolish, now you are mad; you 
have progressed.” 

“And I tell you, M. Chicot, that you wish to separate 
from me all my old friends, by attributing to them in- 
tentions which they have not, and crimes of which they 
never thought; in fact, you wish to monopolize me.” 

“T monopolize you! what for? God forbid! you are 
too tiresome, without counting the difficulty of pleasing 
you with your food. Oh! no, indeed! Explain to me 
whence comes this strange idea.” 

“You began by listening coldly to my praises of your 
old friend, Dom Modeste, to whom you owe much.” 

“T owe much to Dom Modeste! Good.” 

“Then you tried to calumniate the Joyeuses, my true 
friends.” 

“T do not say no.” 

“Then you launched a shaft at the Guises.” 

“Ah! you love them now; you love all the world to- 
day, it seems.” 

“No, I do not love them; but, as just now they keep 
themselves close and quiet, and do not do me the least 
harm, I do not fear them, and I cling to all old and well- 
known faces. All these Guises, with their fierce looks and 
great swords, have never done me any harm, after all, and 
they resemble—shall I tell you what?” 

“ Do, Henri; I know how clever you are at comparisons.” 

«They resemble those perch, that they let loose in the 
ponds to chase the great fish and prevent them growing 
too fat; but suppose that the great fish are not afraid?” 

“Well!” 

“Then the teeth of the perch are not strong enough to 
get through their scales.” 

“Oh! Henri! my friend, how clever you are!” 

“While your Péarnais + 

“ Well, have you a comparison for him also?” 

“ While your Béarnais, who mews like a cat, bites like 
a tiger.” 


388 THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 


“Well, my son, I will tell you what to do; divorce the 
queen and marry Madame de Montpensier; was she not 
once in love with you.” 

“ Yes, and that is the source of all her menaces, Chicot ; 
she has a woman’s spite against me, and she provokes me 
now and then, but luckily I am a man, and can laugh at it.” 

As Henri finished these words, the usher cried at the 
door, “ A messenger from M. le Duc de Guise for his maj- 
esty.”” 

“Ts it a courier or a gentleman?” asked the king. 

“Tt is a captain, sire.” 

“ Let him enter; he is welcome.” 


CHAPTER LXXIX. 
THE TWO COMPANIONS. 


CuHicot, at this announcement, sat down, and turned 
his back to the door; but the first words pronounced by 
the duke’s messenger made him start. Hie opened his 
eyes. The messenger could see nothing but the eyes of 
Chicot peering from behind the chair, while Chicot could 
see him altogether. 

“You come from Lorraine?” asked the king of the 
newcomer, who had a fine and warlike appearance. 

“Not so, sire; I come from Soissons, where M. le Due, 
who has been a month in that city, gave me this letter to 
deliver to your majesty.” 

The messenger then opened his buff coat, which was 
fastened by silver clasps, and drew from a leather pouch 
lined with silk not one letter, but two; for they had stuck 
together by the wax, and as the captain advanced to give 
the king one letter, the other fell on the carpet. Chicot’s 
eyes followed the messenger, and saw the color spread over 
his cheeks as he stooped to pick up the letter he had let 
fall. But Henri saw nothing, he opened his own letter and 
read, while the messenger watched him closely. 

“ Ah! M. Borromée,” thought Chicot, “so you are a cap- 
tain, are you?” 
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“Good,” said the king, after reading the duke’s letter 
with evident satisfaction. “Go, captain, and tell M. de 
Guise that I am grateful for his offer.” 

“You majesty will not honor me with a written an- 
swer?” 

“No, I shall see the duke in a month or six weeks, and 
can thank him myself.” 

The captain bowed and went out. 

“You see, Chicot,” then said the king, “that M. de 
Guise is free from all machinations. This brave duke has 
learned the Navarre business, and fears that the Hugue- 
nots will raise up their heads, for he has also ascertained 
that the Germans are about to send reinforcements to 
Henri. Now, guess what he is about to do.” 

As Chicot did not reply, Henri went on. 

* Well! he offers me the army that he has just raised in 
Lorraine to watch Flanders, and says that in six weeks it 
will be at my command, with its general. What do you 
say to that, Chicot?” 

No answer. 

“ Really, my dear Chicot,” continued the king, “ you are 
as absurdly obstinate as a Spanish mule; and if I happen 
to convince you of some error, you sulk; yes, sulk.” 

Not a sound came to contradict Henri in this frank opin- 
ion of his friend. Now silence displeased Henri more than 
contradiction. 

“T believe,’ said he, “that the fellow has had the im- 
pertinence to go to sleep. Chicot!” continued he, advanc- 
ing to the armchair; “ reply when your king speaks.” 

But Chicot did not reply, for he was not there; and 
Henri found the armchair empty. 

He looked all around the room, but Chicot was not to be 
seen. The king gave a superstitious shudder; it some- 
times came into his mind that Chicot was a supernatural 
being—a diabolic incarnation, of a good kind, it was true, 
but still diabolical. 

He called Nambu the usher, and questioned him, and 
he assured his majesty that he had seen Chicot go out five 
minutes before the duke’s messenger left. 

“ Decidedly,” thought Henri, “Chicot was vexed at 
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being in the wrong. How ill-natured men are, even the 
best of them.” 

Nambu was right; Chicot had traversed the antecham- 
bers silently, but still he was not able to keep his spurs 
from sounding, which made several people turn, and bow 
when they saw who it was. 

The captain came out five minutes after Chicot, went 
down the steps across the court proudly and with a satis- 
fied air; proud of his person, and pleased that the king had 
received him so well, and without any suspicions of M. de 
Guise. As he crossed the drawbridge, he heard behind him 
steps which seemed to be the echo of his own. He turned, 
thinking that the king had sent some message to him, and 
great was his stupefaction to see behind him the demure 
face of Robert Briquet. It may be remembered that the 
first feeling of these two men about one another had not 
been exactly sympathetical. 

Borromée opened his mouth, and paused; and in an in- 
stant was joined by Chicot. 

“ Corbeeuf ! ” said Borromée. 

“Ventre de biche! ” cried Chicot. 

“The bourgeois! ” 

“The reverend fathcr! ” 

“ With that helmet!” 

“ With that buff coat!” 

“T am surprised to see you.” 

“T am delighted to meet you again.” . 

And they looked fiercely at each other, but Borromée, 
quickly assuming an air of amiable urbanity, said, “ Vive 
Dieu, you are cunning, M. Robert Briquet.” 

“T, reverend father; and why do you say so?” 

“When you were at the convent of the Jacobins, you 
made me believe you were only a simple bourgeois.” 

“Ah!” replied Chicot, “and what must we say of you, 
M. Borromée?’ 

Ot THe ea 

“Yes, of you.” 

And why?” 

“ For making me believe you were only a monk. You 
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must be more cunning than the pope himself; but you took 
me in the snare.” 

“The snare?” 

“Yes, doubtless; a brave captain like you does not 
change his cuirass for a frock without grave reasons.” 

“With a soldier like you, I will have no secrets. It is 
true that I have certain personal interests in the convent 
of the Jacobins; but you?” 

“ And I, also.” 

“ Let us chat about it.” 

“JT am quite ready.” 

“Do you like wine?” 

“Yes, when it is good.” 

“ Well! I know a little inn, which I think has no rival 
in Paris.” 

“ And I know one also; what is yours called?” 

“The ‘ Corne d’Abondance.’ ” 

“ Ah ! up) 

“ Well, what is it?” 

“ Nothing.” 

“Do you know anything against this house?” 

* Not at all.” 

“You know it?” 

“No; and that astonishes me.” 

“Shall we go there, compére? ” 

“Oh! yes, at once.” 

“Come, then.” 

“Where is it?” 

“ Near the Porte Bourdelle. The host appreciates well 
the difference between palates like yours and mine and 
those of every thirsty passer-by.” 

* Can we talk there?” 

“ Perfectly at our ease.” 

“Oh! I see you are well known there.” 

“Ma foi, no; this time you are wrong. M. Bonhomet 
sells me wine when I want it, and I pay when I can; that 
is all.” 

“ Bonhomet! that is a name that promises well.” 

“ And keeps its promise. Come. compere.” 

“Qh! oh! ” said Chicot to himself; “ now I must choose 
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among my best grimaces; for if Bonhomet recognizes me 
at once, it is all over.” 


CHAPTER LXXxX. 
THE CORNE D ABONDANCE. 


THE way along which Borromée led Chicot, never sus- 
pecting that he knew it as well as himself, recalled to our 
Gascon the happy days of youth. How many times had 
he in those days, under the rays of the winter sun, or in the 
cool shade in summer, sought out this house, toward which 
a stranger was now conducting him. Then a few pieces 
of gold, or even of silver, jingling in his purse, made him 
happier than a king; and he gave himself up to the delight- 
ful pleasures of laziness, having no wife nor children 
starving, or scolding and suspicious, at home. Then Chicot 
used to sit down carelessly on the wooden bench, waiting 
for Gorenflot, who, however, was always exact at the time 
fixed for dinner; and then he used to study, with intelli- 
gent curiosity, Gorenflot in all his different shades of 
drunkenness. Soon the great street of St. Jacques ap- 
peared to his eyes, the cloister of St. Benoit, and nearly in 
front of that the hotel of the Corne d’Abondance, rather 
dirty, and rather dilapidated, but still shaded by its planes 
and chestnuts, and embellished inside by its pots of shin- 
ing copper, and brilliant saucepans, looking like imi- 
tetions of gold and silver, and bringing real gold and silver 
into the pockets of the innkeeper. Chicot bent his back 
until he seemed to lose five or six inches of his height, and 
making a most hideous grimace, prepared to meet his old 
friend Bonhomet. However, as Borromée walked first, 
it was to him that Bonhomet spoke, and he scarcely looked 
at Chicot, who stood behind. Time had left its traces on 
the face of Bonhomet, as weil as on his house. Besides the 
wrinkles which seem to correspond on the human face to 
the cracks made by time on the front of buildings, M. 
Bonhomet had assumed airs of great importance since 
Chicot had seen him last. These, however, he never showed 


THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 393 


much to men of a warlike appearance, for whom he had 
always a great respect. 

It seemed to Chicot that nothing was changed except- 
ing the tint of the ceiling, which from gray had turned 
to black. 

“Come, friend,” said Borromée, “I know a little nook 
where two men may talk at their ease while they drink. 
ls it empty?” continued he, turning to Bonhomet. 

Bonhomet answered that it was, and Borromée then led 
Chicot to the little room already so well known to all 
readers of “ Chicot the Jester.” 

“Now,” said Borromée, “ wait here for me while I 
avail myself of a privilege granted to the habitués of this 
house.” 

“ What is that? ” 

“To go to the cellar and fetch one’s own wine.” 

“ Ah! a jolly privilege. Go, then.” 

Borromée went out. Chicot watched him disappear, and 

then went to the wall and raised a picture, representing 
Credit killed by bad paymasters, behind which was a hole, 
through which you could see into the public room. Chicot 
knew this hole well, for it was his own making. 
‘ On looking through, he perceived Borromée, after plac- 
ing his finger on his lips, as a sign of caution, say some- 
thing to Bonhomet, who seemed to acquiesce by a nod of 
the head, after which Borromée took a light, which was al- 
ways kept burning in readiness, and descended to the 
cellar. Then Chicot knocked on the wall in a peculiar 
manner. On hearing this knock, which seemed to recall 
to him some souvenir deeply rooted in his heart, Bon- 
homet started, and looked round him. Chicot knocked . 
again impatiently, like a man angry at his first call not 
being answered. Bonhomet ran to the little room, and 
found Chicot standing there upright. At this sight Bon- 
homet, who, like the rest of the world, had believed Chicot 
dead, uttered a cry, for he believed he saw a ghost. 

“Since when,” said Chicot, “ has a person like me been 
obliged to call twice?” 
~ “Oh! dear M. Chicot, is it you or your shade?” cried 
Bonhomet. 
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“ Whichever it be, since you recognize me, I hope you 
will obey me.” 

“Oh! certainly, dear M. Chicot.” 

“Then whatever noise you hear in this room, and what- 
ever takes place here, do not come until I call you.” 

“Your directions will be the easier to obey, since they 
are exactly the same as your companion has just given to 
me.” 

“Yes, but if he calls, do not come—wait until I call.” 

“JT will, M. Chicot.” 

“Good! now send away every one else from your inn, 
and in ten minutes let us be as free and as solitary here as 
if we came to fast on Good Friday.” 

“Tn ten minutes, M. Chicot, there shall not be a soul in 
the hotel excepting your humble servant.” 

“Go, Bonhomet; you are not changed, I see.” 

“Oh! mon Dieu! mon Dieu! ” said Bonhomet, as he re- 
tired, “ what is about to take place in my poor house?” 

As he went, he met Borromée returning from the cellar 
with his bottles. 

We do not know how Bonhomet managed, but when the 
ten minutes had expired, the last customer was crossing 
the threshold of the door, muttering: 

“Oh! oh! the weather is stormy here to-day; we must 
avoid the storm.” 


CHAPTER LXXXI. 
WHAT HAPPENED IN THE LITTLE ROOM. 


WHEN the captain re-entered the room with a basket in 
his hand containing a dozen bottles, he was received by 
Chicot with smiles. Borromée was in haste to uncork his 
bottles, but his haste was nothing to Chicot’s; thus the 
preparations did not take long, and the two companions 
began to drink. At first, as though their occupation was 
too important to be interrupted, they drank in silence. 
Chicot uttered only these words: 

“Par ma foi! this is good Burgundy.” 
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They drank two bottles in this way; at the third, Chicot 
raised his eyes to heaven, and said: 

“Really, we are drinking as though we wished to intox- 
icate ourselves.” 

“Tt is so good,” replied Borromée. 

“Ah! it pleases you. Go on, friend; I have a strong 
head.” 

And each of them swallowed another bottle. The wine 
produced on each of them an opposite effcet—it unloosened 
Chicot’s tongue, and tied that of Borromée. 

“Ah!” murmured Chicot, “you are silent; then you 
doubt yourself.” 

“Ah!” said Borromée to himself, “you chatter; then 
you are getting tipsy.” Then he asked Chicot, “ How 
many bottles does it take you?” 

“ For what? ” 

“To get lively.” 

“ About four.” 

“ And to get tipsy?” 

“ About six.” 

“ And dead drunk?” 

* Double.” 

. “Boaster!” thought Borromée, “he stammers already. 
and has only drunk four. Come, then, we can go on,” 
said he, and he drew out a fifth for Chicot and one for him- 
self. 

But Chicot remarked that of the five bottles ranged be- 
side Borromée some were half full, and others two-thirds; 
none were empty. This confirmed him in his suspicions 
that the captain had bad intentions with regard to him. 
He rose as if to fetch his fifth bottle, and staggered as he 
did so. 

“Oh!” said he, “ did you feel?” 

“What?” 

“The earth trembling.” 

ce Bah ! 2? 

“ Yes, ventre de biche! Luckily the hotel of the Corne 
d@’ Abundance is solid, although it is built on a pivot,” 

“What! built on a pivot?” 

* Doubtless, since it turns.” 
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“True,” said Borromée, “ I felt the effects, but did not 
guess the cause.” 

“ Because you are not a Latin scholar, and have not read 
the ‘De Natura Rerum.’ If you had, you would know that 
there is no effect without a cause.” 

“Well, my dear captain, for you are a captain like me, 
are you not? ” 

“Yes, from the points of my toes to the roots of my 
hair.” 

“Well, then, my dear captain, tell me, since there is no 
effect without a cause, as you say, what was the cause 
of your disguise?” 

“ What disguise?” 

“That which you wore when you came to visit Dom 
Modeste.” 

“How was I disguised ? ” 

“As a bourgeois. ” 

“Ah! true.” 

* Will you tell me?” 

“ Willingly, if you will tell me why you were disguised 
as a monk. Confidence for confidence.” 

“ Agreed,” said Borromée. 

“You wish to know, then, why I was disguised,” said 
Chicot, with an utterance which seemed to grow thicker 
and thicker. 

“Yes, it puzzles me.” 

“And then you will tell me?” 

“Yes, that was agreed.” 

“Ah! true; I forgot. Well, the thing is very simple; 
I was a spy for the king.” 

ce A spy?” 

it9 Viege. 

“Ts that, then, your profession?” 

“No, I am an amateur.” 

“ What were you spying there? ” 

“Every one. Dom Modeste himself, then Brother 
Borromée, little Jacques, and the whole convent.” 

“And what did you discover, my friend?” 

“ First, that Dom Modeste is a great fool.” 

* Tt does not need to be very clever to find that out.” 
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“Pardon me; his majesty Henri the Third, who is no 
fool, regards him as one of the lights of the Church, and is 
about to make a bishop of him.” 

“So be it; I have nothing to say against that promo- 
tion; on the contrary, it will give me a good laugh. But 
what else did you discover?” 

“T discovered that Brother Borromée was not a monk 
but a captain.” 

“ Ah! you discovered that?” 

gt once.”” 

“ Anything else? ” 

“JT discovered that Jacques was practising with the 
foils before he began with the sword.” 

* Ah! you discovered that also. Anything else?” 

“Give me more to drink, or I shall remember nothing.” 

“ Remember that you are beginning your sixth bottle,” 
said Borromée, laughing. 

“Did we not come here to drink?” 

“ Certainly we did.” 

“Let us drink then.” 

“Well,” said Borromée, “ now do you remember? ” 

“ What? ” 

“What else you saw in the convent.” 

“ Well, I saw that the monks were really soldiers, and 
instead of obeying Dom Modeste, obeyed you.” 

“ Ah, truly; but doubtless that was not all?” 

“No; but more to drink, or my memory will fail me.” 

And as his bottle was empty, he held out his glass for 
more. 

“Well, now do you remember?” 

“ Oh, yes, I should think so.” 

“Well, what else?” 

“T saw that there was a plot.” 

“A plot!” cried Borromée, turning pale 

“Yes, a plot.” 

* Against whom?” 

“ Against the king.” 

“Of what nature?” 

“To try and carry him off.” 

“When ? ” 
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“When he was returning from Vincennes.” 

“ Sacré!” 

“What did you say?” 

“Nothing. And you found out that?” 

“ee Yeo? 

“ And warned the king?” 

“ Parbleu! that was what I came for.” 

“'Then you were the cause of the attempt failing?” 

as a Be 

“ Hang him!” murmured Borromée. 

“ What did you say?’ 

“T said that you have good eyes, friend.” 

* Bah! I have seen more than that; pass me one of your 
bottles, and I will tell you what I have seen.” 

Borromée hastened to comply with Chicot’s desire. 

“Let me hear,” said he. 

“ Firstly, I have seen M. de Mayenne wounded.” 

it9 Bah ! 2? 

“No wonder, he was on my route. And then I have 
seen the taking of Cahors.” 

“ How? the taking of Cahors?” 

“Certainly. Ah! captain, it was a grand thing to see, 
and a brave man like you would have been delighted.” 

“T do not doubt it. You were, then, near the King of 
Navarre?” 

“ Side by side, my friend, as we are now.” 

“ And you left him?” 

“To announce this news to the King of France.” 

“Then you have been at the Louvre?” 

“Yes, just before you.” 

“Then as we have not quitted each other since, I need 
not ask you what you have done.” 

“On the contrary, ask; for that is the most curious of 
alls: 

“Tell me, then.” 

“Tell! oh, it is very easy to say tell. 

(is aiy.”” 

“One more glass of wine, then, to loosen my tongue. 
Quite full; that will do. Well, I saw, comrade, that when 
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you gave the king the Duc de Guise’s letter, you let an- 
other fall.” 

“ Another!” cried Borromée, starting up. 

“Yes, it is there.” 

And having tried two or three times, with an unsteady 
hand, he put his finger on the buff doublet of Borromée, 
just where the letter was. Borromée started, as though 
Chicot’s finger had been a hot iron, and had touched his 
skin instead of his doublet. 

“Oh, oh,” said he, “there is but one thing wanting.” 

“ What is that?” 

“That you should know to whom the letter is addressed.” 

“Oh, I know quite well; it is addressed to the Duchesse 
de Montpensier.” 

“Good heavens! I hope you have not told that to the 
king.” 

“No; but I will tell him.” 

“ When?” 

“When I have had a nap.” And he let his arms fall 
on the table, and his head on them. 

“Then as soon as you can walk you will go to the 
Louvre?” 

Sow.” - 

“You will denounce me.” 

“T will denounce you.” 

“Ts it not a joke?” 

“What?” 

“That you will tell the king after your nap.” 

“Not at all. You see, my dear friend,” said Chicot, 
half raising his head, “ you are a conspirator, and I am a 
spy; you have a plot, and I denounce you; we each follow 
our business.” 

And Chicot laid his head down again, so that. his face 
was completely hidden by his hands, while the back of his 
head was protected by his helmet. 

“Ah!” cried Borromée, “ you will denounce me when 
you wake!” and, rising, he made a furious blow with his 
dagger on the back of his companion, thinking to pierce 
him through and nail him to the table. But he had not 
reckoned on the shirt of mail which Chicot had carried 
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away from the priory. The dagger broke upon it like glass, 
and for the second time Chicot owed his life to it. 

Before Borromée had time to recover from his astonish- 
ment, Chicot’s right hand struck him a heavy blow in the 
face, and sent him bleeding and stunned against the wall. 

In a minute, however, he was up, and sword in hand; 
but this minute had sufficed for Chicot to draw his sword 
also, and prepare himself. He seemed to shake off, as if 
by enchantment, all the fumes of the wine, and stood with 
a steady hand to receive his adversary. The table, like a 
field of battle, covered with empty bottles, lay between 
them, but the blood, flowing down his face, infuriated 
Borromée, who lunged at his adversary as fiercely as the in- 
tervening table permitted. 

“Dolt!” cried Chicot, “you see that it is decidedly 
you who are drunk, for you cannot reach me across the 
table, while my arm is six inches longer than yours, and 
my sword as much longer than your sword; and here is the 
proof.” 

As he spoke, he stretched out his arm and wounded 
Borromée in the forehead. Borromée uttered a cry, still 
more of rage than of pain, and as he was brave enough, 
attacked with double fury. 

Chicot, however, still on the other side of the table, took 
a chair and sat down, saying, “ Mon Dieu! how stupid 
these soldiers are; they pretend to know how to manage 
their swords, and any bourgeois, if he liked, could kill 
them like flies. Ah! now you want to put out my eye. 
And now you mount on the table; but ventre de biche! 
take care, donkey.” And he pricked him with his sword in 
the stomach, as he had already done in the forehead. 

Borromée roared with anger, and leaped from the table 
to the floor. 

“That is as it should be,” said Chicot; “ now we are on 
the same level, and we can talk while we are fencing. Ah! 
captain, captain, and so we sometimes try our hand a little 
at assassination in our spare moments, do we?” 

“T do for my cause what you do for yours,” said Bor- 
romée, now brought back to the seriousness of his position, 
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and terrified, in spite of himself, at the smothered fire 
which seemed gleaming in Chicot’s eyes. 

“So much for talking,” said Chicot; “and yet, my 
friend, it is with no little pleasure I find that I am a bet- 
ter hand than you are. Ah! that was not bad.” 

Borromée had just made a lunge at Chicot, which had 
slightly touched his breast. 

“ Not bad, but I know the thrust—it is the very same you 
showed little Jacques. I was just saying, then, that I have 
the advantage of you, for I did not begin this quarrel, 
however anxiously disposed I might have been to do so. 
More than that, even, I have allowed you to carry out your 
project by giving you every latitude you required, and yet 
at this very moment even, I have only been acting on the 
defensive, and this, because I have something to propose 
to you.” 

“ Nothing,” cried Borromée, exasperated at Chicot’s im- 
perturbability, “ nothing.” 

And he gave a thrust which would have run the Gascon 
completely through the body, if the latter had not, with his 
long legs, sprung back a step, which placed him out of his 
adversary’s reach. 

“Tam going to tell you what this arrangement is, all 
the same, so that I shall have nothing left to reproach my- 
self for.” 

“Hold your tongue,” said Borromée; “hold your 
tongue; it will be useless.” 

“ Listen,” said Chicot; “it is to satisfy my own con- 
science. I have no wish to shed your blood, you under- 
stand, and I don’t want to kill you until I am driven to 
extremes.” 

“ Kill me, kill me, I say, if you can!” exclaimed Bor- 
romée, exasperated. 

“ No, no; I have already once in my life killed another 
such swordsman as you are; I will even say a better swords- 
man than you. Pardieu! you know him; he too was one of 
De Guise’s retainers—a lawyer, too.” 

“ Ah! Nicholas David!” said Borromée, terrified at the 
incident, and again placing himself on the defensive. 

“ Exactly so.” 
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“Tt was you who killed him?” 

“Oh! yes, with a pretty little thrust which I will 
presently show you, if you decline the arrangement | pro- 

ose.” 

“ Well, let me hear what the arrangement is.” 

“You will pass from the Duc de Guise’s service to that 
ot the king, without, however, quitting that of the Duc.” 

“ In other words, that I should become a spy like your- 
self?” 

“No, for there will be a difference; I am not paid, but 
you will be. You will begin by showing me the Duc de 
Guise’s letter to Madame la Duchesse de Montpensier; 
you will let me take a copy of it, and I will leave you quiet 
until another occasion. Well, am I not considerate? ” 

“ Here,” said Borromée, “is my answer.” 

Borromée’s reply was, “un coupé sur les armes,” so 
rapidly dealt that the point of his sword shghtly touched 
Chicot’s shoulder. 

“ Well, well,” said Chicot, “I see I must positively show 
you Nicholas David’s thrust. It is very simple and 
pretty.” 

And Chicot, who had up to that moment been acting on 
the defensive, made one step forward, and attacked in his 
turn. 

“This is the thrust,’ said Chicot; “I make a feint in 
quartre-basse.” 

And he did so; Borromée parried by giving way; but, 
after this first step backward he was obliged to stop, as he 
found that he was close to the partition. 

“ Good ! precisely so; you parry in a circle; that’s wrong, 
for my wrist is stronger than yours. I catch your sword in 
mine, thus. I return to the attack by a tierce haute, I fall 
upon you, so, and you are hit, or, rather, you are a dead 
man!” 

In fact, the thrust had followed, or rather had accom- 
panied, the demonstration, and the slender rapier, pene- 
trating Borromée’s chest, had glided like a needle com- 
pletely through him, penetrating deeply, and with a dull, 
heavy sound, the wooden partition behind him. 

Borromée flung out iis arms, letting his sword fall to the 
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ground ; his eyes became fixed and injected with blood, his 
mouth opened wide, his lips were stained with a red colored 
foam, his head fell on his shoulder with a sigh, which 
sounded like a death-rattle; then his limbs refused their 
support, and his body as it sunk forward enlarged the 
aperture of the wound, but could not free itself from the 
partition, supported as it was by Chicot’s terrible wrist, so 
that the miserable wretch, like a gigantic insect, remained 
fastened to the wall, which his feet kicked convulsively. 

Chicot, cold and impassable as he always was in positions 
of great difficulty, especially when he had a conviction at 
the bottom of his heart th’ he had done everything his 
conscience could require of him—Chicot, we say, took his 
hand from his sword, which remained in a_ horizontal 
position, unfastened the captain’s belt, searched his doub- 
let, took the letter, and read the address: 

“ Duchesse de Montpensier.” 

All this time the blood was welling copiously from the 
wound, and the agony of death was depicted on the features 
of the wounded man. 

“T am dying, I am dying!” he murmured. “O 
Heaven! have pity on me.” 

This last appeal to the divine mercy, made by a man who 
had most probably rarely thought of it until this moment 
of his direst need, touched Chicot’s feeling. 

“Let us be charitable,” he said; “and since this man 
must die, let him at least die as quietly as possible.” 

He then advanced toward the partition, and by an effort 
withdrew his sword from the wall, and supporting Bor- 
romée’s body, he prevented it from falling heavily to the 
ground. 

This last precaution, however, was useless; the ap- 
proach of death had been rapid and certain, and had al- 
ready paralyzed the dying man’s limbs. His legs gave way 
beneath him, he fell into Chicot’s arms, and then rolled 
heavily on the floor. 

The shock of his fall made a stream of blood flow from 
his wound, with which the last remains of life ebbed away. 

Chicot then went and opened the door of communication, 
and called Bonhomet. 
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He had no occasion to call twice, for the innkeeper had 
been listening at the door, and had successively heard the 
noise of tables and stools, the clashing of swords, and the 
fall of a heavy body; besides, the worthy M. Bonhomet 
had particularly, after the confidence which had been re- 
posed in him, too extensive an experience of the character 
oi gentlemen of the sword in general, and of that of Chicot 
in particular, not to have guessed, step by step, what had 
taken place. 

The only thing of which he was ignorant was, which of 
the two adversaries had fallen. 

It must, however, be said in praise of Maitre Bonhomet 
that his face assumed an expression of real satisfaction 
when he heard Chicot’s voice, and when he saw that it was 
the Gascon who, safe and sound, opened the door. 

Chicot, whom nothing escaped, remarked the expression 
of his countenance, and was inwardly pleased at it. 

Bonhomet, trembling, entered the apartment. : 

“ Good Heavens!” he exclaimed, as he saw the captain’s 
body bathed in blood. 

“Yes, my poor Bonhomet,” said Chicot; “this is what 
we have come to; our dear captain here is very ill, as you 
see.” 

“Oh! my good Monsieur Chicot, my good Monsieur 
Chicot!” exclaimed Bonhomet, ready to faint. 

“ Well, what?” inquired Chicot. 

“Tt is very unkind of you to have chosen my inn for this 
execution ; such a handsome captain, too! ” 

“Would you sooner have seen Chicot lying there, and 
Borromée alive?” 

“No, oh no!” cried the host, from the very bottom of 
his heart. 

“Well, that would have happened, however, had it not 
been for a miracle of Providence.” 

“ Really ?” 

“Upon the word of Chicot, just look at my back, for it 
pains me a good deal, my dear friend.” 

And he stooped down before the innkeeper, so that both 
his shoulders might be on a level with the host’s eye. 

Between the two shoulders the doublet was pierced 
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through, and a spot of blood as large and round as a silver 
crown piece reddened the edges of the hole. 

“Blood!” cried Bonhomet, “blood! Ah, you are 
wounded ! ” 

“ Wait, wait.” 

And Chicot unfastened his doublet and his shirt. 

** Now look,” he said. 

“Oh! you wore a cuirass! What a fortunate thing, dear 
Monsieur Chicot; and you were saying that the ruffian 
wished to assassinate you.” 

“ Diable! it hardly seems likely I should have taken any 
pleasure in giving myself a dagger thrust between my own 
shoulders. Now, what do you see?” 

“A link broken.” 

“That dear captain was in good earnest then; is there 
much blood?” 

“Yes, a good deal under the links.” 

“T must take off the cuirass, then,” said Chicot. 

Chicot took off his cuirass, and bared the upper part of 
his body, which seemed to be composed of nothing else but 
bones, of muscles spread over the skin merely covering the 
muscles. 

“ Ah! Monsieur Chicot,” exclaimed Bonhomet, “ you 
have a wound as large as a plate.” 

“ Yes, I suppose the blood has spread ; there is what doc- 
tors call ecchymosis; give me some clean linen, pour into 
a glass equal parts of good olive oi and wine ‘dregs, and 
wash that stain for me.’ 

“ But, dear M. Chicot, what am I to do with this body?” 

“That is not your affair.” 

“ What! not my affair? ” 

“No. Give me some ink, a pen, and a sheet of paper.” 

“ Tmmediately, dear Monsieur Chicot,” said Bonhomet, 
as he darted out of the room. 

Meanwhile Chicot, who probably had no time to lose, 
heated at the lamp the point of a small dagger, and cut 
in the middle of the wax the seal of the letter. This being 
done, and as there was nothing else to retain the despatch, 
Chicot drew it from its envelope, and read it with the 
liveliest marks of satisfaction. 
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Just as he had finished reading it, Maitre Bonhomet re- 
turned with the oil, the wine, the paper, and the pen. 

Chicot arranged the pen, ink, and paper before him, sat 
himself down at the table, and turned his back with stoical 
indifference toward Bonhomet for him to operate upon. 
The latter understood the pantomime, and began to rub it. 

However, as if, instead of irritating a painful wound, 
some one had been tickling him in the most delightful 
manner, Chicot, during the operation, copied the letter from 
the Duc de Guise to his sister, and made his comments 
thereon at every word. 


“ DEAR SISTER, 


“The expedition from Anvers has succeeded for every- 
body but has failed as far as we are concerned. You will 
be told that the Duc d’Anjou is dead; do not believe it— 
he is alive. 

“ He lives, you understand, and that is the whole ques- 
tion. 

“There is a complete dynasty in those words; those two 
words separate the house of Lorraine from the throne of 
France better than the deepest abyss could do. 

“Do not, however, make yourself too uneasy about that. 
I have discovered that two persons, whom I thought were 
dead, are still living, and there is a great chance of death 
for the prince while those two persons are alive. 

“Think then only of Paris; it will be time enough for 
the League to act six weeks hence. Let our Leaguers know 
that the moment is approaching, and let them hold them- 
selves in readiness. 

“The army is on foot; we number twelve thousand sure 
men, all well equipped; I shall enter France with it, under 
the pretext of engaging the German Huguenots, who are 
going to assist Henri de Navarre. I shall defeat the 
Huguenots, and having entered France as a friend, T shall 
act as a master.” 

“Oh, oh!” eried Chicot. 

“Did I hurt you, dear Monsieur Chicot?” said Bon- 
homet, discontinuing his frictions. 

“Yes, my good fellow.” 
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“T will rub more softly; don’t be afraid.” 
Chicot continued : 


“P.S.—I entirely approve of your plan with regard to 
the Forty-five; only allow me to say, dear sister, that you 
will be conferring a greater honor on those fellows than 
they deserve.” 

“Ah! diable!” murmured Chicot, “this is getting ob- 
scure.” 

And he read it again. 

“T entirely approve of your plan with regard to the 
Forty-five.” 

“What plan?” Chicot asked himself. 

“Only allow me to say, dear sister, that you will be 
conferring a greater honor on those fellows than they de- 
serve.” 

“What honor?” 

Chicot resumed :— 


“Than they deserve. 
“ Your aileorionaie brother, 
“HH. pe LORRAINE.” 


* At all events,” said Chicot, “ everything is clear, except 
the postscript. Very good, we will look after the post- 
script, then.” 

“Dear Monsieur Chicot,” Bonhomet ventured to ob- 
serve, seeing that Chicot had finished writing, if not think- 
ing, “ Dear Monsieur Chicot, you have not told me what 
I am to do with this corpse.” 

“That is a very simple affair.” 

“ For you, who are full of imagination, it may be, but for 
me?” 

“ Well! suppose, for instance, that that unfortunate cap- 
tain had been quarreling with the Swiss Guards or the 
Reiters, and he had been brought to your house wounded, 
would you have refused to receive him?” 

“No, certainly, unless indeed you had forbidden me, 
dear M. Chicot.” 

“ Suppose that, having been placed in that corner, he 
had, notwithstanding the care and attention you had be- 
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stowed upon him, departed this life while in your charge, 
it would have been a great misfortune, and nothing more, 
I suppose?” 

*“ Certainly.” 

“And, instead of incurring any blame, you would de- 
serve to be commended for your humanity. Suppose, 
again, that while he was dying this poor captain had men- 
tioned the name, which you know very well, of the prior of 
Les Jacobins Saint Antoine?” 

“ Of Dom Modeste Gorenflot ? ” exclaimed Bonhomet, in 
astonishment. 

“Yes, of Dom Modeste Gorenflot. Very good! You 
will go and inform Dom Modeste of it; Dom Modeste will 
hasten here with all speed, and, as the dead man’s purse 
is found in one of his pockets—you understand it is im- 
portant that the purse should be found; I mention this 
merely by way of advice—and as the dead man’s purse is 
found in one of his pockets, and this letter in the other, no 
suspicion whatever can be entertained.” 

“T understand, dear Monsieur Chicot.” 

“In addition to which, you will receive a reward, in- 
stead of being punished.” 

“ You are a great man, dear Monsieur Chicot; I will run 
at once to the Priory of St. Antoine.” 

“ Wait a minute! did I not say there was the purse and 
the letter?” 

“Oh! yes, and you have the letter in your hand.” 

* Precisely.” 

“T must not say that it has been read and copied? ” 

“ Pardieu! it is precisely on account of this letter reach- 
ing its destination intact that you will receive a recom- 
pense.” 

“The letter contains a secret, then?” 

“Tn such times as the present there are secrets in every- 
thing, my dear Bonhomet.” 

And Chicot, with this sententious reply, again fastened 
the silk under the wax of the seal by making use of the 
same means as he had done before; he then fastened the 
wax so artistically that the most experienced eye would not 
have been able to have detected the slightest crack. 
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He then replaced the letter in the pocket of the dead 
man, had the linen, which had been steeped in the oil and 
wine, applied to his wound by way of a cataplasm, put on 
again the safety coat of mail next to his skin, his shirt over 
his coat of mail, picked up his sword, wiped it, thrust it 
into the scabbard, and withdrew. 

He returned again, however, saying: 

“Tf, after all, the story which I have invented does not 
seem satisfactory to you, you can accuse the captain of 
having thrust his own sword through his body.” 

“A suicide? ” 

“ Well, that don’t compromise any one, you understand.” 

“But they won’t bury this ill-starred fellow in holy 
ground.” 
~ “Pooh,” said Chicot, “will that be giving him much 
pleasure ? ” 

“Why, yes, I should think so.” 

“In that case, do as you like, my dear Bonhomet ; adieu.” 

Then, returning a second time, he said: 

* By the bye, I pay, since he is no more.’ ” 

And Chicot threw three golden crowns on the table, and 
then, placing his forefinger on his lips, in token of silence, 
he departed. 


CHAPTER LXXXII. 
THE HUSBAND AND THE LOVER. 


It was with no inconsiderable emotion that Chicot again 
recognized La Rue des Augustins, so quiet and deserted, 
the angle formed by the block of houses which preceded 
his own, and lastly, his own dear house itself, with its tri- 
angular roof, its worm-eaten balcony, and its gutters orna- 
mented with water-spouts. 

He had been so terribly afraid that he should find noth- 
ing but an empty space in the place of the house, and 
had so strongly suspected that he should see the streets 
blackened by the smoke of a conflagration, that the strect 
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and the house appeared to him miracles of neatness, loveli- 
ness, and splendor. 

Chicot had concealed the key of his beloved house in the 
hollow of a stone which served as the base of one of the 
columns by which his balcony was supported. At the 
period we are now writing about, any kind of key belonging 
to a chest or piece of furniture equaled in weight and size 
the very largest keys of our houses of the present day; 
the door keys, therefore, following the natural proportions, 
were equal in size to the keys of our modern cities. 

Chicot had consequently calculated the difficulty which 
his pocket would have in accommodating the happy key, 
and he accordingly determined to hide it in the spot we 
have indicated. 

Chicot, therefore, it must be confessed, felt a slight 
shudder creeping over him as he plunged his fingers in the 
hollow of the stone; this shudder was succeeded by a feel- 
ing of the most unmixed delight when the cold of the iron 
met his hand, for the key was really and truly in the spot 
where he had left it. 

It was precisely the same with regard to the furniture in 
the first room he came to; the same, too, with the small 
board which he had nailed to the joist; and lastly, the 
same with the thousand crowns, which were still slumber- 
ing in their oaken hiding-place. 

Chicot was not a miser; quite the contrary, indeed; he 
had very frequently thrown gold about broadcast, thereby 
allowing the ideal to triumph over the material, which is 
the philosophy of every man who is of any value; but no 
sooner had the mind momentarily ceased to exercise its 
influence over matter—in other words, whenever money 
was no longer needed, nor sacrifice requisite—whenever, 
in a word, the senses temporarily regained their influence 
over Chicot’s mind, and whenever his mind allowed the 
body to live and to take enjoyment, gold, that principal, 
that unceasing, that eternal source of animal delights, 
reassumed its value in our philosopher’s eyes, and no one 
knew better than he did into how many delicious particles 
that inestimable totality which people call a crown is sub- 
divided. 
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“Ventre de biche!” murmured Chicot, sitting down in 
the middle of his room, after he had removed the flagstone, 
end with the small piece of board by his side, and his 
treasure under his eyes, “ventre de biche! that excellent 
young man is a most invaluable neighbor, for he has made 
others respect my money, and has himself respected it too; 
in sober truth, such an action is wonderful in such times 
as the present. Mordieux! I owe some thanks to that ex- 
cellent young fellow, and he shall have them this evening.” 

Thereupon Chicot replaced the plank over the joist, the 
flagstone over the plank, approached the window, and 
looked toward the opposite side of the street. 

The house still retained that gray and somber aspect 
which the imagination bestows as their natural color upon 
buildings whose character it seems to know. 

“It cannot yet be their time for retiring to rest,” said 
Chicot; “and besides, those fellows, I am sure, are not 
very sound sleepers; so let us see.” 

He descended his staircase, crossed the road—forming, 
as he did so, his features into their most amiable and 
gracious expression—and knocked at his neighbor’s 
door. 

He remarked the creaking of the staircase, the sound of 
a hurried footstep, and yet he waited long enough to feel 
warranted in knocking again. 

At this fresh summons the door opened, and the outline 
of a man appeared in the gloom. 

“Thank you, and good evening,” said Chicot, holding 
out his hand; “ here I am back again, and I am come to 
return you my thanks, my dear neighbor.” 

“T beg your pardon,” inquiringly observed a voice, in a 
tone of disappointment, the accent of which greatly sur- 
prised Chicot. 

At the same moment the man who had opened the door 
drew back a step or two. 

“ Stay, I have made a mistake,” said Chicot, “ you were 
not my neighbor when I left, and yet I know who you are.” 

“ And I know you too,” said the young man. 

“You are Monsieur le Vicomte Ernanton de Car- 
mainges.” 
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“ And you are ‘ The Shade.’ ” 

“ Really,” said Chicot, “I am quite bewildered.” 

“ Well, and what do you want, monsieur? ” inquired the 
young man, somewhat churlishly. 

“Excuse me, but I am interrupting you, perhaps, my 
dear monsieur ? ” 

“No, only you will allow me to ask you what you may 
want.” 

“ Nothing, except that I wish to speak to the master of 
this house.” 

“ Speak, then.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“J am the master of the house, that is all.” 

* You? since when, ailow me to ask?” 

*Diable! since the last three days.” 

“Good! the house was for sale then? ” 

* So it would seem, since I have bought it.” 

“But the former proprietor?” 

“No longer lives here, as you see.” 

“ Where is he?” 

“JT don’t know.” 

“Come, come, let us understand each other,” said 
Chicot. 

“There is nothing I should like better,” replied Er- 
nanton, with visible impatience, “only let us do so with- 
out losing any time.” 

“The former proprietor was a man between five-and- 
twenty and thirty years of age, but who looked as if he 
were forty.” 

“No; he was a man of about sixty-five or sixty-six years 
old, who looked his age quite.” 

“ Bald?” 

“No, on the contrary, a perfect forest of white hair.” 

“With an enormous scar on the left side of the head, 
had he not? ” . 

“T did not observe the scar, but I did a good number of 
furrows.” 

“T cannot understand it at all,” said Chicot. 

“Well,” resumed Ernanton, after a moment’s silence, 
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“what did you want with that man, my dear Monsieur 
lOmbre? ” 

Chicot was on the point of acknowledging what had 
just happened; suddenly, however, the mystery of the 
surprise which Ernanton had exhibited, reminded him of a 
certain proverb very dear to all discreet people. 

““T wished to pay him a neighborly visit,” he said, “ that 
is all.” 

In this way, Chicot did not tell a falsehood, and yet ad- 
mitted nothing. 

“My dear monsieur,” said Ernanton politely, but reduc- 
ing considerably the opening of the door which he held 
half-closed, “ I regret I am unable to give you more precise 
information.” 

“ Thank you, monsieur,” said Chicot, “ I must look else- 
where, then.” 

“ But,” continued Ernanton, as he gradually closed the 
door, “that does not interfere with my congratulating 
myself upon the chance which has brought me again into 
personal communication with you.” 

“You would like to see me at the devil, I believe,” mur- 
mured Chicot, as he returned bow for bow. 

However, as, notwithstanding this mental reply, Chicot, 
in his preoccupation, forgot to withdraw, Ernanton, shut- 
ting his face between the door and the doorway, said to 
him: 

“J wish you a very good evening, monsieur.” 

“One moment, Monsieur de Carmainges,” said Chicot. 

“ Monsieur, I exceedingly regret I am unable to wait,” 
replied Ernanton, “but the fact is, I am expecting some 
one who will come and knock at this very door, and this 
person will be angry with me if I do not show the greatest 
possible discretion in receiving him.” 

“That is quite sufficient, monsieur, I understand,” said 
Chicot ; “I am sorry to have been so importunate, and I 
now retire.” 

“ Adieu, dear Monsieur l’Ombre.” 

“ Adieu, excellent Monsieur Ernanton.” 

And as Chicot drew back a step he saw the door quietly 
shut in his face. 
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He listened to satisfy himself if the suspicious young 
man was watching his departure, but he heard Ernanton’s 
footsteps as he ascended the staircase; Chicot could there- 
fore return to bis own house without uneasiness, and shut. 
himself up in it, thoroughly determined not to interfere 
with his new neighbor’s habits, but, in accordance with his 
usual custom, equally resolved not to lose sight of him 
altogether. 

In fact, Chicot was not a man to slumber on a cireum- 
stance which, im his opinion, seemed to be important, 
without having handled and dissected it, with the patience 
of a first-rate anatomist; in spite of all he could do (and 
it was a privilege or defect of his organization), every 
material impression that his mind received, presented it- 
self for analysis by its most prominent features, in such 
a manner that poor Chicot‘s brain suffered considerably 
on account of such peculiarity, called upon as it was for an 
immediate investigation of its master’s thought. 

Chicot, whose mind up to that moment had been occu- 
pied with that phrase of the Due de Guise’s letter, namely, 
“JT entirely approve of your plan with regard to the 
Forty-five,’ consequently abandoned that phrase, the ex- 
amination of which he promised himself to return to at a 
later period, in order that he might forthwith thoroughly 
exhaust this fresh subject of preoccupation, which had just 
taken the place of the older one. 

Chicot reflected, that nothing could possibly be more sin- 
gular than the fact of Ernanton installing himself, as if 
he were its master, in that mysterious house whose in- 
habitants had suddenly disappeared. 

And the more so, since to these original inhabitants a 
phrase of the Due de Guise’s letter relative to the Duc 
d’Anjou might possibly have some reference. 

That was a chance which deserved attentive considera- 
tion, and Chicot was in the habit of believing in providen- 
tial chances. 

He developed, even, whenever he was ee to do so, 
some very ingenious theories on the subject. 

The basis of these theories was an idea, which, in our 
opinion, was quite as good as any other; it was as follows: 
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Chance is a kind of reserve held in bond by the Deity. 
Heaven never communicates that reserve except in mo- 
mentous circumstances, particularly since He has observed 
that men are sagacious enough to study and foresee the 
chances which may befall them in accordance with natural 
causes, and regularly organized principles of existence. 

Moreover, Heaven likes to counteract the combinations 
of those proud members of the human race whose pride in 
bygone times He has already punished by drowning them, 
and whose future pride He surely will punish in destroying 
them by fire. 

Heaven, therefore, we say, or Chicot said, Heaven is 
pleased to counteract the combinations of those proud and 
haughty human beings by means with which they are un- 
acquainted, and whose intervention they cannot foresee. 

This theory, as may be perceived, includes some very 
specious arguments, and might possibly furnish some very 
brilliant theses; but the reader, anxious, as Chicot was, to 
know what Carmainges’ object was in that house, will feel 
obliged to us by tracing the development of them. 

Chicot, accordingly, began to think, that it was strange 
to see Ernanton in the very house where he had seen 
Remy. 

He considered it was strange for two reasons; the first, 
because of the perfect ignorance in which the two men 
lived with respect to each other, which led to the supposi- 
tion that there must have been an intermediary between 
them unknown to Chicot; and the second reason, because 
the house must have been sold to Ernanton, who possessed 
no means of purchasing it. 

“Tt is true,” said Chicot, as he installed himself as com- 
fortably as he could on his gutter, which was his usual 
place of observation; “it is true that the young man pre- 
tends he is expecting a visit, and that the visit is from a 
lady; in these days, ladies are wealthy, and allow them- 
selves an indulgence in fancies of all kinds. Ernanton is 
handsome, young, and graceful; Ernanton has taken some 
one’s fancy, a rendezvous has been arranged, and he has 
been directed to purchase this house; he has bought the 
house, and she has accepted the rendezvous. 
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“ Ernanton,” continued Chicot, “ lives at Court; it must 
be some lady belonging to the Court, then, with whom he 
has this affair. Poor fellow, will he love her? Heaven 
preserve him from such a thing! he is going to fall head- 
long into that gulf of perdition. Very good! ought I not 
to read him a moral lecture thereupon ? 

“ A moral lecture, which would be both useless and ab- 
surd, doubly so the former, and tenfold the latter. 

“ Useless, because he won’t understand it, and, even if 
he did understand it, would refuse to listen to it. 

“ Absurd, because I should be doing far better to go to 
bed, and to think a little about that poor Borromée. 

“ On this latter subject,” continued Chicot, who had sud- 
denly become thoughtful, “I perceive one thing; namely, 
that remorse does not exist, and is only a relative feeling ; 
the fact is, I do not feel any remorse at all for having 
killed Borromée, since the manner in which Monsieur de 
Carmainges’ affair occupies my mind makes me forget 
that I have killed the man; and if he, on his side, had 
nailed me to the table as I nailed him to the wainscot, he 
would certainly have had no more remorse than I have 
about it myself, at the present moment.” 

Chicot had reached so far in his reasonings, his induc- 
tions, and his philosophy, which had consumed a good 
hour and a half altogether, when he was drawn from his 
train of thought by the arrival of a litter proceeding from 
the direction of the inn of the “ Brave Chevalier.” 

This litter stopped at the threshold of the mysterious 
house. 

‘A veiled lady alighted from it, and disappeared within 
the door which Ernanton held half open. 

“Poor fellow!” murmured Chicot; “I was not mis- 
taken ; and it was indeed a lady he was waiting for, and so 
now I shall go to bed.” 

Whereupon Chicot rose, but remained motionless, al- 
though standing up. 

“Tam mistaken, ” he said, “I shall not be able to go to 
sleep; but I maintain what I was saying, that if I don’t 
sleep it will not be remorse which will prevent me, it will 
be curiosity; and that is so true what I say in that respect, 
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that if I remain here in my observatory, my mind will only 
be oceupied about one thing, and that is to learn which of 
our noble ladies honors the handsome Ernanton with her 
affection. 

“Far better, then, to remain where I am; since, if I 
went to bed, I should certainly get up again to return 
here.” 

And thereupon Chicot resumed his seat. 

An hour had nearly passed away without our being able 
to state whether Chicot was engaged in thinking of the un- 
known lady or Borromée, »r whether he was occupied by 
curiosity or tormented by feelings of remorse, when he fan- 
cied he heard the gallop of a horse at the end of the street. 

Such was indeed the case, for soon after a cavalier, 
wrapped in his cloak, made his appearance. 

The cavalier drew up in the middle of the street, and 
seemed to be looking about him to see where he was. 

The cavalier then perceived the group which was formed 
by the litter and its bearers. 

He drove his horse against them. He was armed, for the 
rattling of his sword against his spurs could be distinctly 
heard. 

The bearers of the litter seemed desirous of barring 
his passage, but he addressed a few words to them in a low 
tone of voice, and not only did they withdraw with every 
mark of respect, but one of them, as he sprung to the 
ground from his horse, even received the bridle from his 
hand. 

The unknown advanced toward the door, and knocked 
loudly. 

“ Well,” said Chicot, “I was right in remaining, after 
all; my presentiments, which told me that something was 
going to take place, have not deceived me. Here is the 
husband, poor Ernanton; we shall presently be witness of 
something serious.” 

“Tf, however, it be the husband, he is very kind to an- 
nounce his return in so riotous a manner.” 

Notwithstanding the magisterial manner in which the 
unknown thundered at the door, some hesitation seemed to 
be shown in opening it. 

27 
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“ Open!” cried he who was knocking. 

“Open! open!” repeated the bearers. 

“There is no doubt it is the husband,” resumed Chicot; 
“he has threatened the men that he will have them 
whipped or hanged, and they have declared themselves on 
nis side. 

“Poor Ernanton, he will be flayed alive. 

“Oh! oh! I shall not suffer such a thing, however,” 
added Chicot. 

“ For in fact,” he resumed, “ he assisted me; and conse- 
quently, when an opportunity presents itself, I ought te 
help him. And it seems to me that the opportunity has 
now arrived, or it never will do so.” 

Chicot was resolute and generous, and curious into the 
bargain; he unfastened his long sword, placed it under his 
arm, and hurriedly ran down the staircase. 

He could open his door noiselessly, which is an indis- 
pensable piece of knowledge for any one who may wish to 
listen with advantage. 

Chicot glided under the balcony, then behind a pillar, 
and waited. 

Hardly had he installed himself there, when the door 
opposite was opened immediately, the unknown had whis- 
pered a word through the keyhole, and yet he did not ven- 
ture beyond the threshold. 

A moment afterward the lady appeared within the door- 
way. 
She took hold of the cavalier’s arm, who led her to the 
litter, closed the door of it, and then mounted his horse. 

“There is no doubt on the subject,” said Chicot, “it is 
the husband,'a good-nature fellow of a husband after all, 
since he does not think it worth his while to explore the 
house in order to be revenged on my friend Carmainges.” 

The litter then moved off, the cavalier walking his horse 
heside the door of it. 

“Pardieu!” said Chicot, “I must follow those people 
and learn who they are, and where they are going; I shall 
at all events draw some solid counsel from my discovery 
for my friend Carmainges.” 

Chicot accordingly followed the cortége, observing the 
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precaution, however, of keeping in the shadow of the walls, 
and taking care that the noise made by the footsteps of the 
men and of the horses should render the sound of his own 
inaudible. ° 

Chicot’s surprise was by no means slight when he saw 
the litter stop at the door of the “ Brave Chevalier.” 

Almost immediately afterward, as if some one had been 
on the watch, the door was opened. 

The lady, still veiled, alighted; entered and mounted to 
the turret, the window of the first story of which was 
lighted. 

The husband followed her, both being respectfully pre- 
ceded by Dame Fournichon, who carried a flamhbeau in her 
hand. 

“ Decidedly,” said Chicot, crossing his arms on his chest, 
“T cannot understand a single thing of the whole affair.” 


CHAPTER LXXXIII. 


SHOWING HOW CHICOT BEGAN TO UNDERSTAND THE PUR- 
PORT OF MONSIEUR DE GUISE’S LETTER. 


Cuicor fancied that he had already certainly seen, 
somewhere or another, the figure of this courteous cavalier ; 
but his memory, having become a little confused during 
his journey from Navarre, where he had met with so many 
different figures, did not, with its usual facility, furnish 
him with the cavalier’s name on the present occasion. 

While, concealed in the shade, he was interrogating 
himself, with his eyes fixed upon the lighted window, as to 
the object of this lady and gentleman’s téte-a-téte at the 
““ Brave Chevalier,” our worthy Gascon, forgetting Er- 
nanton in the mysterious house, observed the door of the 
hostelry open, and in the stream of light which escaped 
through the opening, he perceived something resembling 
the dark outline of a monk’s figure. 

The outline in question paused for a moment to look up 
at the same window at which Chicot had been gazing. 

“Oh! oh!” he murmured; “if I am not mistaken, that 
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is the frock of a Jacobin friar. Is Maitre Gorenfiot so lax, 
then, in his discipline as to allow his sheep to go strolling 
about at such an hour of the night as this, and at such a 
distance from the priory? ” 

Chicot kept his eye upon the Jacobin, who was making 
his way along the Rue des Augustins, and something 
seemed instinctively to assure him that he should, through 
this monk, discover the solution of the problem which he 
had up to that moment been vainly endeavoring to ascer- 
tain. 

Moreover, in the same way that Chicot had fancied he 
had recognized the figure of the cavalier, he now fancied 
he could recognize in the monk a certain movement of the 
shoulder, and a peculiar military movement of the hips, 
which only belong to persons in the habit of frequenting 
fencing rooms and gymnastic establishments. 

“ May the devil seize me,” he murmured, “if that frock 
yonder does not cover the body of that little miscreant 
whom I wished them to give me for a traveling companion, 
and who handles his arquebuse and sword so cleverly.” 

Hardly had the idea occurred to Chicot, when, to con- 
vince himself of its value, he stretched out his long legs, 
and in a dozen :trides rejoined the little fellow, who was 
walking along holding up his frock above his thin and 
sinewy legs in order to be able to get along all the faster. 

This was not very difficult, however, inasmuch as the 
monk paused every now and then to glance behind him, as 
if he was going away with great difficulty and with feelings 
of profound regret. 

His glance was invariably directed toward the bril- 
liantly-lighted windows of the hostelry. 

Chicot had not gone many steps before he felt sure that 
he had not been mistaken in his conjectures. 

“ Hallo! my little master,’ he said; “hallo! my little 
Jacquot; hallo! my little Clément. Halt!” 

And he pronounced this last word in so thoroughly mili- 
tary a tone, that the monk started at it. 

“Who calls me?” inquired the young man rudely, with 
something rather antagonistic than cordial in his tone of 
voice. 
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“YT!” replied Chicot, drawing himself up in front of the 
monk; “I! don’t you recognize me?” 

“Oh! Monsieur Robert Briquet!” exclaimed the monk. 

“ Myself, my little man. And where are you going like 
that, so late, darling child?” 

“To the priory, Monsieur Briquet.” 

“Very good; where do you come from?” 

“ I ? 2) 

“Of course, little libertine.” 

The young man started. 

“T don’t know what you are saying, Monsieur Briquet,” 
he replied; “on the contrary, I have been sent with a 
very important commission by Dom Modeste, who will 
himself assure you that such is the case, if there be any 
occasion for it.” 

“Gently, gently, my little Saint Jérome; we take fire 
like a match, it seems.” 

“And not without reason, too, when one hears such 
things said as you were saying just now.” 

“Diable! when one sees a frock like yours leaving a 
tavern at such an hour a 

“A tavern, I!” 

“Oh! of course not; the house you left just now was not 
the ‘ Brave Chevalier,’ I suppose? Ah! you see I have 
caught you!” 

“You were right in saying that I left that house, but it 
was not a tavern I was leaving.” 

“What!” said Chicot; “is not the hostelry of the sign 
of the ‘ Brave Chevalier’ a tavern?” 

“A tavern is a house where people drink, and as I have 
not been drinking in that house, that house is not a tavern 
for me.” 

“Diable! that is a subtle distinction, and I am very 
much mistaken if you will not some day become a very 
forcible theologian; but, at all events, if you did not go 
into that house to drink there, what did you go there for?” 

Clément made no reply, and Chicot could read in his 
face, notwithstanding the darkness of the night, a reso- 
lute determination not to say another word. 

This resolution annoyed our friend extremely, for it had 
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almost grown a habit with him to become acquainted with 
everything. 

It must not be supposed that Clément showed any iil 
feeling in his silence ; for, on the contrary, he had appeared 
delighted to meet, in so unexpected a manner, his learned 
fencing-master, Maitre Robert Briquet, and had given 
him the warmest reception that could be expected from 
. the close and rugged character of the youth. 

The conversation had completely ceased. Chicot, for 
the purpose of starting it again, was on the point of pro- 
nouncing the name of Frére Borromée; but, although 
Chicot did not feel any remorse, or fancied he did not feel 
any, he could not summon up courage to pronounce that 
name. 

His young companion, still preserving the same un- 
broken silence, seemed as if he were awaiting something ; 
it seemed, too, as if he considered it a happiness to remain 
as long as possible in the neighborhood of the hostelry of 
the “ Brave Chevalier.” 

Robert Briquet tried to speak to him about the journey 
which the boy had for a moment entertained the hope of 
making with him. 

Jacques Clément’s eyes glistened at the words space and 
liberty. 

Robert Briquet told him that in the countries through 
which he had just been traveling the art of fencing was 
held greatly in honor; he added, with an appearnace of in- 
difference, that he had even brought away with him several 
wonderful passes and thrusts. 

This was placing Jacques upon slippery ground. He 
wished to know what these passes were; and Chicot, with 
his long arm, indicated a few of them upon the little 
monk’s arm. 

But all these delicacies and refinements on Chicot’s part 
in no way affected little Clément’s obstinate determina- 
tion; and while he endeavored to parry thesé unknown 
passes, which his friend Maitre Robert Briquet was show- 
ing him, he preserved an obstinate silence with respect to 
what had brought him into that quarter. 

Thoroughly annoyed, but keeping a strong control over 
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himself, Chicot resolved to try the effect of injustice; in- 
justice is one of the most powerful provocatives ever in- 
vented to make women, children, and inferiors speak, 
whatever their nature or disposition may be. 

“Tt does not matter,” he said, as if he returned to his 
original idea; “it does not matter, you are a delightful 
little monk; but that you visit hostelries is certain, and 
what hostelries too! Those where beautiful ladies are to 
be found, and you stop outside in a state of ecstasy before 
the window, where you can see their shadow. Oh! little 
one, little one, I shall tell Dom Modeste all about it.” 

The bolt hit its mark, more truly so even than Chicot 
had supposed ; for when he began, he did not suspect that 
the wound had been so deep. 

Jacques turned round like a serpent that had been 
trodden on. 

“That is not true,” he cried, crimson with shame and 
anger, “ I don’t look at women.” 

“Yes, yes,” pursued Chicot ; “ on the contrary, there was 
an exceedingly pretty woman at the ‘ Brave Chevalier’ 
when you left it, and you turned round to look at her 
again; and I know that you were waiting for her in the 
turret, and I know, too, that you spoke to her.” 

Chicot proceeded by the inductive process. 

Jacques could not contain himself any longer. 

“T certainly have spoken to her!” he exclaimed ; “is it 
a sin to speak to women? ” 

“ No, when one does not speak to them of one’s own ac- 
cord, and yielding to the temptation of Satan.” 

“Satan has nothing whatever to do with the matter; it 
was absolutely necessary that I should speak to that lady, 
since I was desired to hand her a letter.” 

“Desired by Dom Modeste!” cried Chicot. 

“Yes, go and complain to him now, if you like.” 

Chicot, bewildered, and feeling his way as it were in the 
dark, perceived, at these words, a gleam of light travers- 
ing the obscurity of his brain. 

“ Ah!” he said, “I knew it perfectly well.” 

“ What did you know?” 

“ What you did not wish to tell me.” 


424 THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 


“T do not tell my own secrets, and, for a greater reason, 
the secrets of others.” 

“Yes, but to me.” 

“Why should I to you?” 

“You should tell them to me because I am a friend of 
Dom Modeste, and, for another reason, you should tell 
them to me because——” 

“Well?” 

“ Because I know beforehand all you could possibly have 
to tell me.” 

Jacques looked at Chicot and shook his head with an in- 
credulous smile. 

“Very good!” said Chicot, “ would you like me to tell 
you what you do not wish to tell me?” 

“J should indeed.” 

Chicot made an effort. 

“Tn the first place,” he said, “‘ that poor Borromée-———” 

A dark expression passed across Jacques’ face. 

“Oh!” said the boy, “if I had been there——” 

“ Well! if you had been there? ” 

“The affair would not have turned out as it did.” 

“ Would you have defended him against the Swiss with 
whom he got into a quarrel? ” 

“JT would have defended him against every one.” 

“So that he would not have been killed ? ” 

“‘ Either that, or I should have got myself killed along 
with him.” : 

“ At all events, you were not there, so that the poor devil 
breathed his last in an obscure tavern, and in doing so pro- 
nounced Dom Modeste’s name; is not that so? ” 

“ce Yes.” 

“ Whereupon the people there informed Dom Modeste of 
ae 

“A man, seemingly scared out of his wits, who threw 
the whole convent into consternation.” 

“ And Dom Modeste sent for his litter, and hastened to 
‘La Corne d’Abondance.’ ” 

“ How do you know that?” 

“Oh! you don’t know me yet, my boy; I am somewhat 
of a sorcerer, I can tell you.” 
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Jacques drew back a couple of steps. 

“That is not all,” continued Chicot, who, as he spoke, 
began to see clearer by the light of his own words; “a 
letter was found in the dead man’ s pocket.” 

“A letter—yes, precisely so.’ 

“ And Dom Modeste charged his little J byes ee to carry 
that letter to its address.” 

“ Yes. 2? 

“ And the little Jacques ran immediately to the Hétel de 
Guise.” 

“ee Oh ! 9 

“Where he found no one.” 

“Bon Dieu!” 

“But Monsieur de Mayneville.” 

“Good gracious! ” 

“And which same Monsieur de Mayneville conducted 
Jacques to the hostelry of the ‘ Brave Chevalier.’ ” 

“Monsieur Briquet! Monsieur Briquet!” cried Jacques, 
“if you know that 

“Kh! ventre de biche! you see very well that I do know 
it,” exclaimed Chicot, feeling triumphant at having disen- 
tangled this secret, which was of such importance for him 
to learn, from the provoking intricacies in which it had 
been at first involved. 

“Jn that case,” returned Jacques, “ you see very well, 
Monsieur Briquet, that I am not guilty.” 

“No,” said Chicot, “ you are not guilty in act, nor in 
omission, but you are guilty in thought.” 

its I ! 2? 

“T suppose there is no doubt you think the duchess very 
beautiful ? ” 

“ I ! ! 9 

“ And you turned round to look at her again through 
the window.” 

(73 if ! ! ! bed 

The young monk colored and stammered out: “ Well, 
it is true, she is exactly like a Virgin Mary which was 
placed over the head of my mother’s bed.” 

“Oh!” muttered Chicot, “how much those people lose 
who are not curious!” 
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And thereupon he made little Clement, whom from this 
moment he held in his power, tell him all he had himself 
just told him, but this time with the details, which he 
could not possibly otherwise have known. 

“ You see,” said Chicot, when he had finished, “ what a 
poor fencing-master you had in Frere Borromée.” 

“ Monsieur Briquet,” said little Jacques, “one ought 
not to speak ill of the dead.” 

“ No; but confess one thing.” 

“ What?” 

“That Borromée did not make such good use of his 
sword as the man who killed him.” 

as Manton 

“ And now that is all I had to say to you. Good night, 
Jacques ; we shall meet again soon, and if you like——” 

“ What, Monsieur Briquet ? ” 

“Why, I will give you lessons in fencing for the 
future.” 

“ Oh! I shall be most thankful.” 

“And now off with you, my boy, for they are waiting 
for you impatiently at the priory.” 

“True, true. Thank you, Monsieur Briquet, for having 
reminded me of it.” 

And the little monk disappeared, running as fast as he 
could. 

Chicot had a reason for dismissing his companion. He 
had extracted from him all he wished to know, and, on the 
other hand, there still remained something further for him 
to learn. He returned, therefore, as fast as he could to his 
own house. The litter, the bearers, and the horse were 
still at the door of the “ Brave Chevalier.” 

He regained his gutter without making a noise. 

The house opposite to his own was still lighted up, and 
from that moment all his attention was directed toward it. 

In the first place, he observed, by a rent in the curtain, 
Ernanton walking up and down, apparently waiting with 
great impatience. 

He then saw the litter return, saw Mayneville leave, and, 
lastly, he saw the duchess enter the room in which Ernan- 
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ton, palpitating and throbbing rather than breathing, im- 
patiently awaited her return. 

Ernanton kneeled before the duchess, who gave him her 
white hand to kiss. She then raised the young man from 
the ground, and made him sit down before her at a table 
which was most elegantly served. 

“This is very singular,” said Chicot; “it began like a 
conspiracy, and finishes by a rendezvous. 

“Yes,” continued Chicot, “but who appointed this 
rendezvous ? 

“ Madame de Montpensier.” 

And then, as a fresh light flashed through his brain, he 
murmured, «] entirely approve of your plan with regard 
to the Forty-five ; only allow me to say, dear sister, ‘that 
you will be conferring a greater honor on those fellows 
than they deserve.” 

“Ventre de biche! ” exclaimed Chicot, “I return to my 
original idea—it is not a love affair, but a conspiracy. 

“Madame la Duchesse de Montpensier is in love with 
Monsieur Ernanton de Carmainges; let us watch over this 
love affair of Madame la Duchesse.” 

And Chicot watched until midnight had long passed, 
when Ernanton hastened away, his cloak concealing his 
face, whilst Madame la Duchesse de Montpensier returned 
to her litter. 

“ Now,” murmured Chicot, as he descended his own 
staircase, “ what is that chance of death which is to de- 
yrver the Duc de Guise from the presumptive heir of the 
crown? who are those defunct persons who were thought 
to be dead, but are still living? 

“ Mordioux! I shall trace them before long.” 


CHAPTER LXXXIV. 
LE CARDINAL DE JOYEUSE. 
Youtu has its obstinate resolutions, both as regards 


good and evil in the world, which are by no means inferior 
to the inflexibility of purpose of maturer years. 
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When directed toward good purposes, instances of this 
dogged obstinacy of character produce what are termed 
the great actions of life, and impress on the man whc 
enters life an impulse which bears him onward, by @ 
natural course, toward a heroism of character of some kin¢ 
or another. 

In this way Bayard and Du Guesclin became great cap- 
tains, from having been the most ill-tempered and most 
intractable children that ever existed; in the same way, 
too, the swineherd, whom nature had made the herdsman 
of Montalte, and whose genius had converted him into 
Sexte-Quinte, became a great pope, because he had per- 
sisted in performing his duties as a swineherd in an indif- 
ferent manner. 

Again, in the same way were the worst Spartan 
natures displayed in a heroic sense, after they had com- 
menced life by a persistence in dissimulation and cruelty. 

All we have now to sketch is the portrait of a man of 
an ordinary stamp; and yet, more than one biographer 
would have found in Henri du Bouchage, at twenty years 
of age, the materials for a great man. 

Henri obstinately persisted in his affection and in his 
seclusion from the world; as his brother had begged and 
as the king had required him to do, he remained for some 
days closeted alone with his one enduring thought; and 
then, when that thought had become more and more fixed 
and unchangeable in its nature, he one morning decided 
to pay a visit to his brother the cardinal, an important 
personage, who, at the age of twenty-six, had already for 
two years past been a cardinal, and who, from the arch- 
bishopric of Narbonne, had passed to the highest degrees 
of ecclesiastical dignity, a position to which he was in- 
debted as much to his noble descent as to his powerful 
intellect. 

Francois de Joyeuse, whom we have already introduced 
with the object of enlightening Henri de Valais respect- 
ing the doubt he had entertained with regard to Sylla,— 
Francois de Joyeuse, young and worldly-minded, hand- 
some and witty, was one of the most remarkable men of 
the period. Ambitious by nature, but circumspect by 
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calculation and position, Francois de Joyeuse could assume 
as his device, “ Nothing is too much,” and justify his 
device. 

The only one, perhaps, of all those who belonged to the 
court—and Francois de Joyeuse was attached to the court 
in a very special manner—he had been able to create for 
himself two means of support out of the religious and lay 
thrones to which he in some measure approximated as a 
French gentleman, and as a prince of the Church; Sixtus 
protected him against Henry III., Henry III. protected 
him against Sixtus. He was an Italian at Paris, a Parisian 
at Rome, magnificent and able everywhere. 

The sword alone of Joyeuse, the high admiral, gave the 
latter more weight in the balance; but it might be noticed 
from certain smiles of the cardinal, that if those temporal 
arms failed him, which the hand of his brother, refined and 
admired as he was, wielded so successfully, he himself 
knew not only how to use, but also how to abuse, the spirit- 
ual weapon which had been intrusted to him by the sover- 
eign head of the Church. 

The Cardinal Francois de Joyeuse had very rapidly be- 
come a wealthy man, wealthy in the first place from his 
own patrimony, and then from his different benefices. At 
that period the Church was richly endowed—very richly 
endowed even, and when its treasures were exhausted, 
it knew the sources, which at the present day are exhausted, 
where and whence to renew them. 

Francois de Joyeuse, therefore, lived in the most mag- 
nificent manner. Leaving to his brother all the pageantry 
and glitter of a military household, 1e crowded his saloons 
with priests, bishops, and archbishops; he gratified his 
own individual peculiar fancies. On his attaining the dig- 
nity of cardinal, as he was a prince of the Church, and con- 
sequently superior to his brother, he had added to his 
household pages according to the Italian fashion, and 
guards according to that which prevailed at the French 
court. But these guards and pages were used by him as a 
still greater means of enjoying liberty of action. He fre- 
quently ranged his guards and pages round a huge litter, 
through the curtains of which his secretary passed his 
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gloved hand, whilst he himself, on horseback, his sword by 
his side, rode through the town disguised with a wig, an 
enormous ruff round his neck, and horseman’s boots, the 
sound of which delighted him beyond measure. 

The cardinal lived, therefore, in the enjoyment of the 
greatest consideration, for, at certain elevated positions in 
life, human fortunes are absorbing i in their nature, and, as 
if they were composed of nothing else but of adhesive 
particles, oblige all other fortunes to attend on and follow 
them like satellites; and on that account, therefore, the 
recent and marvelous successes of his brother Anne re- 
flected on him all the brilliancy of those achievements. 
Moreover, as he kad scrupulously followed the precept of 
concealing his mode of life, and of dispensing and diffus- 
ing his mental wealth, he was only known by the better 
sides of his character, and in his own family was accounted 
a very great man, a happiness which many sovereigns 
laden with glory and crowned with the acclamations of a 
whole nation have net enjoyed. 

It was to this prelate that the Comte du Bouchage be- 
tcok himself after his explanation with his brother, and 
after his conversation with the King of France; but, as we 
have already observed, he allowed a few days to elapse in 
token of obedience to the injunction which had been im- 
posed on him by his elder brother, as well as by the king. 

Frangois resided in a beautiful mansion in that part of 
Paris called La Cité. The immense courtyard was never 
quite free from cavaliers and litters; but the prelate, whose 
garden was immediately contiguous to the bank of the 
river, allowed his courtyard and his antechambers to be- 
come crowded with courtiers; and as he had a mode of 
egress toward the river-bank, and a boat close thereto, 
which conveyed him without any disturbance as far and 
as quietly as he chose, it not unfrequently happened that 
the courtiers uselessly waited to see the prelate, who availed 
himself of the pretext of a serious indisposition, or a rigid 
penance, to postpone his reception for the day. For him 
it was a realization of Italy in the bosom of the capital of 
the King of France, it was Venice embraced by the two 
arms of the Seine. 
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Francois was proud, but by no means vain; he loved his 
friends as brothers, and his brothers nearly as much as his 
friends. Five years older than Du Bouchage, he withheld 
from him neither good nor evil counsel, neither his purse 
nor his smile. 

But as he wore his cardinal’s costume with wonderful ef- 
fect, Du Bouchage thought him handsome, noble, almost 
formidable, and accordingly respected him more, perhaps, 
than he did the elder of them both. Henri, with his beau- 
tiful cuirass, and the glittering accessories of his military 
costume, tremblingly confided his love affairs to Anne, 
while he would not have dared to confess himself to Fran- 
Gois. 

However, when he proceeded to the cardinal’s hotel, his 
resolution was taken, and he accosted, frankly sa) the 
confessor first, and the friend afterward. 

He entered the courtyard, which several gentlemen were 
at that moment quitting, wearied at having solicited with- 
out having obtained the favor of an audience. 

He passed through the antechambers, saloons, and then 
the more private apartments. He had been told, as others 
had, that his brother was engaged in conference; but the 
idea of closing any of the doors before Du Bouchage never 
occurred to any of the attendants. 

Du Bouchage, therefore, passed through all the apart- 
ments until he reached the garden, a true garden of a 
Roman prelate, luxurious in its shade, coolness, and per- 
fume, such as, at the present day, may be found at the 
Villa Pamphile or the Palais Borghese. 

Henri passed under a group of trees: at this moment the 
gate close to the river side rolled on its hinges, and a man 
shrouded in a large brown cloak passed through, followed 
by a person in a page’s costume. The man, perceiving 
Henri, who was too absorbed in his reverie to think of him, 
glided through the. trees, avoiding the observation either of 
Du Bouchage or of any one else. 

Henri paid no attention to this mysterious entry; and it 
was only as he turned round that he saw the man entering 
the apartments. 

After he had waited about ten minutes, and as he was 
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about to enter the house, for the purpose of interrogating 
one of the attendants with the view of ascertaining at what 
hour precisely his brother would be visible, a servant, who 
seemed to be in search of him, observed his approach, and 
advancing in his direction, begged him to have the good- 
ness to pass into the library, where the cardinal awaited 
him. 

Henri complied with this invitation, but not very 
readily, as he conjectured that fresh contest would result 
from it; he found his brother cardinal engaged, with the 
assistance of a valet-de-chambre, in trying on a prelate’s 
costume, a little worldly-looking, perhaps, in its shape and 
fashion, but elegant and becoming in its style. 

“ Good morning, comte,” said the cardinal; “ what news 
have you?” 

“Excellent news, as far as our family is concerned,” 
said Henri. ‘‘ Anne, you know, has covered himself with 
glory in that retreat from Anvers, and is alive.” 

“ Heaven be praised! and are you too, Henri, safe and 
sound?” 

“ Yes, my brother.” 

“You see,” said the cardinal, “that heaven holds us in 
its keeping.” 

“JT am so full of gratitude to heaven, my brother, that I 
have formed the project of dedicating myself to its service. 
I am come to talk seriously to you upon this project, which 
is now well maiured, and about which I have already 
spoken to you.” 

“Do you still keep to that idea, Du Bouchage?” said 
the cardinal, allowing a slight exclamation to escape him, 
which was indicative that Joyeuse would have a struggle 
to encounter. 

“ I do.”’ 

“But it is impossible, Henri,” returned the cardinal; 
“have you not been told so already? ” 

“J have not listened to what others have said to me, my 
brother, because a voice stronger than mine, which speaks 
within me, prevents me from listening to anything which 
would turn me aside from my purpose.” 

“ You cannot be so ignorant of the things of this world 
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Henri,” said the cardinal, in his most serious tone of voice, 
“to believe that the voice you allude to was really that of 
Heaven; on the contrary—I assert it positively, too—it is 
altogether a feeling of a worldly nature which addresses 
you. Heaven has nothing to do in this affair; do not abuse 
that holy name, therefore, and, above all, do not confound 
the voice of Heaven with that of earth.” 

“T do not confound, my brother; I only mean to say 
that something irresistible in its nature hurries me toward 
retreat and solitude.” 

“So far, so good, Henri; we are now making use of 
proper expressions. Well, my dear brother, I will tell you 
what is to be done. Taking what you say for granted, I 
am going to render you the happiest of men.” 

“Thank you, oh! thank you, my brother.” 

“ Listen to me, Henri. You must take money, a couple 
of attendants, and travel through the whole of Europe, in 
a manner befitting a son of the house to which we belong. 
You will see foreign cour-vies; Tartary, Russia, even the 
Laplanders, those fabulous nations whom the sun never 
visits; you will become absorbed in your thoughts, until the 
devouring germ which is at work in you becomes either ex- 
tinct or satiated; and, after that, you will return to us 
again.” 

Henri, who had been seated, now rose, more serious 
than his brother had been. 

“You have not understood me, monseigneur,” he said. 

“JT beg your pardon, Henri; you made use of the words 
retreat and solitude.” 

“Yes, I did so; but by retreat and solitude, J meant a 
cloister, and not traveling ; to travel is to enjoy life still. I 
wish almost to suffer death, and if I do not suffer it, at 
least to feel it.” 

“That is an absurd thought, allow me to say, Henri; 
for whoever, in point of fact, wishes to isolate himself, is 
alone everywhere. But the cloister, let it be. Well, then, 
I understand that you have come to talk to me about this 
project. I know some very learned Benedictines, and some 
very clever Augustines, whose houses are cheerful, adorned 
with flowers, attractive, and agreeable in every respect. 
Amidst the works of science and art you will pass a de- 
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lightful year, in excellent society, which is of no slight 
importance, for one should avoid lowering one’s self in 
this world; and if at the end of the year you persist in 
your project, well, then, my dear Henri, I will not oppose 
you any further, and will myself open the door which 
will peacefully conduct you to everlasting rest.” 

“Most certainly you still misunderstand me, my 
brother, replied Du Bouchage, shaking his head, “or I 
_ should rather say your generous intelligence will not com- 
prehend me. I do not wish for a cheerful residence or a 
delightful retreat, but a rigorously strict seclusion, as 
gloomy as the grave itself. J intend to pronounce my 
vows, vows which will leave me no other thought or occu- 
pation than a grave to dig for myself, or constant prayer.” 

The cardinal frowned, and rose from his seat. 

“Yes,” he said, “ I did perfectly understand you; and I 
endeavored by opposition, without set phrases or discus- 
sion, to combat the folly of your resolutions, but you oblige 
me to do so; and now listen to me.” 

“Ah!” said Henri, despondently, “do not try to con- 
vince me; it is impossible.” 

“ Brother, I will speak to you in the name of Heaven, in 
the first place ; of Heaven, which you offend in saying that 
this wild resolution is of its inspiration. Heaven does not 
accept sacrifices hastily made. You are weak since you al- 
low yourself to be conquered by a first disappointment ; 
how can Heaven be pleased to accept a victim as unworthy 
as that you offer?” 

Henri started at his brother’s remark. 

“Oh! I shall no longer spare you. Henri, you, who 
never consider any of us,” returned the cardinal; “ you, 
who forget the grief which you will eause our elder brother, 
and will cause me too——” 

“Forgive me,” interrupted Henri, whose cheeks were 
dyed with crimson, “forgive me, monseigneur; but is the 
service of Heaven then so gloomy and so dishonorable a 
career that all the members of a family are to be thrown 
into distress by it? You, for instance, my brother, whose 
portrait I observe suspended in this room, with all this 
gold, and diamonds, and purple around you, are you not 
both the delight and honor of our house, although you 
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have chosen the service of Heaven, as my eldest brother 
has chosen that of the kings of the earth? ” 

“Boy, boy!” exclaimed the cardinal impatiently, “ you 
will make me believe your brain is turned. What! will 
you venture to compare my residence to a cloister? my 
hundred attendants, my outriders, the gentlemen of my 
suite, and my guards, to a cell and a broom, which are the 
only arms and the sole wealth of a cloister? Are you 
mad? Did you not just now say that you repudiated these 
superfluities—these pictures, precious vases, pomp and 
distinction, which I cannot do without? Have you, as | 
have, the desire and hope of placing on your brow the tiara 
of St. Peter? That, indeed, is a career, Henri; one presses 
onward toward it, struggles for it, lives in it. But as for 
you! it is the miner’s pick, the trappist’s spade, the grave- 
digger’s tomb, that you desire; utter abandonment of life, 
of pleasure, of hope; and all that—I blush with shame for 
you, a man—all that, I say, because you love a woman who 
loves you not. You do foul injustice to your race, Henri, 
most truly.” 

* Brother!” exclaimed the young man, pale as death, 
while his eyes blazed with kindling fire, “ would you sooner 
have me blow out my brains, or plunge in my heart the 
sword I have the honor to wear by my side? Pardieu, 
monseigneur, if you, who are cardinal and prince besides, 
will give me absolution for so mortal a sin, the affair will 
be so quickly done that you shall have no time to complete 
your odious and unworthy thought that I am capable of 
dishonoring my race, which, Heaven be praised, a Joyeuse 
will never do.” 

“Come, come, Henri,” said the cardinal, drawing his 
brother toward him, and pressing him in his arms; “ come, 
forget what has passed, and think of those who love you. 
T have personal motives for entreating you. Listen to me; 
a rare occurrence in this world of ours, we are all happy, 
some from feelings of gratified ambition, the others from 
blessings of every kind with which Heaven has bedecked 
our existence. Do not, I implore you, Henri, cast the 
mortal poison of the retreat you speak of upon our family 
happiness; think how our father would be grieved at it; 
think, too, how all of us would bear on our countenances 
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the dark reflection of the bitter mortification you are about 
to inflict upon us. I beseech you, Henri, to allow yourself 
to be persuaded; the cloister will not benefit you. I do 
not say that you will die there, for, misguided man, your 
answer will be a smile, which alas, would be only too intel- 
ligible for me. No, believe me that the cloister is more 
fatal to you than the tomb. The tomb annihilates but lite 
itself, the cloister annihilates intelligence; the cloister 
- bows the head, instead of raising it to heaven; the cold, 
humid atmosphere of the vaults passes by degrees into the 
blood, and penetrates the very marrow of the bones, chang- 
ing the cloistered recluse into another granite statue in the 
convent. My brother, my dear brother, take heed; our 
time here below is but brief ; youth visits us but once in our 
lives. The bright years of our earlier days wil! pass away 
too, for you are under the influence of a deep-seated grief; 
but at thirty years of age you will have become a man, the 
vigor of maturity will have then arrived; it will hurry 
away with it all that remains of your worn-out sorrow, and 
then you will wish to live over again; but it will be too 
late. Then, too, you will have grown melancholy in 
thought, plain in person, suffering in feeling; passion will 
have been extinguished in your heart, the brio it light of 
your eye will have become cnenched. They whose society 
you seek will flee you as a whited sepulcher, whose dark- 
some depths repel every glance. Henri, I speak as a 
friend, seriously, wisely ; listen to me.” 

The young man remained unmoved and silent. The car- 
dinal hoped that he had touched his feelings, and had 
shaken his resolution. 

“Try some other resource, Henri. Carry this poisoned 
shaft, which rankles in your bosom, about with you wher- 
ever you may go, in the turmoil of life; cherish its com- 
panionship at our fétes and banquets; imitate the wounded: 
deer, which flees through the thickets and brakes and 
forests, in its efforts to draw out from its body the arrow 
which is rankling in the wound; sometimes the arrow. 
falls.” 

“For pity’s sake,” said Henri, “ do not persist any more; 
what I solicit is not the caprice of a moment, or the reflec- 
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tion of an hour; it is the result of a laborious and painful 
determination. In Heaven’s name, therefore, my brother, 
I adjure you to accord me the favor I solicit.” 

“ And what is the favor you ask?” 

“A dispensation, monseigneur.” 

“ For what purpose? ” 

“To shorten my novitiate.” 

“Ah! I knew it, Du Bouchage. You are worldly-minded 
even in your rigorousness, my poor boy. Oh! I know very 
well what reason you are going to give me. Yes, you are, 
indeed, a man of the world; you resemble those young men 
who offer themselves as volunteers, and are eagerly desir- 
ous for fire, balls, and blows, but care not for working in 
the trenches, or for sweeping out the tents. There is some 
resource left yet, Henri; so much the better, so much the 
better.” 

“Give me the dispensation I ask; I entreat you on my 
knees.” 

“JT promise it to you; I will write to Rome for it. It 
will be a month before the answer arrives; but, in ex- 
change, promise me one thing.” 

“ Name it.” 

“ That you will not, during this month’s postponement, 
reject any pleasure or amusement which may be offered to 
you; and if, in a month hence, you still entertain the same 
projects, Henri, I will give you this dispensation with my 
own hand. Are you satisfied now, and have you nothing 
further to ask me?” 

“No, I thank you; but a month is a long time, and the 
delay will kill me.” 

“Tn the meantime, and in order to change your 
thoughts, will you object to breakfast with me? I have 
some agreeable companions this morning.” 

And the prelate smiled in a manner which the most 
worldly-disposed favorites of Henri III. would have en- 
vied. 

“ Brother,” said Du Bouchage, resisting. 

“JT will not accept any excuse; you have no one but my- 
self here, since you have just arrived from Flanders, and 
your own house cannot be in order just yet.” 
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With these words the cardinal rose, and drawing aside a 
portiere, which hung before a large cabinet sumptuously 
furnished, he said: 

“Come, comtesse, let us persuade Monsieur le Comte du 
Bouchage to stay with us.” 

At the very moment, however, when the count drew 
aside the portiére, Henri had observed, half reclining upon 
the cushions, the page who had with the gentleman en- 
tered the gate adjoining the banks of the river, and in this 
_ page, before even the prelate had announced her sex, he 
had recognized a woman. 

An indefinable sensation, like a sudden terror, or an 
overwhelming feeling of dread, seized him, and while the 
worldly cardinal advanced to take the beautiful page by 
the hand, Henri du Bouchage darted from the apartment, 
and so quickly, too, that when Francois returned with the 
lady, smiling with the hope of winning a heart back again 
to the world, the room was perfectly empty. 

Francois frowned; then, seating himself before a table 
covered with papers and letters, he hurriedly wrote a few 
lines. 

“May I trouble you to ring, dear countess,” he said, 
“since you have your hand near the bell.” 

And as the page obeyed, a valet-de-chambre in the confi- 
dence of the cardinal appeared. 

“Let a courier start on horseback, without a moment’s 
loss of time,” said Francois, “ and take this letter to Mon- 
sieur le Grand-amiral 4 Chateau-Thierry.” 


CHAPTER LXXXYV. 
NEWS FROM AURILLY. 


Own the following day the king was working at the 
Louvre with the superintendent of finances, when an at- 
tendant entered to inform his majesty that Monsieur de 
Joyeuse, the eldest son of that family, had just arrived, 
and was waiting for him in the large audience chamtber, 
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having come from Chateau-Thierry, with a message from 
Monsieur le Duc d’Anjou. 

The king precipitately left the business which occupied 
him, and ran to meet a friend whom he regarded with so 
much affection. 

A large number of officers and courtiers crowded the 
cabinet ; the queen-mother had arrived that evening, es- 
corted by her maids of honor, and these light-hearted girls 
were, like suns, always attended by their satellites. 

The king gave Joyeuse his hand to kiss, and glanced 
with a satisfied expression around the assembly. 

In the angle of the entrance door, in his usual place, 
stood Henri du Bouchage, rigorously discharging his serv- 
ice and the duties which were imposed on him. 

The king thanked him, and saluted him with a friendly 
recognition, to which Henri replied by a profound rever- 
ence. 

This good intelligence which prevailed between them 
made Joyeuse turn his head and smilingly look at his 
brother, without, however, saluting him in too marked a 
manner, from the fear of violating etiquette. 

“Sire,” said Joyeuse, “I am sent to your majesty by 
Monsieur le Duc d’Anjou, recently returned from the ex- 
pedition to Flanders.” 

“Ts my brother well, monsieur l’amiral?” inquired the 
king. 

** As well, sire, as the state of his mind will permit; how- 
ever, I will not conceal from your majesty that he appears 
to be suffering greatly.” 

“ He must need something to change the current of his 
thoughts after his misfortune,” said the king, delighted at 
the opportunity of proclaiming the check which his brother 
had met with, while appearing to pity him. 

“T believe he does, sire.” 

“ We have been informed that the disaster had been most 
severe.” 

“ Sire——” 

“But that, thanks to you, a great portion of the army 
had been saved; thanks, monsieur l’amiral, thanks. Does 
poor Monsieur d’Anjou wish to see us?” 
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“Most anxiously so, sire.” 

“In that case we will see him. Are not you of that 
opinion, madame?” said Henri, turning toward Catherine, 
whose heart was wrung with feelings, the expression of 
which her face determinedly concealed. 

“ Sire,” she replied, “I should have gone alone to meet 
my son; but since your majesty condescends to join with 
me in this mark of kind consideration, the journey will be 
a party of pleasure for me.” 

“You will accompany us, messieurs,” said the king to 
the courtiers ; “ we will set off to-morrow, and I shall sleep 
at Meaux.” 

“ Shall I at once announce this excellent news to mon- 
siegneur, sire?” 

“ Not so; what! leave me so soon, monsieur l’amiral? 
not so, indeed. I can well understand that a Joyeuse must 
be loved and sought after by my brother, but we have two 
of the same family, thank heaven. Du Bouchage, you will 
start for Chateau-Thierry, if you please.” 

“ Sire,” said Henri, “may I be permitted, after having 
announced your majesty’s arrival to Monseigneur le Duc 
d’Anjou, to return to Paris?” 

“You may do as you please, Du Bouchage,” said the 
king. 

Henri bowed and advanced toward the door. Fortu- 
nately Joyeuse was watching him narrowly. 

“Will you allow me to say one word to my brother?” 
he inquired. 

“Do so; but what is it?” said the king in an undertone. 

“The fact is, that he wishes to use the utmost speed to 
execute the commission, and to return again immediately, 
which happens to interfere with my projects, sire, and with 
those of the cardinal.” 

“ Away with you, then, and rate this lovesick swain 
most roundly.” 

Anne hurried after his brother and overtook him in the 
antechambers. ; 

“Well!” said Joyeuse ; “you are setting off very eagerly, 
Henri.” 

“ Of course, my brother! ” 
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“ Becauc2 you wish to return here soon again?” 

“That is quite true.” 

“You do not intend, then, to stay any time at Chateau- 
Thierry?” 

“ As little as possible.” 

“Why so?” 

“Where others are amusing themselves is not my place.’ 

“On the contrary, Henri, it is precisely because Mon- 
seigneur le Duc d’Anjou is about to give some fétes that 
you should remain at Chateau-Thierry.” 

“Tt is impossible.” 

“Because of your wish for retirement, and of the 
austere projects you have in view?” 

66 Yes.” 

“You have been to the king to solicit a dispensation? ” 

“Who told you so?” 

“T know it to be the case.” 

“Tt is true, then, for I have been to him.” 

“You will not obtain it.” 

“Why so, my brother?” 

“ Because the king has no interest in depriving himself 
of such a devoted servant as you are.” 

“My brother, the cardinal, will therefore do what his 
majesty will be disinclined to do.” 

“ And all that for a woman?” 

“ Anne, I entreat you, do not persist any further.” 

“Ah! do not fear that I shall begin over again; but, 
once for all, let us to the point. You set off for Chateau- 
Thierry; well, instead of returning as hurriedly as you 
seem disposed to do, I wish you to wait for me in my apart- 
ments there; it is a long time since we have lived together. 
I particularly wish to be with you again, you understand.” 

“You are going to Chateau-Thierry to amuse yourself, 
Anne, and if I were to remain there I should poison all 
your pleasures.” 

“Oh! far from that, I do not care for them; I am of a 
happy temperament, and quite fitted to drive away all 
your fits of melancholy.” 

“ Brother - 

“ Permit me, comte,” said the admiral, with an impe- 
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rious air of command, “I am the representative of our 

father here, and I enjoin you to wait for me at Chateau- 

Thierry. You will find out my apartment, which will be 

your own also; it is on the ground floor, looking out on the 
ark.” 

me If you command me to do so, my brother,” said Henri, 

with a resigned air. 

“Call it by what name you please, comte, desire or com- 
mand; but await my arrival.” 

“T will obey you, my brother.” 

“ And I am persuaded that you will not be angry with 
me for it,” added Joyeuse, pressing the young man in his 
arms. 

The latter withdrew from the fraternal embrace, some- 
what ungraciously perhap. ordered his horses, and imme- 
diately set off for Chateau-Thierry. He hurried thither 
with the anger of a vexed and disappointed man; that is 
to say, he pressed his horses to the top of their speed. 

The same evening he was slowly ascending, before 
nightfall, the hill on which Chateau-Thierry is situated, 
with the river Marne flowing at its feet. 

At his name, the doors of the chateau flew open before 
him, but, as far as an audience was concerned, he was more 
than an hour before he could obtain it. 

The prince, some told him, was in his apartments ; others 
said he was asleep; he was practising music, the valet-de- 
chambre supposed. No one, however, among the attend 
ants could give him a positive reply. 

Henri persisted, in order that he might no longer have 
to think of his service on the king, so that he might abandon 
himself from that moment to his melancholy thoughts 
unrestrained. 

Won over by his perseverance, it being well known too 
that he and his brother were on the most intimate terms 
with the duke, Henri was ushered into one of the salons on 
the first floor, where the prince at last consented to receive 
him. 

Half an hour passed away, and the shades of evening 
insensibly closed in. 

The heavy and measured footsteps of the Duc d@’Anjou 


THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 443 


resounded in the gallery, and Henri, on recognizing them, 
prepared to discharge his mission with the accustomed 
formal ceremonies. But the prince, who seemed very 
much pressed, quickly dispensed with these formalities on 
the part of his ambassador, by taking him by the hand and 
embracing him. 

“Good day, comte,” he said; “why should they have 
given you the trouble to come and see a poor defeated 
general ? ” 

“The king has sent me, monseigneur, to inform you that 
he is exceedingly desirous of seeing your highness, and 
that in order to enable you to recover from your fatigue, 
his majesty will himself come and pay a visit to Chateau- 
Thierry, to-morrow at the latest.” 

“The king will be here to-morrow!” exclaimed Fran- 
cois, with a gesture of impatience, but recovering himself 
immediately afterward. 

* To-morrow, to-morrow,” he resumed ; “ why, the truth 
is, that nothing will be in readiness, either here or in the 
town, to receive his majesty.” 

Henri bowed, as one whose duty it had been to transmit 
an order, but whose province it was not to comment upon 
it. 

“The extreme haste which their majesties have to see 
your royal highness has not allowed them to think of the 
embarrassment they may be the means of occasioning.” 

“ Well, well,” said the prince, hurriedly, “it is for me to 
make the best use of the time I have at my disposal. I 
leave you, therefore, Henri; thanks for the alacrity you 
have shown, for you have traveled fast, I perceive. Go 
and take some rest.” 

“Your highness has no other orders to communicate to 
me?” Henri inquired respectfully. 

“None. Go and lie down. You shall dine in your 
own apartment. I hold no reception this evening; I am 
suffering, and ill at ease; I have lost my appetite, and 
cannot sleep, which makes my life a sad, dreary one, and 
which, you understand, I do not choose to inflict upon any 
one else. By the bye, you have heard the news?” 

“No, monseigneur; what news?” 
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“ Aurilly has been eaten up by the wolves——” 

“ Aurilly!” exclaimed Henri, with surprise. 

“Yes, yes—devoured! It is singular how every one 
who comes near me dies a violent death. Good night, 
count; may you sleep well!” 

And the prince hurried away rapidly. 


CHAPTER LXXXVI. 
DOUBT. 


Henri descended the staircase, and as he passed 
through the antechambers, observed many officers of his 
acquaintance, who ran forward to meet him,and, with many 
marks of friendship, offered to show him the way to his 
brother’s apartments, which were situated at one of the 
angles of the chateau. It was the library that the duke had 
given Joyeuse to reside in during his residence at Chateau- 
Thierry. 

Two salons, furnished in the style of Francois the 
First, communicated with each other, and terminated in 
the library, the latter apartment looking out on the 
gardens. 

His bed had been put up in the library. Joyeuse was of 
an indolent, yet of a cultivated turn of mind. If he 
stretched out his arm he laid his hand on science; if he 
opened the windows he could enjoy the beauties of na- 
ture. Finer and superior organizations require more satis- 
fying enjoyments; and the morning breeze, the songs of 
birds, or the perfumes of flowers, added fresh delight to 
the triplets of Clement Marot, or to the odes of Ronsard. 

Henri determined to leave everything as it was, not be- 
cause he was influenced by the poetic sybaritism of his 
brother, but, on the contrary, from indifference, and be- 
cause it mattered little to him whether he was there or 
elsewhere. 

But as the count, in whatever frame of mind he might 
be, had been brought up never to neglect his duty or respect 
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toward the king or the princes of the reyal family of 
France, he inquired particularly in what part of the 
chateau the prince had resided since his return. 

By mere accident, in this request, Henri met with an 
excellent cicerone in the person of the young ensign, who, 
by some act of indiscretion or another, had, in the little 
village in Flanders where we represented the personages 
in this tale as having halted for a moment, communicated 
the count’s secret to the prince. This ensign had not 
quitted the prince’s side since his return, and could in- 
from Henri very accurately on the subject. 

On his arrival at Chateau-Thierry, the prince had at 
first entered upon a course of reckless dissipation. At 
that time he occupied the state apartments of the chateau, 
had receptions morning and evening, and was engaged 
during the day stag-hunting in the forest; but since the 
intelligence of Aurilly’s death, which had reached the 
prince without its being known from what source, the prince 
had retired to a pavilion situated in the middle of the park. 
This pavilion, which was an almost inaccessible retreat ex- 
cept to the intimate associates of the prince, was hidden 
from view by the dense foliage of the surrounding trees, 
and could hardly be perceived above their lofty summits, 
or through the thick foliage of the hedges. 

It was to this pavilion that the prince had retired dur- 
ing the last few days. Those who did not know him well 
said that it was Aurilly’s death which had made him betake 
himself to this solitude; while those who were well ac- 
quainted with his character pretended that he was carry- 
ing out in this pavilion some base or infamous plot, which 
some day or another would be revealed to light. 

A circumstance which rendered either of these supposi- 
tions much more probable was, that the prince seemed 
greatly annoyed whenever a matter of business or a visit 
summoned him to the chateau; and so decidedly was this 
the case, that no sooner had the visit been received, or 
the matter of business been despatched, than he returned 
to his solitude, where he was waited upon only by the two 
old valets-de-chambre who had been present at his birth. 
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“Since this is the case,” observed Henri, “the fétes 
will not be very gay if the prince continue in this humor.” 

“ Certainly,” replied the ensign, “for every one will 
know how to sympathize with the prince’s grief, whose 
pride as well as whose affections have been so smitten.” 

Henri continued his interrogatories without intending 
it, and took a strange interest in doing so. The circum- 
stance of Aurilly’s death, whom he had known at the 
court, and whom he had again met in Flanders; the kind 
of indifference with which the prince had announced the 
loss he had met with; the strict seclusion in which it was 
said the prince had lived since his death—all this seemed 
tc him, without his being able to assign a reason for his 
belief, as part of that mysterious and darkened web 
wherein, for some time past, the events of his life had been 
woven. 

“ And,” inquired he of the ensign, “it is not known, you 
say, how the prince became acquainted with the news of 
the death of Aurilly?” 

ce No.” 

“ But surely,” he insisted, “ people must talk about it? ” 

“Oh! of course,” said the ensign; “true or false, you 
know, people always will talk.” 

* Well, then, tell me what it is.” 

“Tt is said that the prince was hunting under the wil- 
lows close beside the river, and that he had wandered away 
from the others who were hunting also, for everything 
he does is by fits and starts, and he becomes as excited in 
the field as at play, or under fire, or under the influence of 
grief, when suddenly he was seen returning with a face 
scared and as pale as death. 

“The courtiers questioned him, thinking that it was 
nothing more than a mere incident of the hunting-field. 

“He held two rouleaux of gold in his hand. 

“Can you understand this, messieurs?’ he said, in a 
hard dry voice; ‘ Aurilly is dead; Aurilly has been eaten 
by the wolves.’ 

“Every one immediately exclaimed. 

“Nay, indeed,’ said the prince; ‘may the foul fiend 
take me if it be not so; the poor lute-player had always 
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been a far better musician than a horseman. It seems 
that his horse ran away with him, and that he fell into a 
pit, where he was killed; the next day a couple of travelers 
who were passing close to the pit discovered his body half 
eaten by the wolves; and a proof that the affair actually 
did happen, as I have related it, and that robbers have 
nothing whatever to do with the whole matter is, that here 
are two rouleaux of gold which he had about him, and 
which have been faithfully restored.’ 

“‘ However, as no one had been seen to bring these two 
rouleaux of gold back,” continued the ensign, “it is sup- 
posed that they had been handed to the prince by the two 
travelers who, having met and recognized his highness on 
the banks of the river, had announced the intelligence cf 
Aurilly’s death.” 

“Tt is very strange,” murmured Henri. 

“ And what is more strange still,” continued the ensign, 
“is, that it is said—can it be true, or is it merely an in- 
vention ?—it is said, I repeat, that the prince was seen 
to open the little gate of the park close to the chestnut 
trees, and that something like two shadows passed through 
that same gate. The prince then introduced two persons 
into the park—probably the two travelers; it is since that 
occasion that the prince has retired into his pavilion, and 
we have only been able to see him by stealth.” 

“And has no one seen these two travelers?” asked 
Henri. 

“ As I was proceeding to ask the prince the password for 
the night, for the sentinels on duty at the chateau, I met a 
man who did not seem to me to belong to his highness’s 
household, but I was unable to observe his face, the man 
having turned aside as soon as he perceived me, and hav- 
ing let down the hood of his cloak over his eyes.” 

“The hood of his cloak, do you say?” 

“Yes; the man looked like a Flemish peasant, and re- 
minded me, I hardly know why, of the person by whom 
you were accompanied when we met out yonder.” 

Henri started; the observation seemed to him in some 
way connected with the profound and absorbing interest 
with which the story inspired him; to him, too, who had 
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seen Diana and her companion confided to Aurilly, the idea 
occurred that the two travelers who had announced to the 
prince the death of the unfortunate lute-player were ac- 
quaintances of his own. 

Henri looked attentively at the ensign. 

“ And when you fancied you recognized this man, what 
was the idea that occurred to you, monsieur?” he in- 
quired. 

“T will tell you what my impression was,” replied the 
ensign; “however, I will not pretend to assert anything 
positively; the prince has not, in all probability, aban- 
doned all idea with regard to Flanders; he therefore main- 
tains spies in his employ. The man with the woolen over- 
coat is a spy, who, on his way here, may possibly have 
learned the accident which had happened to the musician, 
and may thus have been the bearer of two pieces of intel- 
ligence at the same time.” 

“That is not improbable,” said Henri, thoughtfully ; 
“but what was this man doing when you saw him?” 

“He was walking beside the hedge which borders the 
parterre—you can see the hedge from your windows—and 
was making toward the conservatories.” 

“You say, then, that the two travelers, for I believe you 
stated there were two——” 

“Others say that two persons were seen to enter, but I 
only saw one, the man in the overcoat.” 

“Tn that case, then, you have reason to believe that the 
man in the overcoat, as you describe him, is living in the 
conservatories.” 

“Tt is not unlikely.” 

“ And have these conservatories a means of exit?” 

“Yes, count, toward the town.” 

Henri remained silent for some time; his heart was 
throbbing most violently, for these details, which were 
apparently matters of indifference to him, who seemed 
throughout the whole of this mystery as if he were gifted 
with the power of prevision, were, in reality, full of the 
deepest interest for him. 

Night had in the weantime cloged in, and the two youny 
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men were conversing together without any lght in Joy- 
euse’s apartment. 

Fatigued by his journey, oppressed by the strange events 
which had just been related to him, unable to struggle 
against the emotions which they had aroused in his breast, 
the count had thrown himself on his brother’s bed, and 
mechanically directed his gaze toward the deep blue 
heavens above him, which seemed set as with diamonds. 

The young ensign was seated on the ledge of the window, 
and voluntarily abandoned himself to that listlessness of 
thought, to that poetic reverie of youth, to that absorbing 
languor of feeling, which the balmy freshness of evening 
inspires. 

A deep silence reigne” throughout the park and the 
town; the gates were closed, the lights were kindled by 
degrees, the dogs in the distance were barking in their 
kennels at the servants, on whom devolved the duty of 
shutting up the stables in the evening. 

Suddenly the ensign rose to his feet, and made a sign 
of attention with his head, leaned out of the window, and 
then, calling in a quick, low tone to the count, who was 
reclining on the bed, said: 

* Come, come! ” 

“What is the matter?” Henri inquired, arousing him- 
self by a strong effort from his. reverie. 

“The man! the man!” 

“ What man?” 

“The man in the overcoat, the spy!” 

“Oh!” exclaimed Henri, springing from the bed to the 
window, and leaning on the ensign. 

“ Stay,” continued the ensign; “ do you see him yonder ? 
He is creeping along the hedge; wait a moment, he will 
show himself again. Now look toward that spot which is 
illuminated by the moon’s rays, there he is; there he is.” 

ce es 

“Do you not think he is a sinister-looking fellow?” 

“ Sinister is the very word,” replied Du Bouchage, in . 
gloomy voice. 

“Do you believe he is a spy?” 

“T believe nothing, and yet I believe everything.” 
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“See, he is going from the prince’s pavilion to the con- 
servatories.” 

“The prince’s pavilion is in that direction, then?” 
inquired Du Bouchage, indicating with his finger the direc- 
‘ion from which the stranger appeared to be proceeding. 

“Do you see that light whose rays are trembling 
through the leaves of the trees?” 

“Well?” 

“That is the dining-room.” 

“ Ah!” exclaimed Henri, “ see, he makes his appearance 
again.” 

“Yes, he is no doubt going to the conservatories to join 
his companion? Did you hear that?” 

“ What?” 

“The sound of a key turning in the lock.” 

“Tt is singular,” said Du Bouchage; “ there is nothing 
unusual in all this, and yet qf? 

“ And yet you are trembling, you were going to say?” 

“Yes,” said the count; “but what is that?” 

The sound of a bell was heard. 

“Tt is the signal for the supper of the prince’s house- 
hold; are you going to join us at supper, count?” 

“ No, I thank you, I do not require anything; and, if I 
should feel hungry, I will call for what I may need.” 

“Do not wait for that, monsieur; but come and amuse 
yourself in our society.” 

“ Nay, nay, it is impossible.” 

“Why so?” 

* His royal highness almost directed me to have what I 
should need served to me in my own apartment; but do 
not let me delay you.” 

“Thank you, count, good evening; do not lose sight of 
our phantom.” 

“Oh! rely upon me for that; unless,’ added Henri, 
who feared he might have said too much, “ unless, indeed, 
I should be overtaken by sleep, which seems more than 
probable, and a far more healthy occupation than that of 
as shadows and spies.’ 

“Certainly,” said the ensign, laughingly, as he took 
. leave of Henri du Bouchage. 
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Hardly had he quitted the library than Henri darted into 
the garden. 

“Oh!” he murmured, “it is Remy! it is Remy! I 
should know him again in the darkness of hell itself.” 

And the young man, as he felt his knees tremble be- 
neath him, buried his burning forehead in his cold damp 
hands. 

“Great Heaven!” he cried, “is not this rather a phan- 
tasy of my poor fevered brain, and is it not written that 
in my slumbering and in my waking moments, day and 
night, I should ever see those two figures who have made 
so deep and dark a furrow in my life? 

“ Why,” he continued, like a man aware of the need that 
exists of convincing himself, “ why, indeed, should Remy 
be here in this chateau, while the Duc d’Anjou is here? 
What is his motive in coming here? What can the Duc 
d’Anjou possibly have to do with Remy? And why should 
he have quitted Diana—he, who is her eternal companion ? 
No; it is not he.” 

Then, again, a moment afterward, a conviction, thor- 
ough, profound, almost instinctive in its nature, seemed to 
overcome all the doubts he had entertained. 

“Tt is he! it is he!” he murmured, in utter despair, and 
leaning against the wall to save himself from falling. 

As he finished giving utterance to this overpowering, 
overwhelming thought, which seemed to crush all others in 
his mind, the sharp sound of the lock was again heard, 
and, although the sound was almost imperceptible, his 
over-excited senses detected it instantly. An indefinable 
shudder ran through the young man’s whole frame; again 
he listened with eager attention. So profound a silence 
reigned around him on every side that he could hear the 
throbbings of his own heart. A few minutes passed away 
without anything he expected making its appearance. In 
default of his eyes, however, his ears told him that some 
one was approaching, for he heard the sound of the gravel 
under the advancing footsteps. Suddenly the straight 
black line of the hedge seemed broken ; he imagined he saw 
upon this dark background a group still darker moving 
along. 
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“Tt is he returning again,” murmured Henri. “ Is he 
alone, or is some one with him?” 

The objects advanced from the side where the silver 
light of the moon had illuminated a space of open ground. 
It was at the very moment when, advancing in the opposite 
direction, the man in the overcoat crossed this open space, 
that Henri fancied he recognized Remy. This time Henri 
observed two shadows very distinctly; it was impossible 
he could be mistaken. A death-like chill struck to his 
heart, and seemed to have turned it to marble. 

The two shadows walked quickly along, although with 
a firm step; the former was dressed in a woolen overcoat, 
and at the appearance of the second apparition, as at that 
of the first, the count fancied he recognized Remy. 

The second, who was completely enveloped in a large 
man’s cloak, seemed to defy every attempt at recognition. 

And yet, beneath that cloak, Henri fancied he could de- 
tect what no human eye could have possibly seen. 

He could not control a deep bitter groan of despair, and 
no sooner had the two mysterious personages disappeared 
behind the hedge than the young man darted after them, 
and stealthily glided from one group of trees to another, 
in the wake of those whom he was so anxious to discover. 

“Oh!” he murmured, as he stole along, “do I not in- 
deed deceive myself? Oh! Heaven, can it really be pos- 
sible? ” 


CHAPTER LXXXVII. 
CERTAINTY. 


Henri glided along the hedge, on the side which was 
thrown into deep shade, taking care to make no noise 
either on the gravel or against the trees. 

Obliged to walk carefully, and while walking to watch 
carefully over every movement he made, he could not 
perceive anything. And yet, by his style, his dress, his 
walk, he still fancied he recognized Remy in the man 
who wore the overcoat. 


THE FORTY-FIVE GUARDSMEN. 453 


Mere conjectures, more terrifying for him than reali- 
ties, arose in his mind with regard to this man’s compan- 
1on. 

The road which they were following, and which was 
bounded by a row of elms, terminated in a high hawthorn 
hedge, which separated from the rest of the park the pa- 
vilion of the Duc d’Anjou, and enveloped it as with a 
curtain of verdure, in the midst of which, as has been al- 
ready observed, it entirely disappeared in a remote corner 
of the grounds of the chateau. There were several beau- 
tiful sheets of water, dark underwood, through which wind- 
ing paths had been cut, and venerable trees, over the sum- 
mits of which the moon was shedding its streams of silver 
light, whilst underneath the gloom was thick, dark, and 
impenetrable. 

As he approached this hedge, Henri felt that his heart 
was on the point of failing him. In fact, to transgress 
so boldly the prince’s orders, and to abandon himself to a 
course of conduct as indiscreet as it was rash, was the 
act, not of a leyal and honorable man, but of a mean and 
cowardly spy, or of a jealous man driven to extremities. 
But as, while opening the gate, which separated the greater 
from the smaller park, the man he followed moved in such 
a way that his features were revealed, and as he perceived 
that these features were indeed those of Remy, the count’s 
scruples vanished, and he resolutely advanced at all haz- 
ards. Henri found the gate again closed; he leaped over 
the railings, and then continued his pursuit of the prince’s 
two strange visitors, who still seemed to be hurrying on- 
ward. Another cause of terror was soon added; for the 
duke, on hearing the footsteps of Remy and his compan- 
ion upon the gravel walk, made his appearance from the 
pavilion. Henri threw himself behind the largest of the 
trees, and waited. 

He could not see anything, except that he observed that 
Remy made a very low salutation, that Remy’s companion 
courtesied like a woman, instead of bowing like a man, 
and that the duke, seemingly transported with delight, 
offered his arm to the latter, in the same way as he would 
have done to a woman. Then all three advanced toward 
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the pavilion, disappeared under the vestibule, and the 
door closed behind them. 

“This must end,” said Henri, “ and I must seek a more 
convenient place, where I can see everything that may 
pass without being seen.” 

He decided in favor of a clump of trees situated between 
the pavilion and the wall, from the center of which the 
waters of a fountain gushed forth, thus forming an im- 
penetrable place of concealment ; for it was not likely that 
in the night-time, with the freshness and humidity which 
would naturally be found near this fountain, the prince 
would seek the vicinity of the waters and the thickets. 
Hidden behind the statue with which the fountain was 
ornamented, and standing at his full height behind the 
pedestal, Henri was enabled to see what was taking place 
in the pavilion, the principal window of which was quite 
open before him.” 

As no one could, or rather, as no one would, venture to 
penetrate so far, no precautions had been taken. 

A table was laid, sumptuously served with the richest 
viands, and with rare wines in bottles of costly Venetian 
glass. 

Two seats only at this table seemed to be awaiting two 
guests. 

The duke approached one of the chairs; then, leaving the 
arm of Remy’s companion, and pointing to the other seat, 
he seemed to request that the cloak might be thrown aside, 
as. although it might be very serviceable for an evening 
stroll, it became very inconvenient when the object of the 
stroll was attained, and when that object was a supper. 

Thereupon the individual to whom the invitation had 
been addressed threw the cloak upon a chair, and the 
dazzling blaze of the flambeaux lighted up, without a 
shadow on their loveliness, the pale and majestically-beau- 
{iful features of a woman whom the terrified eyes of Henri 
immediately recognized. It was the lady of the myste- 
rious house in the Rue des Augustins, the wanderer in 
Flanders; in one word, it was that Diana whose gaze was 
as mortal as the thrust of a dagger. On this occasion she 
wore the apparel of hcr own sex, and was richly dressed in 
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broceaded silk; diamonds blazed on her neck, in her hair, 
and on her wrists, and thereby made the extreme pallor of 
her face more remarkable than ever, and in the light which 
shone from her eyes, it almost seemed as if the duke had, 
by the employment of some magical means, evoked the 
ghost of this woman, rather than the woman herself. Had 
it not been for the support afforded by the statue round 
which he had thrown his arms, colder even than the marble 
itself, Henri would have fallen backward headlong into 
the basin of the fountain. 

The duke seemed intoxicated with delight; he fixed his 
passionate gaze upon this beautiful creature, who had 
seated herself cpposite to him, and who hardly touched the 
dishes which had been placed before her. From time to 
time Frangois leaned across the table to kiss one of the 
hands of his silent guest, who, as pale as death, seemed as 
insensible to his kisses as if her hand had been sculptured 
in alabaster, which, for transparency and perfect white- 
ness, it so much resembled. From time to time Henri 
started, raised his hand to his forehead, and with it wiped 
away the death-like sweat which rose on it, and asked him- 
self: “Js she alive, or dead?” 

The duke tried his utmost efforts and displayed all his 
powers of eloquence to unbend the rigid beauty of her face. 

Remy, the only attendant, for the duke had sent every 
one away, waited on them both, and, occasionally, lightly 
touching his mistress with his elbow as he passed behind 
her chair, seemed to revive her by the contact, and to recall 
her to life, or rather to the position in which she was 
placed. 

Thereupon, a bright flush spread over her whole face, 
her eyes sparkled, she smiled as if some magician had 
touched a spring unknown to this automaton-like figure, 
seemingly endowed with intelligence, and the mechanism 
of which had drawn the tightning glance from her eyes, the 
glowing flush on her cheek, and the sparkling smile to her 
lips. The moment after, she again subsided into her calm 
and statue-like stillness. The prince, however, approached 
her, and by the passionate tone of his conversation, seemed 
as if he had succeeded in warming into animation his new 
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conquest. Thereupon Diana, who occasionally glanced at 
the face of a magnificent clock suspended over the prince’s’ 
head, against the opposite side of the wall to where she 
was seated, seemed to make an effort over herself, and 
with her lips bedecked with smiles took a more active part 
in the conversation. 

Henri, concealed in his leafy covert, wrung his hands 
in despair, and cursed the whole creation in the utter 
wretchedness of this sore distress. It seemed to him mon- 
strous, almost iniquitous, that this woman, so pure and 
rigidly inflexible, should yield herself so unresistingly to 
the prince, because he was a prince, and abandon herself 
to love because it was offered within the precincts of a 
palace. His horror at Remy was so extreme, that he could 
have slain him without remorse, in order to see whether so 
great a monster had the blood and heart of a man in him. 
In such paroxysms of rage and contempt did Henri pass 
the time during the supper, which to the Duc d’Anjou was 
so full of rapture and delight. 

Diana sang. The prince, inflamed by wine, and by his 
passionate discourse, rose from the table for the purpose 
of embracing Diana. Every drop of blood seemed to 
curdle in Henri’s veins. He put his hand to his side to see 
if his sword were there, and then thrust it into his breast 
in search of a dagger. Diana, with a strange smile, which 
most assuredly had never, until that moment, had its 
counterpart on any face, stopped the duke as he was ap- 
proaching her. 

“Will you allow me, monseigneur,” she said, “ before I 
rise from the table, to share with your royal highness one 
of those tempting-looking peaches.” 

And with these words she stretched out her hand to- 
ward a basket of gold filagree work, in which twenty 
peaches were tastefully arranged, and took one. 

Then, taking from her girdle a beautiful little dagger, 
with a silver blade and-a handle of malachite, she divided 
the peach into two portions, and offered one of them to the 
prince, who seized it and carried it eagerly to his lips, as 
though he would thus have kissed Diana’s. 

This impassioned action produced so deep an impression 
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on himself, that a cloud seemed to obscure his sight at the 
very moment he bit into the fruit. Diana looked at him 
with her clear steady gaze, and her fixed immovable smile. 

Remy, leaning his back against a pillar of carved wood, 
also looked on with a gloomy expression of countenance. 

The prince passed one of his hands across his forehead, 
wiped away the perspiration which had gathered there, and 
swallowed the piece that he had bitten. 

This perspiration was most probably the symptom of a 
sudden indisposition; for while Diana ate the other half 
of the peach, the prince let fall on his plate what remained 
of the portion he had taken, and with difficulty rising from 
his seat, seemed to invite his beautiful companion to ac- 
company him into the garden in order to enjoy the cool 
night air. 

Diana rose, and without pronouncing a single word, took 
the duke’s arm, which he offered her. 

Remy gazed after them, particularly after the prince, 
whom the air seemed completely to revive. 

As she walked along, Diana wiped the small blade of her 
knife on a handkerchief embroidered with gold, and re- 
stored it to its shagreen sheath. 

In this manner they approached the clump of trees 
where Henri was concealed. 

The prince, with a passionate gesture, pressed his com- 
panion’s arm against his heart. 

“T feel better,” he said, “and yet I hardly know what 
heavy weight seems to press down on my brain; I love too 
deeply, madame, I perceive.” 

Diana plucked several sprigs of jasmine and of clematis, 
and two beautiful roses which bordered the whole of one 
side of the pedestal of the statue behind which Henri was 
shrinking terrified. 

“What are you doing, madame?” inquired the prince. 

“T have always understood, monseigneur,” she said, 
“that the perfume of flowers was the best remedy for at- 
tacks of giddiness; I am gathering a bouquet with the hope 
that this bouquet, if presented by me, will have the magical 
influence which I wish it to possess.” 

But, while she was arranging the flowers, she let a rose 
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fall from her hand, which the prince eagerly hastened to 
pick up. 

The movement that Francois made was rapid, but not 
so rapid, however, but that it gave Diana sufficient time to 
pour upon the other rose a few drops of a liquid contained 
in a small gold bottle which she drew from her bosom. 

She then took from his hand the rose which the prince 
had picked up, and placing it in her girdle, said,— 

“That one is for me, let us change.” 

And in exchange for the rose which she received from the 
prince’s hand, she held out the bouquet to him. 

The prince seized it eagerly, inhaled its perfume with 
delight, and passed his arm around Diana’s waist. But 
this latter action, in all probability, completely over- 
whelmed the already troubled senses of the prince, for his 
knees trembled under him, and he was obliged to seat him- 
self on a bank of green turf, beside which he happened to 
be standing. 

Henri did not lose sight of these two persons, and yet 
he had a look for Remy also, who in the pavilion awaited 
the termination of this scene, or rather seemed to devour 
ever minute incident of it. 

When he saw the prince totter, he advanced toward the 
threshold of the pavilion. Diana, on her side, perceiving 
Frangois stagger, sat herself down beside him on the bank. 

The giddiness from which Francois suffered continued 
on this occasion longer than on the former; the prince’s 
head was resting on his chest. Hle seemed ‘to have lost all 
connection in his ideas, and almost the perception of his 
own existence; and yet the convulsive movement of his 
fingers on Diana’s hand seemed to indicate that he was in- 
stinctively pursuing his wild dream of love. At last he 
slowly raised his head, and his lips being almost on a level 
with Diana’s face, he made an effort to touch those of his 
lovely guest, but as if unobservant of the movement, she 
rose from her seat. 

“You are suffering, monseigneur,” she said; ¢ it mania 
be better if we were to go in.” 

“Oh! yes, let us go in,” exclaimed the prince in a trans- 
port of joy. 
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And he arose, staggering, to his feet; then, instead of 
Diana leaning on his arm, it was he who Jeaned on Diana’s 
arm; and thanks to this support, walking with less diffi- 
culty, he seemed to forget fever and giddiness too, for sud- 
denly drawing himself up, he, in an unexpected manner, 
pressed his lips on her neck. She started as if, instead of 
a kiss, she had received the impression of a red hot iron. 

“Remy!” she exclaimed, “a flambeau, a flambeau! ” 

Remy immediately returned to the salle-a-manger, and 
lighted, by the candle on the table, a flambeau which he 
took from a small round table, and then, hurrying to the 
entrance to the pavilion, and holding the torch in his 
hand, he cried out: 

“Here is one, madame.” 

“Where is your highness going to?” inquired Diana, 
seizing hold of the flambeau and turning her head aside. 

“Oh! we will return to my own room, and you will lead 
me, I venture to hope, madame?” replied the prince, in a 
frenzy of passion. 

“ Willingly, monseigneur,” replied Diana, and she raised 
the torch in the air, and walked before the prince. 

Remy opened, at the end of the pavilion, a window 
through which the fresh air rushed inward, in such a man- 
ner that the flame and smoke of the flambeau, which Diana 
held, were carried back toward Francois’ face, which hap- 
pened to be in the very current of the air. The two lovers, 
as Henri considered them to be, proceeded in this manner, 
first crossing a gallery to the duke’s own room, and disap- 
peared behind the fleur-de-lizéd hangings, which served the 
purpose of a portiére. 

Henri had observed everything that had passed with in- 
creasing fury, and yet this fury was such that it almost 
deprived him of life. It seemed as if he had no strength 
left except to curse the fate which had imposed so cruel a 
trial upon him. He had quitted his place of concealment, 
and in utter despair, his arms hanging by his side, and 
with a haggard gaze, he was on the point of returning, 
with life ebbing fast, to his apartment in the chateau, when 
suddenly the hangings behind which he had seen Diana 
and the prince disappear were thrown aside, and Diana her- 
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self rushed into the supper-room, and seized hold of Remy. 
who, standing motionless and erect, seemed only to be 
waiting her return. 

§ Quick! quick!” she said to him; “all is finished.” 

And they both darted into the garden as if they had 
been drunk, or mad, or raging with passion. 

No sooner did Henri observe them, however, than he 
seemed to have recovered all his strength; he hastened to 
place himself in their way, and they came upon him sud- 
denly in the middle of the path, standing erect, his arms 
crossed, and more terrible in his silence than any one could 
ever have been in his loudest menaces. Henri’s feelings 
had indeed arrived at such a pitch of exasperation, that 
he would readily have slain any man who would have ven- 
tured to maintain that women were not monsters sent from 
hell to corrupt the world. He seized Diana by the arm, 
and stopped her suddenly, notwithstanding the ery of ter- 
ror which she uttered, and notwithstanding the dagger 
which Remy put to his breast, and which even grazed his 
flesh. 

“Oh! doubtless you do not recognize me,” he said furi- 
ously, gnashing his teeth; “I am that simple-hearted 
young man who loved you, and whose love you would not 
return, because for you there was no future, but merely 
the past. Ah! beautiful hypocrite that you are, and you, 
foul lar, I know you at last—I know and curse you. To 
the one I say, I despise and contemn you; to the other, i 
shrink from you with horror.” 

“Make way!” cried Remy, in a strangled voice; “ make 
way, young fool, or if not os 

* Be it so,’ ’ replied Henri; “ finish your work, and slay 
my body, wretch, since you have already destroyed my 
soul. 

“Silence!” muttered Remy, furiously, pressing the 
blade of his dagger more and more against Henri’s breast. 

Diana, however, violently pushed Remy aside, and seiz- 
ing Du Bouchage by the arm, she drew him straight before 
her. She was lividly pale; her beautiful hair streamed over 
her shoulders; the contact of the hand on Henri’s wrist 
yecmed to the latter cold and damp as the dews of death. 
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df which Heaven alone can judge. I am Diana de Méri- 
dor, the mistress of Monsieur de Bussy, whom the Due 
d’Anjou miserably allowed to perish when he could have 
saved him. Hight days since Remy slew Aurilly, the duke’s 
accomplice, and the prince himself I have just poisoned 
with a peach, a bouquet, and a torch. Move aside, mon- 
sieur—move aside, I say, for Diana de Méridor, who is on 
her way to the Convent des Hospitaliéres.” 

With these words, and letting Henri’s arm fall, she took 
hold of that of Remy, as he waited by her side. 

Henri fell on his knees, following the retreating figures 
of the two assassins, who disappeared behind the thick 
copse, as though it had been a vision from hell. It was not 
till fully an hour afterward that Du Bouchage, over- 
powered with fatigue and overwhelmed with terror, with 
his brain on fire, was able to summon sufficient strength 
to drag himself to his apartment, nor was it until after he 
had made the attempt nearly a dozen times that he suc- 
ceeded in escalading the window. He walked to and fro 
in his room several times, and then staggered toward the 
ped, on which he threw himself. Every one was sleeping 
quietly in the chateau. 


CHAPTER LXXXVIII. 
FATALIPY. 


THE next morning, about nine o'clock, the beautiful 
rays of the sun were glistening like gold on the graveled 
walks of Chateau-Thierry. Numerous gangs of workmen, 
who had the previous evening been directed to be in attend- 
ance, had been actively at work from daybreak upon the 
preparations in the park, as well as in the decoration of the 
apartments destined to receive the king, whose arrival was 
momentarily expected. As yet nothing was stirring in the 
pavilion where the duke reposed, for he had on the pre- 
vious evening forbidden his two-old servants to awaken him, 
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They were to wait until he summoned them. Toward 
half-past nine two couriers rode at full speed into the town, 
announcing his majesty’s near arrival. ‘The civic au- 
thorities, the governor, and the garrison formed themselves 
in ranks on either side of the road, leaving a passage for 
the royal procession. At ten o’clock the king appeared at 
the foot of the hill; he had mounted his horse when they 
had taken their last relays. He never neglected an op- 
portunity of doing so, especially when entering towns, 
as he rode admirably. The queen-mother followed him 
in a litter; fifty gentlemen belonging to the court, richly 
clad and admirably mounted, followed in their suite. A 
company of the guards, followed by Crillon himself, a 
hundred and twenty of the Swiss, and as many of the 
Scotch guards, commanded by Larchant, and all the mem- 
bers of the royal household who accompanied the king in 
his excursions, mules, coffers, and domestic servants, 
formed a numerous army, the files of which followed the 
windings of the road leading from the river to the summit 
of the hill. Lastly, the cortége entered the town amidst 
the ringing of the church bells, the roar of cannon, and 
bursts of music. The acclamations of the inhabitants 
were enthusiastic; for a visit from the king was of such 
rare occurrence at that time that, seen thus closely, he 
seemed to be a living embodiment of divine right. The 
king, as he progressed through the crowd, looked on all 
sides for his brother, but in vain. He only found Henri 
du Bouchage waiting for him at the gate of the chateau. 
When once within the chiteau, Henri III. inquired 
after the health of Duc d’Anjou from the officer who had 
assumed the high distinction of receiving the king. 
“Sire,” replied the latter, “ his highness, during the last 
few days, has been residing in the pavilion in the park, and 
we have not yet seen him this morning. It is most prob- 
able, however, that as he was well yesterday, he is well also 
to-day.” i 
“This pavilion is in a very retired part of the park, it 
seems,” said Henri, in a tone of displeasure, “since the 
sound of the cannon does not seem to have been heard.” 
“Sire,” one of the duke’s two aged attendants ventured 
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to remark, “his highness did not, perhaps, expect your 
majesty so soon.” 

“Old fool,” growled Henri, “do you think, then, that 
a king presents himself in this way at other people’s resi- 
dences without informing them of it? Monsieur le Due 
d’Anjou has been aware of my intended arrival since yes- 
terday.” 

And then, afraid of casting a gloom over those around 
him by a grave or sullen countenance, Henri, who wished 
to appear gentle and amiable at the expense of his brother 
Francois, exclaimed, “ Well, then, since he has not come 
to meet us, we will go to meet him.” 

“Show us the way there,’ said Catherine, from the 
litter. 

All the escort followed the road leading to the old park. 

At the very moment that the guards, who were in ad- 
vance, approached the hedge, a shrill and piercing cry 
rent the air. 

“What is that?” said the king, turning toward his 
mother. 

“ Great Heaven!” murmured Catherine, endeavoring to 
read the faces of those around her, “it sounded like a cry 
of distress or despair.” 

“My prince! my poor master!” cried Francois’ other 
aged attendant, appearing at the window, and exhibit- 
ing signs of the most passionate grief. 

Every one hastened toward the pavilion, the king him- 
self being hurried along with the others. He arrived at 
the very moment when they were raising from the floor 
the Due d’Anjou’s body, which his valet-de-chambre, hav- 
ing entered without authority, in order to announce the 
kings’s arrival, had just perceived lying on the carpet of 
the bedroom. The prince was cold, stiff, and perfectly in- 
animate, and it was only by a strange movement of the 
eyelids and a nervous contraction of the lips that it could 
be observed he was still alive. The king paused at the 
threshold of the door, and those behind him followed 
his example. 

“This is an ugly omen,” he murmured. 
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“Do not enter, my son, I implore you,” said Catherine 
to him. 

“ Poor Francois!” said Henri, delighted at being sent 
away, and thus being spared the spectacle of this agoniz- 
ing scene. 

The crowd, too, followed the king as he withdrew. 

“Strange! strange!” murmured Catherine, kneeling 
down by the side of the prince, or rather of the corpse, 
no one being in the room with her but the two old servants ; 
and while the messengers were despatched in every quar- 
ter of the town to find the prince’s physician, and while a 
courier galloped off to Paris in order to hasten the attend- 
ance of the king’s physicians, who had remained at Meaux 
with the queen, Catherine, with less knowledge, very 
probably, but not with less perspicacity than Miron himself 
could possibly have shown, examined the diagnostics of 
that singular malady which had struck down her son so 
suddenly. 

Hier experience was by no means indifferent; in the first 
place, therefore, she interrogated calmly, and without con- 
fusing them, the two attendants, who were tearing their 
hair and wringing their hands in the wildest despair. 

Both of them replied that the prince had returned on the 
previous evening about nightfall, after having been dis- 
turbed at an inconvenient hour by Monsieur du Bouchage, 
who had arrived with a message from the king. 

They then added that when the audience had termi- 
nated, which had been held in the chateau itself, the prince 
had ordered supper to be prepared, and had desired that 
no one should venture to approach the pavilion without 
being summoned ; and lastly, that he had given the strictest 
injunctions not to be awakened in the morning, and that 
no one should enter without a positive summons. 

“He probably expected a visit from a lady?” observed 
the queen-mother, inquiringly. 

“We think so, madame,” replied the valet respectfully, 
“but we could not discreetly assure ourselves of the fact.” 

“ But in removing the things from the table, you must 
have seen whether my son had supped alone? ” 

“We have not yet removed the things, madame, since 
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the orders of monseigneur were that no one should enter 
the pavilion.” 

“Very good,” said Catherine; “no one, therefore, has 
been here?” 

“No one, madame.” 

. “You may go.” 

And Catherine was now left quite alone in the room. 
Leaving the prince lying on the bed where he had been 
placed, she immediately commenced the minutest investi- 
gation of each symptom or of each of the traces to which her 
attention was directed, as the result of her suspicions or 
apprehensions. 

She had remarked that Francois’ forehead was stained or 
dyed of a bistre color, his eyes were bloodshot and encir- 
cled with blue lines, his lips marked with furrows, like 
the impression which burning sulphur leaves on living 
flesh. 

She observed the same sign upon his nostrils and upon 
the sides of the nose. 

“ Now let me look carefully,” she said, gazing about her 
on every side. 

The first thing she remarked was the candlestick in 
which the flambeau which Remy had lighted the pre- 
vious evening had burned away. 

“This candle has burnt for a length of time,” she said, 
“and shows that Francois was a long time in this room. 
Ah! here is a bouquet lying on the carpet.” 

Catherine picked it up eagerly, and then, remarking 
that all its flowers were still fresh, with the exception of a 
rose, which was blackened and dried up: 

“What does this mean?” she said; “what has beea 
poured on the leaves of this flower? If I am not mistaken, 
I know a liquid which withers roses in this manner.” 

She threw aside the bouquet, shuddering as she did so. 

“That explains to me the state of the nostrils and the 
manner in which the flesh of the face is affected; but the 
lips? ” 

BGatharihve ran to the dining-room. The valets had 
spoken the truth, for there was nothing to indicate that 
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anything on the table had been touched since the previous 
evening’s repast had been finished. 

Upon the edge of the table lay the half of a peach, in 
which the impression of a row of teeth was still visible. 
Catherine’s attention was drawn to this in a particular 
manner, for the fruit, usually of a rich crimson near the 
core, had become as black as the rose, and was discolored 
by violet and brown spots. The corrosive action was more 
especially visible upon the part which had been cut, and 
particularly so where the knife must have passed. 

“This explains the state of the lips,” she said; “ but 
Francois has only bitten one piece out of this peach. He 
did not keep the bouquet long in his hand, for the flowers 
are still fresh; the evil may yet be repaired, for the poison 
cannot have penetrated very deeply. 

“ And yet, if the evil be merely superficial, why should 
this paralysis of the senses be so complete, and why indeed 
should the decomposition of the flesh have made so much 
progress? There must be more that I have not seen.” 

And as she spoke Catherine again looked all round her, 
and observed, hanging by a silver chain to its pole, the red 
and blue parrot to which Frangois was so attached. 

The bird was dead, stiff, and the feathers of its wings 
rough and erect. 

Catherine again looked closely and attentively at the 
torch which she had once before already narrowly in- 
spected, to satisfy herself that, by its having burnt out 
completely, the prince had returned early in the evening. 

“The smoke,” said Catherine to herself; “the smoke! 
the wick of that torch was poisoned; my son is a dead 
man.” 

She called out immediately, and the chamber was in a 
minute filled with attendants and officers of the household. 

“Miron, Miron!” cried some of them. 

“A priest!” exclaimed the others. 

But Catherine had, in the meantime, placed to the lips 
of Francois one of the small bottles which she always 
carried in her alms-bag, and narrowly watched her son’s 
fogtures to observe the effect of the antidote she applied. 

The duke immediately opened his eyes and mouth, but 
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no glance of intelligence gleamed in his eyes, no voice or 
sound escaped from his lips. 

Catherine, in sad and gloomy silence, quitted the apart- 
ment, beckoning to the two attendants to follow her, before 
they had as yet had an opportunity of communicating 
with any one. 

She then led them into another chamber, where she sat 
down, fixing her eyes closely and watchfully on their faces. 

“Monsieur le Due d’Anjou,’ she said, “has been 
poisoned some time during his supper last evening ; and it 
was you who served the supper.’ 

At these words the two men turned as pale as death.- 

“Torture us, kill us, if you will,” they said; “ but do not 
accuse us.” 

** Fools that you are; do you suppose that if I suspected 
you, that would have already been done? You have not 
yourselves, I know, assassinated your master, but others 
haye killed him; and J must know who the murderers are. 
Who has entered the pavilion?” 

“An old man, wretchedly clothed, whom monseigneur 
has seen during the last two days.” 

“But, the woman a 

“We have not seen her—what woman does your maj- 
esty mean?” 

“ A woman has been here, who made a bouquet 

The two attendants looked at each other with an ex- 
pression of such simple surprise that Catherine perceived, 
by this glance alone, how perfectly innocent they were. 

“ Let the governor of the town and the governor of the 
chateau be sent for,” said he. 

The two valets hurried to the door. 

“One moment!” exclaimed Catherine, fixing them in 
their places by this single word as they approached the 
threshold. “ You only and myself are aware what I have 
just told you; I shall not breathe a word about it; if any- 
one learns it, therefore, it will be from or through one of 
you; on that very day both your lives shall be forfeited. 
Now, go!” 

Catherine interrogated the two governors with more re- 
serve. She told them that the duke had received from 
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some person or persons a distressing intelligence which 
had deeply affected him; that that alone was the cause of 
his illness, and that if the duke had an opportunity of 
putting a few further questions to the persons again, he 
would in all probability soon recover from the alarm into 
which he had been thrown. 

The governors instituted the minutest search in the 
town, the park, the environs, but no one knew what had 
_ become of Remy and Diana. 

Henri alone knew the secret, and there was no danger of 
his betraying it. 

Throughout the whole day, the terrible news, commented 
upon, exaggerated, and mutilated, circulated through 
Chateau-Thierry and the province; every one explained, 
according to his own individual character and disposition, 
the accident which had befallen the duke. 

But no one, except Catherine and Du Bouchage, ven- 
tured to acknowledge that the chance of saving the duke’s 
life was hopeless. 

The unhappy prince did not recover either his voice or 
his senses, or rather, he ceased to give any sign of intelli- 
gence. 

The king, who was immediately beset with the glooniiest 
fancies, which he dreaded more than anything, weuld very 
willingly have returned to Paris; but the queen-mother op- 
posed his departure, and the court was uae to remain 
at the chateau. 

Physicians arrived in crowds; Miron alone guessed the 
cause of the illness, and formed an opinion upon its serious 
nature and extent; but he was too good a courtier to con- 
fess the truth, especially after he had consulted Catherine’s 
looks. 

He was questioned on all sides, and he replied that Mon- 
sieur le Duc d’Anjou must certainly have suffered from 
some seriously-disturbing cause, and had been subjected to 
some violent mental shock. 

In this way he avoided compromising himself, there- 
fore, which is a very difficult matter in such a case. 

When Henri IIT. required him to answer affirmatively or 
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negatively to his question, “ Whether the duke would 
live?” he replied. 

“1 will answer your majesty in three days.” 

“And when will you tell me?” said Catherine, in a low 
voice. 

“You, madame, are very different; I answer you unhesi- 
tatingly.” 

well?” 

“Your majesty has but to interrogate me.” 

“On what day will my son die, Miron?” 

“To-morrow evening, madame.” 

“So soon?” 

“Ah! madame,” murmured the physician, “the dose 
was by no means a slight one.” 

Catherine placed one of her fingers on her lips, looked at 
the dying man, and repeated in an undertone this sinister 
word,—* Fatality!” 


CHAPTER LXXXIX. 
LES HOSPITALIERES. 


THs count passed a terrible night, in a state border- 
ing on delirium and verging on death. 

Faithful, however, to his duty,as soon as he had heard the 
king’s arrival announced, he rose and received him at the 
gate, as we have described ; but no sooner had he presented 
his homage to his majesty, saluted respectfully the queen- 
mother, and pressed the admiral’s hand, than he shut him- 
self up in his own room, not to die, but to carry deter- 
minedly into execution his long cherished project, which 
nothing could any longer interfere with. 

Toward eleven o’clock in the morning, therefore—that is 
to say, as soon as, immediately after the terrible news had 
circulated that the Due d’Anjou’s life was in imminent 
danger, every one had dispersed, leaving the king com- 
pletely bewildered by this fresh event—Henri went and 
knocked at his brother’s door, who, having passed a part 
of the previous night traveling, had just retired to his 
own room. 
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“ Ah! is that you?” asked Joyeuse, half-asleep; “ what 
is the matter?” 

“T have come to bid you farewell, my brother,” replied 
Henri. 

“ Farewell! What do you mean? Are you going 
away?” 

“Yes, I am going away, brother, and nothing need keep 
me here any longer, I presume.” 

“ Why nothing?” 

“ Of course, since the fétes at which you wished me to be 
present will not take place, I may now consider myself as 
freed from my promise.” 

“You are mistaken, Henri,” replied the grand-admiral ; 
“JT have no greater reason for permitting you to leave to- 
day than | had yesterday.” 

“T regret that this is so; but in that case, for the first 
time in my life, I shall have the misfortune to disobey 
your orders, and to fail in the respect I owe you; for from 
this very moment I declare to you, Anne, that nothing 
shall restrain me any longer from taking religious vows.” 

“ But the dispensation which is expected from Rome? ” 

“T can await it in a convent.” 

“ You must positively be mad to think of such a thing,” 
exclaimed Joyeuse, as he rose, with stupefaction depicted 
on his countenance. 

“On the contrary, my dear and honored brother, I am 
the wisest of you all, for I alone know what I am about.” 

“ Henri, you promised us a month.” 

“ Tmpossible.” 

* A week, then, longer.” 

“ Not an hour.” 

“You are suffering so much, then, poor boy? ” 

“On the contrary, I have ceased to suffer, and thet is 
why the evil is without a remedy.” 

“But, at all events, this woman is not made of bronze; 
her feelings can be worked upon; I will undertake to per- 
suade her.” 

“You cannot do impossibilities, Anne; besides, even 
were she to allow herself to be persuaded now, it is I 
who could no longer consent to love her.” 
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“ Well, that is quite another matter.” 

* Such is the case, however, my brother.” 

“What! if she were now willing, would you be indiffer- 
ent? Why, this is sheer madness.” 

“Oh! no! no!” exclaimed Henri, with a shudder of hor- 
ror, “nothing can any longer exist between that woman 
and myself.” 

“What does this mean?” inquired Joyeuse, with 
marked surprise; “and who can this woman really be? 
Come, tell me, Henri; you know very well that we have 
never had any secrets from each other.” 

Henri trembled lest he had said too much, and that, in 
yielding to the feeling which he had just exhibited, he had 
opened a channel by means of which his brother would be 
able to penetrate the terrible secret which he kept im- 
prisoned in his breast. He therefore fell into an opposite 
extreme; and, as it happens in such cases, and in order to 
recall the imprudent words which had escaped him, he pro- 
nounced others which were more imprudent still. 

“Do not press me further,” he said; “this woman will 
never be mine, since she belongs to heaven.” 

“ Folly !—mere idle tales! This woman a nun! She 
has deceived you.” 

“No, no, this woman has not spoken falsely ; she is now 
an Hospitaliére. Do not let us speak any further of her, 
but rather let us respect those who throw themselves at the 
feet of Heaven.” 

Anne had sufficient power over himself not to show the 
delight this revelation gave him. 

He continued: “ This is something new, for you have 
never spoken to me about it.” 

“Tt is indeed quite new, for she has only recently taken 
the veil; but I am sure that her resolution, like my own, is 
irrevocable. Do not therefore seek to detain me any 
longer, but embrace me, as you love me. Permit me to 
thank you for all your kindness, for all your patience, 
and for your unceasing affection for a poor heart-broken 
man, and farewell!” 

Joyeuse looked his brother full and steadily in the face; 
he looked at him like one whose feelings had overcome 
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him, and who relied upon a display of feeling to work upon 
the feelings of others. But Henri remained unmoved at 
this exhibition of emotion on his brother’s part, and re- 
plied in no other way but by the same mournful smile. 

Joyeuse embraced his brother, and allowed him to de- 

art. 
pe Go,” he said to himself, “all is not yet finished, and, 
however great your hurry may be, I shall not be long be- 
fore I shall have overtaken you.” 

He went to the king, who was taking his breakfast in 
bed, with Chicot sitting by his side. 

“Good day! good day!” said the king to Joyeuse. “I 
am very glad to see you, Anne; I was afraid you would 
lie in bed all day, you indolent fellow. How is my 
brother ? ” 

“ Alas! sire, I do not know; I am come to speak to you 
about mine.” 

“ Which one?” 

* Henri.” 

** Does he still wish to become a monk?” 

“More so than ever.” 

* And will he take the vows?” 

“Yes, sire.” 

“ He is quite right, too.” 

“ How so, sire? ” 

“ Because men go straight to heaven that way.” 

“Oh!” said Chicot to the king, “men go much faster 
still by the way your brother is taking.” 

“Will your majesty permit me to ask a question?” 

“Twenty, Joyeuse, twenty. I am as melancholy as I 
can possibly be at Chateau-Thierry, and your questions 
will distract my attention a little.” 

“You know all the religious houses 1- the kingdom, 
sire, I believe? ” 

“As well as I do a coat of arms.” 

“Ts there one which goes by the name of Les Hospital- 
iéres, sire?” 

“Tt is a very small, highly distinguished, excessively 
strict, and severe order, composed of twenty ladies, canon- 
esses of Saint Joseph.” 
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“Do they take the vows there? ” 

“Yes, as a matter of favor, and upon a presentation 
from the queen.” 

“Should I be indiscreet if I were to ask your majesty 
where this order is situated ? ” 

“ Not at all; it is situated in the Rue de Chevet Saint- 
Laudry, in the Cité, behind Le Cloitre Notre Dame.” 

“At Paris?” 

ce Mesiz 

“Thank you, sire.” 

“But what the devil do you ask me that for? Has 
your brother changed his mind, and, instead of turning a 
Capuchin friar, does he now wish to become one of the 
Hospitalieres ? ” 

“No, sire, I should not think he would be so mad, after 
what your majesty has done me the honor to tell me; but 
I suspect he has had his head turned by some one belong- 
ing to that order, and I should consequently like to dis- 
cover who this person is, and speak to her.” 

“Par la mordieu! ” said the king, with a self-satisfied 
expression, “ some seven years ago I knew the superior of 
that convent, who was an exceedingly beautiful woman.” 

“Well, sire, it may perhaps be the very one.” 

“T cannot say; since that time, I too, Joyeuse, have 
assumed religious vows myself, or nearly so, indeed.” 

“ Sire,” said Joyeuse, “I entreat you to give me, at any 
rate, a letter to this lady, and my leave of absence for a 
couple of days.” 

“You are going to leave me!” exclaimed the king; “ to 
leave me all alne here?” 

“Oh! ungrateful king,” said Chicot, shrugging his 
leave me all alone here?” 

“ My letter, if you please, sire,” said Joyeuse. 

The king sighed, but wrote it, notwithstanding. 

“But you cannot have anything to do at Paris?” said 
Henri, handing the note to Joyeuse. 

“T beg your pardon, sire, I ought to escort, or, at least, 
to watch over, my brothers.” 

“You are right; away with you, but return as quickly 
as you can.” 
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Joyeuse did not wait for this permission to be repeated ; 
he quietly ordered his horses, and having satisfied himself 
that Henri had already set off, galloped all the way until 
he reached his destination. 

Without even changing his dress, the young man went 
straight to the Rue de Chevet Saint-Laudry. At the end 
of this street was the Rue d’Enfer, and parallel with it 
the Rue des Marmouzets. 

_ walls the lofty summits of a few trees could be distin- 

A dark and venerable-looking house, behind whose 
guished, the windows of which were few, bad, barred, and 
a wicket at the side, completed the exterior appearance of 
the Convent des Hospitaliéres. 

Upon the keystone of the arch of the porch an artisan 
had rudely engraved these Latin words, with a chisel :— 


MATRONAE HOSPITES. 


Time had partially destroyed both the inscription and 
the stone. 

Joyeuse knocked at the wicket, and had his horses led 
away to the Rue des Marmouzets, fearing that their pres- 
ence in the street might attract too much attention. 

Then, knocking at the entrance gate, he said, “ Will 
you be good enough to go and inform madame la supé- 
rieur that Monsieur le Due de Joyeuse, Grand-Amiral de 
France, is desirous of speaking to her on behalf of the 
king.” 

The face of the nun who had made her appearance be- 
hind the gate blushed beneath her veil, and she shut the 
gate. 

Five minutes afterward a door was opened, and Joyeuse 
entered a room set apart for the reception of visitors. A 
beautiful woman, of lofty stature, made Joyeuse a pro- 
found reverence, which the admiral returned pare 
and respectfully. 

“Madame,” said he, “the king is aware that you are 
about to admit, or that you have already admitted, among 
the number of the inmates here, a person with whom I re- 
quire to speak. Will you be good enough to place me in 
communication with that person? ” 
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“Will you tell me the name of the lady you wish to see, 
monsieur? ” 

“JT am not aware of it.” 

“In that case, then, how can I possibly accede to your 
request ? ” 

“ Nothing is easier. Whom have you admitted during 
the last month?” 

“You either tell me too precisely, or with not sufficient 
precision, who this person .is,’ said the superior, “and I 
am unable to comply with your wish.” 

“ Why so?” 

“ Because, during the last month I have received no one 
here until this morning.” 

“This morning?” 

“Yes, monsieur le duc, and you can understand that 
your own arrival, two hours after hers, has too much the 
appearance of a pursuit to enable me to grant you permis- 
sion to speak to her.” 

“T implore you, madame.” 

“ Impossible, monsieur.” 

“Will you merely let me see this lady?” 

“Impossible, I repeat. Although your name was suf- 
ficient for the doors of this hose to be thrown open before 
you, yet in order to speak to any one here, except indeed to 
myself, a written order from the king is necessary.” 

“Here is the order you require, madame,” replied 
Joyeuse, producing the letter that Henri had signed. 

The superior read it and bowed. 

“ His majesty’s will shall be obeyed,” she said, “ even 
when it is contrary to the will of Heaven.” 

And she advanced toward the courtyard of the convent. 

“ You now perceive, madame,” said Joyeuse, courteously 
stopping her, “that I have right on my side; but I fear I 
may be under a mistake, and therefore may be abusing 
the permission I have received from the king. Perhaps 
the lady may not be the one I am in search of; will you be 
kind enough to tell me how she came here, why she came, 
and by whom she was accompanied ? ” 

** All that is useless, monsieur le duc,” replied the supe- 
rior, “ you are under no misapprehension for the lady, who 
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arrived only this morning, after having been expected for 
the last fifteen days; this lady, I say, who was recom- 
mended by one who possesses the greatest authority over 
me, is indeed the very person with whom Monsieur le Duc 
de Joyeuse must wish to speak.” 

With these words the superior made another low courtesy 
to the duke and disappeared. 

Ten minutes afterward she returned, accompanied by an 
_hospitaliére, whose veil completely covered her face. It 
was Diana, who had already assumed the dress of the 
order. 

The duke thanked the superior, offered a chair to her 
companion, himself sat down, and the superior quitted the 
room, closing with her own hands the doors of the deserted 
and gloomy-looking apartment. 

“ Madame,” said Joyeuse, without any preface, “ you are 
the lady of the Rue des Augustins; that mysterious person 
with whom my brother, Monsieur le Comte du Bouchage, 
is so passionately and madly in love.” 

The hospitali¢re bowed her head in reply, but did not 
open her lips. 

This affectation appeared to Joyeuse almost like an act 
of rudeness; he was already very indifferently disposed to 
his companion, and continued: 

“You cannot have supposed, madame, that it is suffi- 
cient to be beautiful, or to appear beautiful; to have no 
heart lying hidden beneath that beauty, to inspire a 
wretched and despairing passion in the heart and mind of 
a young man of my name, and then one day calmly to tell 
him, ‘So much the worse for you if you possess a heart. 
I have none; nor do I wish for any.’ ” 

“That was not my reply, monsieur, and you have been 
incorrectly informed,” said the hospitaliére, in so noble 
and touching a tone of voice, that Joyeuse’s anger was in 
a moment subdued. 

“The actual words are immaterial, madame, when their 
sense has been conveyed. You have rejected my brother, 
and have reduced him to despair.” 

“Tnnocently, monsieur: for IT have always endeavored 
to keep Monsienr du Bouchage at a distance.” 
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“That is termed the art of coquetry, madame; and the 
result proves the fault.” 

“No one has the right to accuse me, monsieur; I am 
guilty of nothing. Your feelings of irritation are aroused 
against me; I shall say no more.” 

“Oh, oh!” said Joyeuse, gradually working himself into 
a passion, “ you have been the ruin of my brother, and you 
fancy you can justify yourself with this irritating majesty 
of demeanor. No, no! the steps I have taken must show 
you what my intentions are. I am serious, I assure you, 
and you see by the trembling of my hands and lips that 
you will need some good arguments to move me.” 

The hospitaliére rose. 

“Tf you come here to insult a woman,” she said, with 
the same calm self-possession, “insult me, monsieur; if, 
however, you have come to induce me to change my 
opinion, you are wasting your time, and can withdraw.” 

“Ah! you are no human creature!” exclaimed Joy- 
euse, exasperated. “ You are possessed by an evil spirit.” 

“T have answered already; I will reply no further. 
Since that is not sufficient, I shall withdraw.” And the 
hospitaliére advanced toward the door. Joyeuse stopped 
her. 

“One moment! I have sought you for too long a period 
to allow you to leave me in this manner; and, since I 
have succeeded in meeting with you—since your insensi- 
bility has confirmed me in the idea which had already oc- 
curred to me, that you are possessed by the foul fiend 
himself, sent hither by the enemy of mankind to destroy 
my brother—I wish to see that face whereon the bottomless 
pit has written its blackest traces; I wish to behold the fire 
of that fatal gaze which bewilders men’s minds. Avaunt 
thee, Satan! ” 

And Joyeuse, making the sign of the cross with one 
hand, as if he were exorcising her, with the other tore 
aside the veil which covered the face of the hospitaliére ; 
the latter, silent and impassable, free from anger or ill- 
feeling, fixed her sweet and gentle gaze upon him who had 
so cruelly outraged her, and said: “ Oh! monsieur Ie due, 
what you have just done is unworthy a gentleman.” 
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Joyeuse’s heart was smitten by her reply. 

“Oh! madame,’ he murmured, after a long silence, 
“you are indeed beautiful, and truly must Henri have 
loved you. Surely Heaven can only have bestowed upon 
you loveliness such as you possess to cast it like perfume 
upon an existence devoted to your own.” 

“Monsieur, have you not conversed with your brother? 
or, if you have done so, he cannot have thought it expedi- 
ent to make you his confidant; had not that been the case, 
he would have told you that I have done what you say—I 
have loved; I shall never love again; I have lived and 
must die.” 

Joyeuse had never taken his eyes from Diana’s face, 
and the soft and gentle expression of her gaze penetrated 
the inmost recesses of his being. 

Her look had destroyed all the baser material in the ad- 
miral’s heart: the pure metal was alone left, and his heart 
seemed rent asunder, like a crucible which had been riven 
by the fusion of metal. 

“ Yes, yes,” he repeated, in a still lower voice, and con- 
tinuing to fix upon her a gaze from which the fire of his 
fierce anger had disappeared—“ yes, yes, Henri must have 
loved you! Oh! madame, for pity’s sake, on my knees I 
implore you to love my brother.” 

Diana remained cold and silent. 

“ Do not reduce a family to despair, do not sacrifice the 
future prospects of our race; be not the cause of the death 
of one from despair, of the others from regret.” 

Diana, still silent, continued to look sorrowfully on the 
suppliant bending before her. 

“Oh!” exclaimed Joyeuse, madly pressing his hand 
against his heart, “have mercy on my brother, have mercy 
on me!” 

He sprung to his feet like a man bereft of his senses, un- 
fastened, or rather tore open the door of the room where 
they had been conversing, and, bewildered and almost be- 
side himself, fled from the house toward his attendants, 
who were waiting him at the corner of the Rue d’Enfer. 
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CHAPTER XC. 
HIS HIGHNESS MONSEIGNEUR LE DUC DE GUISE. 


On Sunday the 10th of June, toward eleven o’clock in 
the day, the whole court were assembled in the apartment 
leading to the cabinet in which, since his meeting with 
Diana de Méridor, the Duc d’Anjou was dying by slow but 
sure degrees. Neither the science of the physicians, nor 
his mother’s despair, nor the prayers which the king had 
desired to be offered up, had been successful in averting 
the fatal termination. Miron, on the morning of this same 
10th of June, assured the king that all chance of recovery 
was hopeless, and that Francois @ Anjou would not outlive 
the day. The king pretended to display extreme grief, and 
turning toward those who were present, said, “ This will 
fill my enemies full of hope.” 

To which remark the queen-mother replied: 

“ Our destiny is in the hands of Heaven, my son.” 

Whereupon Chicot, who was standing humbly and rever- 
ently near Henri ITI., added in a low voice: 

“ Let us help Heaven when we can, sire.” 

Nevertheless, the dying man, toward half-past eleven, 
lost both color and sight; his mouth, which, up to that mo- 
ment, had remained open, became closed ; the flow of blood 
which for several days past had terrified all who were near 
him, as the bloody sweat of Charles IX. had similarly done 
at an earlier period, had suddenly ceased, and hands and 
feet became icy cold. Henri was sitting beside the head 
of the couch whereon his brother was extended. Catherine 
was standing in the recess in which the bed was placed, 
holding her dying son’s hand in hers. 

The Bishop of Chateau-Thierry and the Cardinal de 
Joyeuse repeated the prayers for the dying, which were 
joined in by all who were present, kneeling, and with their 
hands clasped reverently together. Toward mid-day, the 
dying man opened his eyes; the sun’s rays broke through a 
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cloud and inundated the bed with a flood of light. Fran- 
cois, who, up to that moment, had been unable to move a 
single finger, and whose mind had been obscured like the 
sun which had just reappeared, raised one of his arma 
toward heaven with a horror-stricken gesture. 

He looked all round the room, heard the murmuring of 
the prayers, grew conscious of his illness as well as of his 
weakness, became awarg of his critical position, perhaps 
because he already caught a glimpse of that unseen and 
‘terrible future, the abode of certain souls after they have 
quitted their earthly prison. 

He thereupon uttered a loud and piercing cry, and 
struck his forehead with a force which made every one 
tremble. 

Then, knitting his brows, as if one of the mysterious 
incidents of his life had just recurred to him, he mur- 
mured : 

“ Bussy! Diana 

This latter name had been overheard by none but Cath- 
erine, so weakened had the dying man’s voice become be- 
fore pronouncing it. 

With the last syllable of that name Francois d’Anjou 
breathed his last sigh. 

At this very moment, by a singular coincidence, the sun, 
which had gilded with its rays the royal arms of France, 
and the golden fleurs-de-lis, was again obscured: so that 
the fleurs-de-lis which had been so brilliantly illumined 
but a moment before, became as dark and gloomy as the 
azure ground which they had but recently studded with 
constellations almost as resplendent as those whereon the 
eye of the dreamer rests in his upward gaze toward 
heaven. 

Catherine let her son’s hand fall. 

Henry III. shuddered, and leaned tremblingly on Chi- 
cot’s shoulder, who shuddered too, but from a feeling of 
awe which every Christian feels in the presence of the 
dead. ; 

Miron placed a golden spatula on Frangois’s lips; after 
a few seconds, he looked at it carefully and said: 

“ Monseigneur is dead.” 
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Whereupon a deep prolonged groan arose from the ante- 
chamber, like an accompaniment to the psalm which the 
cardinal murmured: 

“ Cedant imiquitates mex ad vocem deprecationis mee.” 

“ Dead,” repeated the king, making the sign of the cross 
as he sat in his fauteuil; “ my brother, my brother!” 

“The sole heir of the throne of France,’ murmured 
Catherine, who, having quitted the bed whereon the corpse 
was lying, had placed herself beside the only son who now 
remained to her. 

“Oh!” said Henri, “this throne of France is indeed 
large for a king without issue; the crown is indeed large 
for a single head. No children! no heirs! Who will suc- 
ceed me?” 

Hiardly had he pronounced these words when a loud 
noise was heard on the staircase and in the apartments. 

Nambu hurriedly entered the death chamber, and an- 
nounced,— 

“ His Highness Monseigneur le Duc de Guise.” 

Struck by this reply to the question which he had ad- 
dressed to himself, the king turned pale, rose, and looked 
at his mother. Catherine was paler than her son. At the 
announcement of the horrible misfortune which mere 
chance had foretold to his race, she grasped the king’s 
hand, and pressed it, as if to say,— 

“There lies the danger; but fear nothing, I am near 
you.” 

The son and mother, under the influence of the same 
terror and the same menace, had comprehended each 
other. 

The duke entered, followed by his officers. He entered, 
holding his head loftily erect, although his eyes ranged 
from the king to the death-bed of his brother with a glance 
not free from a certain embarrassment. 

Henri III. stood up, and with that supreme majesty of 
carriage which, on certain occasions, his singularly poetic 
nature enabled him to assume, checked the duke’s further 
progress by a kingly gesture, and pointed to the royal 
corpse upon the bed, the covering of which was in disorder 
from his brother’s dying agonies. The duke bowed his 
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head, and slowly fell on his knees. All around him, too, 
bowed their heads and bent their knees. Henri III., to- 
gether with his mother, alone remained standing, and bent 
a last look, full of pride, upon those around him. Chicot 
observed this look, and murmured in a low tone of voice, 
“ Dejiciet potentes de sede et exaltabit humiles *—“ He 
hath put down the mighty from their seat, and hath ex- 
alted the humble and meek.” 


THE END. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 


A FEw words with reference to the principal characters 
in the Novel of the “ Forty-five Guardsmen ” are necessary 
to complete the story. 

Diana de Monsoreau, having taken the vows at the Con- 
vent des Hospitaliéres, survived the Duc d’Anjou only two 
years. Of Remy, her faithful companion, we hear no 
more; he disappeared without leaving a trace behind him. 

History, however, informs us more fully as to the others. 
The Duc de Guise, having at last broken into open rebel- 
lion against Henri ITI., was so far successful, that with 
the aid of the League he compelled the king to fly from 
Paris. A hollow reconciliation was, however, patched up 
between them, the Duc de Guise stipulating that he-should 
be appointed lieutenant-general of the kingdom; but no 
sooner had the king returned to the Louvre, than he de- 
termined on the assassination of the duke. He sounded 
Crillon, the leader of the “ Forty-five,” on the subject, 
but this noble soldier refused to have anything to do with 
it, offering, however, to challenge him to single combat. 
De Loignac was less scrupulous, and we know the result ; 
the Duc de Guise and his brother the cardinal were both 
murdered. Ten days after this event, Catherine de Medicis, 
the queen-mother, died, regretted by none. 

The Parisians, exasperated by the murder of the Due 
de Guise, declared his brother, the Duc de Mayenne, the 
head of the League, and rose against the king, who was 
again obliged to fly. He begged the King of Navarre for 
aid, who promptly responded to the call, and they were 
shortly before Paris with a united army of Catholics and 
Huguenots. Henri III. was, however, pursued by the 
relentless hate of the clever and unscrupulous Duchesse de 
Montpensier. She worked so skilfully on the fanatical 
mind of the young Jacobin friar, Jacques Clément, that 
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he undertook the death of the king. He entered th 
with letters for Henri, whom he stabbed while reading 
them. The king died on the 2d August, 1589, after hav- 
ing declared Henri of Navarre his successor. 

Of the subsequent life and adventures of Chicot, un- 
fortunately nothing authentic is known. 


sf _ TRANSLATOR. 


Nort.—For the information of the reader the Valois Romances 
should be read in the chronological order as follows: ist, Mar- 
guerite de Valois; 2d. Chicot the Jester; 3d, The Forty-five 
Guardsmen. 
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